Eucatastrophe Poem
by Jo Walton



Now everything is over and the triumphant procession windsinto the Capitd.
The handsome, if dightly vapid, king is about to marry hisbeautiful ef maiden.
The wise old wizard has pushed back his hood and dared to crack asmile.
The eveswill return to the woods, and the dwarves to their underground cities.
The survivors of the vdiant armieswill be dispersed acrossthe land

And best of dl, theintruderswill go back to their own world

Securein the confidence that Darkness has been utterly defeated.

Even herein this sea-cave, the cheering is desfening.

Or perhapsthat's just the retreating tide.

Y oumust dlow memy cynicism.

Itisdl | haveleft, after dl.

Picture, then, that procession, the young king, the new queen,

The heroes who beat my armies, tore down my stronghold, daughtered my body,
Reduced meto my present, somewhat compromised, |ast ditch position.

Do you notice anything missing?

The common people are smiling and throwing flowers,

The unicorns, and those with good voices, are spontaneoudy bursting into song,
They have vanquished legions of Shadow,

Who seem to them to have existed only to throw their deedsinto relief.

Stll nothing? Look closely at those prancing horses, beaming faces.

No grief for those, and they were not few, who died to get them here?

True, true, but that is none of my doing.

The sunisshining asif shetoo joinsthe procession.

The Ky isclearest, highest, brightest blue.

A band strikes up asthey pass the gates, one hanging crooked from the siege.
Thekindly wizard looks at the intruders,

Who, having nothing against me personally, came here expresdy to defeat me.
By sunset they will be home, where they have longed to be,

And will never again be comfortable.

Itisasmdl satisfaction,

Even after losing my corpored form.

Y ou till haven't noticed, no more than the cheering crowds,

So | will do my oldest job and underline -- they none of them have shadows.

Yes, my vast amies, inther black and stylish uniforms,
My gredt city, with itstwisted spires and looming bulk,
My wholewar inwhich | seemed invincible,
Beforethisfina and inevitable defeet,

Even my body, which was, quite frankly, hideous,
Weredl of it afeint. In causing them to oppose me,

To take arms againgt the Darkness, to put the whole world'swill,
And those they dragged in from outside our world,

To vanquishing Darknessitsdf.

Ironic redly, and thisismy revenge,

There are no shadows. And there will be no night.

One solitary spot of darknessremains.

| cannat, after dl, change my own nature.

When my mortal formwasdain | rose asagreat shadow,
Darkness personified. | fled for thisrefuge.

Here, inthissea-cave, | lurk in an old sea-chest.
Whenthetimeisright | shal return
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