
T H E FU T U R E  PHENOMENON
(From  the French o f Stéphane M allarm é)

j H E  pale sk y  that lies above a  world ending in decrepitude 
w ill perhaps pass aw ay  w ith the clouds : the tattered purple 
o f  the sunset is fad ing in a  river sleeping on the horizon 

subm erged in sunlight and in water. T h e  trees are t ire d ; 
and, beneath their whitened leaves (whitened b y  the dust 
o f  tim e rather than b y  that o f  the roads,) rises the canvas 

house o f  the Interpreter o f P ast T h in g s : m any a  lam p aw aits the tw ilight and 
lightens the faces o f  an unhappy crowd, conquered b y  the im m ortal m alady 
and the sin o f  the centuries, o f  men standing b y  their w retched accom plices 
quick w ith the m iserable fruit w ith which the w orld shall perish. In  the 
unquiet silence o f  every  eye supplicating yonder sun, which, beneath the water, 
sinks w ith the despair o f  a  cry, listen to the sim ple patter o f  the sh ow m an : 
“ N o sign regales you o f  the spectacle within, for there is not now  a  painter 
capable o f  presenting an y  sad shadow  o f  it. I bring alive (and preserved 
through the years b y  sovereign science) a wom an o f  old time. Som e folly, 
original and sim ple, an ecstasy o f  gold, I know  not w h a t ! which she nam es 
her hair, falls w ith the grace o f  rich stuffs about her face, which contrasts 
w ith the bloodlike nudity o f  her lips. In  p lace o f  the vain  gown, she has a  
b o d y ; and the eyes, though like rare stones, are not w orth the look that leaps 
from  the h ap p y  f le sh : the breasts, raised as i f  filled with an eternal m ilk, are 
pointed to the sky, and the sm ooth lim bs still keep the salt o f  the prim al 
sea.”  R em em bering their poor wives, bald, morbid, and full o f  horror, the 
husbands press forw ard : and the w ives, too, im pelled b y  m elancholy curiosity, 
wish to see.

W hen all have looked upon the noble creature, vestige o f  an epoch alread y  
accursed, some, indifferent, not h aving the pow er to com prehend, but others,
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whelm ed in g r ie f and their eyelids w et with tears o f  resignation, gaze at each 
o th e r ; w hilst the poets o f  these tim es, feeling their dead eyes brighten, d rag  
them selves to their lam ps, their brains drunk for a  m om ent w ith a  vague 
glory, haunted w ith R h yth m , and forgetful that th ey  live in an age that has 
outlived beauty.

George Moore.




