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@le French—as seen by an Gnglishman,
(Written. at the time of Uaffaire Dreyfus).

T was a terrible journey from Calais to Paris. The train rocked
and rolled as if it were anxious to get off the line, and as
for the scorching sun, I didn’t feel inclined to be complimentary to
him. I was thoroughly thankful to get inside the Gare du Nord,
even although the newly imported ticket collector persisted in taking
the wrong part of my ticket, and the gilt buttoned douanier vainly
ransacked my bag with the view of reducing the national debt by
so many franes.

T expected to find Paris in & ferment, but I was entirely disap-
pointed. Go where you liked in the gay city, you got the imnpres-
gion that the Parisians were the most happy-go-lucky creatures on
earth, with never a care to dim the horizon of their happiness. In
the fairy-land-like Champs Elysees, with its Jardin de Paris, you
were almost induced to believe that the human species had moved,
seconded, and carried that all trouble be henceforth and for ever
banished from its midst. Up one side and down another of the
avenue a continual array of vehicles passed and repassed like an
endless chain. Cyclists with fancy Japanese lanterns and jingling
bells went merrily on their way as if going to join some evening
parade. Once, as I was crossing the roadway, 1 was almost
knocked down by a lady cyclist in knickerbockers who was pufling
furiously at a cigarette as if that supplied the energy for her filtcen
mile pace. All seemed on pleasure bent, it was a place of happy
forgetfnlness. Here, nobody remembered that M. Guorin had got
his water supply cut off, or that M. Dreyfus was being fed on milk
diet. Lverything was abandoned for the moment to worship at tho
shrine of pleasure.

There was, at least, one man in the city who couldn’t forget his
cares in the Jardin de Paris, and that was the hero of I'ort Chabrol,
walking leisurely down the street in which the office of M. Guerin
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1s situated ; I reached this Gibraltar of Paris, the invincible fortress
in which our hero had ensconced himself, determined to die faith-
fully at his post rather than yield. The fort was a common enough
place withal; simply & house with a wooden door. I was some-
what astonished at this, as I had ecxpected to see at least a
detached house of massive proportions. The policemen stationed
near the house were chatting and laughing as if M. Guerin and
they were playing at hide and seek, and M. Guerin himself was
looking over the balustrade of the window as if wondering what all
the row wag about. It was intensely amusing. To me, with my
ideas of Iinglish authority, the affair looked like some laughable
farce that was being acted at the end of a circus performance.
There was 2 lack of reality about it somehow, which only made one
think of it as being extremely ridiculous.

But the French authorities are exceedingly weak and vacillating
as compared with the English. There wasn’t a night I returned
home but I encountered some patriotic band crying death to the
Jews and long life to the army. One night, seated at a café in the
Grand Boulevard, I heard the tramp of many hundred feet, while
cries of vive Parmée, d bas le juifs, rent the air. As the mob came
nearer, it set up some patriotic song, which ended in a low gurgle
at the sodden appearance of three-score of policemen, who
scattered the patriotic band like chaff before the wind. A few
minutes later, however, we heard the disturbed patriots finishing
their song in a neighbouring street. I asked several people what
the demonstration was about, but all T could get was ¢#ien,
rien.””  The onlookers treated the affair very lightly, with an
indifferent good humour, as if the concern was a harmless manner
of showing dislike to the Jews.

But these outbursts of feeling are nothing more nor less than a
nuisance, and are not indicative of the feelings of the average
Frenchman. He hates the Jew, and he hates Dreyfus because he
belongs to that race, but as to the Court-martial at Rennes, T am
positively certain that that serene individual took no particular
interest whatever. Never once did 1 hear the subject of Dreyfus
discussed at café, restaurant, public resort, or anywhere else. This
indifference is all too evident by the manner in which Franco
received the verdict at Rennes, and is fally borne out by tho fact
that the ultimate pardon didn’t even bring forth a cry of protest.
Had there been no Jew on the General Staff on whom to roll the
charge of high treason, France might have learned that the honour
of her army was but a fiasco, a sepulchre [ull of dead men’s bones.
But the honour of her army was saved, for Dreyfus was a Jew,
and-—a bas les juifs. M. Tocqueville, in comparing the Roman power
with that of France remarked, that while the former had been a
dying power, France was but a sleeping one. Yes, but how long she
takes to waken up! Unless France reforms, and reforms quickly,
she will be sleeping the sleep of death. True, from many a true
patriot the cry has gone forth, ‘“awake, thou that sleepest,” but
France responds not to the call. She slumbers still.  Worshipping
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her army, she will uphold its honour at any cost; which honour I
too would uphold, if only I could find it.

Blind with prejudice, and intoxicated with pleasure, with Justice
supplanted by Jesuitism, she is filling a cup of bitterness which she
soon must drink. France but sleeping! True; but unless she is
aroused from her lethargy, the world may witness the death throe
of & mighty nation.

Knowing the spirit of the times, and in the face of l'affaire
Dreyfus, fool Guerin, Royalist plot, and what not, I am surprised
that President Loubet believes that France is at the end of her
troubles. Does he mean that some combination of the devil’'s
making is going to end France as it has done g0 many nations, or
does he mean that it has almost passed through its five of adversity
and-—to quote the penny novelette—means to live happy ever after-
wards? If the latter, it looks as if monsieur the president is like
the young lady who prefers to read the last chapter first. France, I
fear, has much to trouble her yet, but we hope that M. Loubet
proves not a false prophet; and, instead of casting disparagement
upon his prediciion, let us, for the sake of our common humanity,
extend to him our sympathy, and raise our voice with him in
shouting Vive la France.

J. G.

Oxford Local Graminations, FJuly, 1899,

SENIOR.

Second Class Honours. Third Class Honours.
L. G. Turner (bracketed 5th). L. A. Movice.
B. T. J. Glover (8th}.
F. P. Cheeseright (bracketed 54th).

Pass List.
J. Brooke. H. O. Massey. D. H. Ogley.
H. F. Haworth, H. G. Milles. R. A. Roberts.
K. J. Mackenzie. S. H. Nixzon. T. Todd.
DisrinerroNs,
RBeligious Enowledge— English—
L. G. Turner (bracketed 47th). E. G. Turner (bracketed 21st).
Mathematios— K. J. Mackenzie {bracketed 60th).
F. P. Cheeseright (16th).
JUNIOR.
First Class Honours. Second Class Iononrs
RR. C. Andrew (bracketed 27th). H. A. Bell (bracketed Gih)
H. W. McCann (bracketed 36th).
J. W. Whitwell (bracketed 45rd). Third Class Honoura,
R. C. de Zouche (bracketed 69th). II. W. Caxter.

H. E. O’Neill.
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Pass List.
L. Adamson. L. W. Lamb. A. Pearson.
T. H. W. Chisholm. S. Schnitzlander. 11, H. Pringle.
J. J. Clark. G. P. A. Lederer. F. C. Rycroft.
C. W. Fox. H. A. Lee. R. E. Williams.
W. W. Gudgeon. J. D. O’Neill.
DIsTINCTIONS.
English— Mathematics—
: bracketed 49th). J. W. Whitwell (bracketed 16th).
= ) R. C. Andvew (bracketed BOl:h).d
Theoretical Chenvistry— H. W. McCann (bracketed 42nd).
wo;{e‘ 1\V. MIcCann (bracketed 6th). R. C. de Zouche (bracketed 44th).

H. E. O'Neill (bracketed 54th)

Heat—
R. C. Andrew (bracketed 16th).

@hat on the Corridor.

T is with extreme satisfaction that we announce that W. H. Pitts
has gained the Liverpool Geographical Society’s First Prize of
£5, and that both H. McCann and F. P. Cheeseright have been

honourably mentioned.

During the holidays there have been great extensions and
alterations carried out in the basement and Commercial yard.

The Old Dining Room, with its wooden screens a,n.d bad light, is
o thing of the past, being now replaced by a large airy roorm, parb
of which hasg been excavated from under the Directors’ Room ; well
lighted both by large areas and electric light.

The Commercial School has received the boon of comr}podiqus
and electric lighted Lavatories, as well as a ¢ Tuck Shop,” which
is almost a Café.

We feel sure that the whole school will join us in thanking the
unknown donor of these benefits.

We are now in the Football Season, and we wish W. Toms and
his team every success.

At the Football Meeting on the 8th insftapt, on K. Mackenzie
refusing to re-captain the team, owing to his inability to lead them

in the Shield Matches on account of his being over age, W. T.
Toms was elected captain, with R. S. Turner sub-captain, and

Mackenzie secretary.

Old Boys will be glad to hear that the Masters have received a
visit from Richard Burn, an old boy who has been in India during
the past nine years.
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We arc pleased to see that A. J. George and R. T. Roberts have
gained £20 and £10 scholarships respectively, at Bangor Univei-
sity. As they are both very hard and conscientious workers, they
deserve their success.

Li. G. Turner has been awarded Lord Derby's £10 prize for
gaining the first place in the local centre of the Oxford Senior
Examination.

The same officers as last season have been re-elected for the
Rugby Football Club:—F. P. Cheeseright, captain, R. S. Turner,
sub-captain, S. H. Nixon, Secretary. Though for some time the
state of our Rugby Club has been rather poor, yet interest seems to
be springing up among the smaller boys, which is really the great
point.

Mzx. C. G. Barkla has been elected from University College to an
1851 LExhibition Scholarship for Physics, and begins residence at
Trinity College, Cambridge, in October, as a Research Student; he
was formerly a pupil in the Commercial School.

@he English Farmer and Pessimism,

]:N a random search among Englishmen it is not easy to find the
pessimist. To begin with, the Englishman has a belief in the
honesty and power of human nature which prevents him from
taking a gloomy view of actions and events. His faith in man’s
honesty can be seen in his dealings with all classes of his country-
men. Politicians, judges, magistrates, and other persons holding
high positions of public trust are accredited in this country with
sineerity and integrity of purpose to a degree uncxampled in any
other of the great nations, whilst at the other end of the scale we
can see with what reluctance the most depraved characters ave
admitted to be incorrigible in the leniency of our laws and of our
penal system. The Englishman’s confidence in the power of
mankind is even more evident. Picture to him a state of socicty
and conditions of livelihood far worse than exist at present and he
will declare his ability to provide for his own welfare in spite of
circumstances. But apart from the natural courage and the self-
reliance of our race, there are other causes for the rare occurrence

of pessimism among us. It must be remembered that for many

centuries England hasg been a prosperous nation, and from the time

of the foundation of our commercial supremacy at least, a very

wealthy one. So that although we are by constitution fitted to
fight with adversity, and locally are constantly being called upon to

do so, yet as a nation we have long been encouraged by events to

expect good fortune and general prosperity. A more important
cause still is the comparative immunity of this nation from the cvils

of war, pestilence, and famine.
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It would seem, then, that we must regard the Iinglish pessimist
as something of & rarily, and the creature of peculiar circumstances.
Such rarities are almost certain to be found as isolated cases in any
of the great classes of our population. Many of them will be found
collected from all conditions of men in the number of the suicides.
But it is not proposed to introduce this melancholy topic into this
essay, for two reasons; in the first place, becanse suicide is com-
monly the result of exceptional misfortunes acting on an enfeebled
mind ; in the second place, because a gruesome discussion of the
national statistics of suicide would belie the promise of the chaste
covers of the Magazine, and would be more in keeping with the
crimson or orange covers of the popular periodical.

The English farmer is a more pleasant subject. His mental
condition is one of settled pessimism. Tt could not well be other-
wise. Even granting him an assured income, his life is an arduous
and an anxions one. He endures bodily toil equal to that of the
dock-labourer, combined with mental unrest equal to that of the

speculator. Now add the fact that it is quite possible for a year of

toil and trouble to carry him ncarer to bankruptey than he was
before, and the wonder would be if he were optimistic.  'Whilst he
works hard and fails, he sees men in other walks in life thrive
almost without apparent effort, and this being so he cannot be
blamed for making comparisons like that drawn by the Northern
Farmer between the Parson and himself :—

« But ’e reiids wonn sarmin a weeiik, an' I 'a stubb’d Thurnaby waiste.”

The behaviour of the weather is largely responsible for the state
of the farmer's mind. The snow may be good for his seed, the
flood for his meadows, the fine weather for his cereals; but
the snow kills his sheep, the flood sweeps away his fences, the
drought parches his pastures and fires his stacks. If you con-
gratulate him on a fine field of wheat, you must commiserate
with him on a poor crop of ‘ turmots”; and though he may
get one year in hig life-time when rain and sun are so adjusted
as to favour all his crops and posessions, yet even then he is
not without mournful reflections. ¢ Th' oats are terr’ble ’eavy
cutten,” or * Wheat's very wearin’ on th’ lond,” he sighs. When
he is best satisfied, things are no better than “not so bad:” and
had he the making of the proverbs, it is certain that one of them
would read: “It's a good wind that blows nobody some ill.” The
farmer’s life contains little beside his work. He takes the county
paper once a week and reads it; he goes to church on Sunday
morning and sits in the pew that he rents with his faxm. He goes
to town on market-day, sells his stuff, has a gossip with his cronies,
and discourses with them the news of their world. If there is an
election he knows that, bad as is his present position, any change
would be for the worse, so he votes ““wi’ squoire an’ choorch an’
staiite.” The author of Lorne Doone tells how the whole country-
side feared that if the Doones were rooted out, the effect of their
absence would be even worse than that of their presence. Mr.
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Blackmore is himsell an instance of the necessary connection
between farming and pessimism. He is by prolession a popular
novelist, and so, of necessity, an optimist. But he has made
extensive experiments in farming with no great success. Hence,
in his later works, and particularly in Daiiel, we occasionally meet
the author, dressed in corduroys and hob-nail boots, talking regret-
fully of the good old times of the Corn Laws, and mournfully of the
evil day of their abolition.

Much advice has been given to the distressed farmer with the
object of helping him to better his position. The effect has often
been to increase his difficulties, and to confirm him in his belief
that he hasn’t much to learn. Probably he is wrong in this belief,
and possibly, by the development of education in agriculture, the
profits of farming will be permanently increased. One thing alone
seems cevtain, namely, that if his condition is going to be improved,
the farmer himself will be the last man to helieve it. 1t will be
long before there ceases to be force in the complaint of Virgil: O

SJortunatos nimium, sua st bona norint Agricolas,

Azpmptotus in Boperbolam,

[These remarks of the Asymptote addressed to the curve were overheard by a
student of the Mathematics, as he nodded over the proposilion—QP-PQ! = CD?]

Long have I followed you, mischievous maid,
Ever expecting the ever-delay'd.

To meet you, I'd hoped, ere a day had passed by,
Ages have flown, but no nearer seem I

For as I approach, you wander away,

And when I complain, you mockingly say—
“I'm coming, I'm coming, you impatient wight,

We cannot but meet——at the point infinite.”

I confess that at present it scems ag you say,

But you'll find it all changed, when you get to I.J.
There, plus signs are minusg, and big things arc small,
And you must walk in circles, or not walk at all.

TUnbend, foolish maid, ere we come to that point
Wheve Euclid and Algos are quite out of joint.
Why heed the old Focus, why hear his command,
Why keep to his law in this far-distant land?

Besides, you are ageing, to tell you the truth,

Whilst I, though still supple, have outliv’d my youth.
When Death with his sickle shall hover o’erhead,

When you're wizened, I'm crusted, what boots it to wed?






