Paris: City of Impressions

There seem to be only two possible opin-
ions to have on Paris. Either it is the arche-

of sophistication, the city of romance
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There is also a fierce beauty, not only in
the physical surroundings of the city itself,
but in the mundane and unexceptional, be-
cause everything is new to you.
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Once, on strike day, the metro flew past three of the sto
needed to get home and I went on foot from Place Dent
chereau. | passed through a line of policemen carrying rio
to be greeted by a heaving mass of protestors, meticulously orga-
nised, marching with the sense that they were fighting for somet
hing b r. Even coming from Bristol, collective action on this
scale fi

like nothing I had seen before, and here it was, in real
time, on a grey Tuesday afternoon in October

However, first impressions like these are not formed in a va-
cuum, but are inevitably based on various subconscious bia-
ses.

Recently, an American student wrote a viral article about the ne
gative experiences she had while spending a semester in Florence.
While 1 shared the annoyance of readers who derided her depic-
tion of the enormous privilege of being able to travel solo around

the world as an act of martyrdom and, more broadly, her efforts to
disdain a culture which she felt had rejected her, | also felt a pang
of empathy for the author. How many of nely and in a pla
ce that feels unw ming, would not inevitably st

their resentment onto the region as a whole
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I regard it with more than a fair share of
sentimentality because compared to life
among the isolated hills and haughty villagers
of rural England, it is a different world.

While discussing my impressions of Paris
with another person from the UK, we agreed
that because we have experienced a differ-

ent culture, the atmosphere of despondency
back home has become particularly r
ble. Here in France, there is a tangible
of passion, a population that has not yet been
ind down by years of declining standards
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g
:,t living and bills that cannot be paid. On
the other hand, the controversy around the
retirement reforms has once again revealed a
country that is exceptionalist, willing to fight
for its rights but less sure of how to do it in a
constructive way.

First impressions can be deceptive, and it
is difficult to say whether you can truly ex-
perience a culture, in all of its extravagance
and its ugliness, without leaving your cul-
tural biases at the door.
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