
Returning to Cambridge

Today we shall focus on hidden 
delights around Jesus College, or, to 
give it its proper title: � e College of 
the Blessed Virgin Mary, Saint John 
the Evangelist, and the Glorious 
Virgin Saint Radegund. 

Opposite the long, narrow 
‘chimney’ that leads to Jesus is 
Westcott House, one of Cambridge’s 
four theological colleges. Westcott 
House is by far the best of the 
bunch, because it has cast-iron 
boot-scrapers in the shape of a pig 
and a bunny-rabbit. You scrape the 
mud o�  with their little ears. It’s 
adorable.

� e animal theme continues 
inside Jesus itself: First Court has a 
statue of a horse, that they dress up 
each year for the May Ball. 

� ere’s an urban myth that you 

can be sent down for riding on it. 
In the spirit of journalist enquiry, 
I contacted the Dean to � nd out if 
this was true. He replied “it would 
take something rather dire to be 
sent down or rusticated, and riding 
the horse would fall short (perhaps 
only just...) of what one might be 
sent down for”.  

Despite this, TCS in no way 
advocates climbing on the horsey, 
even if you are very drunk, and even 
though he looks so friendly. We also 
warn against attaching a unicorn 
horn made of rolled-up newspaper 
and painted gold, even though it 
would look pretty awesome.

But enough horsing around. Jesus 
has a great variety of sculptures, but 
by far the most exciting are three 
ruddy great dinosaurs! 

� e adorable trio hang out by 
the library and were made by YBA 
brothers Jake and Dinos Chapman, 
who wanted them to be reminiscent 
of children’s models of dinosaurs. 
� ey feel a bit incongruous in the 
grand surroundings of the college, 
but that just adds to the charm. 

Like the college they inhabit, they 
have an unwieldy moniker too: 
� e Meek Shall Inherit � e Earth 
(But Not � e Mineral Rights), but 
personally I like to think of them as 
Leonard, Sheldon and Howard. 

Hiding round the end of Jesus 
Lane on King Street is the rather 
lovely St Radegund, the smallest of 
Cambridge’s 118 or so pubs (this 
number of drinking establishments 
is less impressive when you 
remember that the city also boasts 

115 libraries). 
� e Radegund has its own boat 

club, so those blades hanging from 
the ceiling are not from a college, 
but are the pub’s own! � e pub 
is just about big enough to hold 
blades – I doubt that their four boat 
crews would be able to all � t in the 
pub at once. 

One charming feature is the rain-
check tree – you can buy a drink for 
someone and leave them a ‘rain-
check’ to collect later. Common 
examples are rain-checks bought 
for the christening of a godson, to 
be redeemed for his � rst pint on his 
eighteenth birthday, or a drink for 
degrading students to enjoy upon 
their triumphant return. 

If that wasn’t enough of a 
reason to visit this charming and 

eccentric pub, they also have a gin 
appreciation society who meet 
on Fridays to sip G &T and listen 
to the dulcet tones of Dame Vera 
Lynn. � e perfect way to relax a� er 
a hard day’s dinosaur hunting!

If you would like to suggest places 
for Zoah to include in Hidden 

Cambridge, 
please 
email 

editor@
tcs.cam.

ac.uk 
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Hidden Cambridge
Zoah Hedges-Stocks debunks that myth about Jesus, and goes dinosaur hunting....

� e problem I have with 
the people who are here in 
Cambridge currently is that 
they’re not my people. I hope you 
don’t take this in a weird sort of 
pure race kind of way; all I mean 
is, where are t h e 
people I know, 
that I eat 
lunch with 
in Hall? 
Where are 
my library-
b o o k -
s h a r i n g , 
cup-of-tea-

brewing, bar-propping-up 
mates? Why don’t I know anyone 
in the smoking area at Life?

Oh, right. � ey’re actually 
earning a living wage doing 
Important � ings while some of 
us scrape by on some funding. 
Doing some reading. And some 
writing. Sometimes.

It’s hard not to be a little bit 
estranged and more than a little 
bit bitter about it all. I don’t 
really “get” this whole job 
thing. It’s like children; just not 

foreseeable in my near future. 
In fact, that makes it more 

like a dog, as children 
aren’t foreseeable 

anywhere in my 
future. Not even 
with a telescope 

and a really tall ladder. But jobs 
are where my people are at. � ey 
are working for banks, for the 
government, for literary agencies 
and charities and schools. � ey 
are training to be lawyers and 
doctors and accountants. 

Me? Well, yesterday I watched 
4 episodes of ‘Grey’s Anatomy’, 
crying at the end of every 
single one, then baked a cake 
and made a head start on some 
pressing reading for a seminar…
which is actually not on for 
another ten days. I don’t envy 
my gainfully employed peers 
the early starts (but hello, I’m a 
boatie!), the tiredness and the 
long days (I have worked before, 
you know, in the vac. I am aware 
of the tribulations) but I would 

like some cash and some kind 
of worldly status, please and 
thank you, instead of the weary 
glances you get from people on 
announcing that you are a sort of 
perpetual student. 

Most of all I would like them 
all, simultaneously, to sack it in 
and come back for some sort of 
last hoorah, really, because I am 
not the world’s biggest fan of 
the awkward Hall dance, where 
I stand at the exit of the servery 
and fruitlessly survey the tabled 
landscape for all of the people 
who used to accompany me 
there.

Except, in the main, I’m 
quite…well…glad that they’re 
not present. I made a choice to 
be here, just like they made a 

choice to be elsewhere. � ey’re 
happy, and I’m happy. � ey’re 
back this weekend for the Old 
Boys celebrations, and yes, we’ll 
have a great time at dinner on 
Saturday and at brunch the next 
morning, but in all actuality 
when they leave on Sunday I’ll 
be le�  with the research for a 
new paper that I’m itching to 
crack on with, an MCR who are 
really lovely and fun and a slowly 
growing amount of current 
undergraduates I know. � ese 
might not be my people just yet, 
but hopefully I’m one step closer 
to becoming one of theirs. And if 
you see me in the smoking area 
at Life, please say hi. 

Sophie Clarke tries to get used to a new set of friends...


