
Like a vertigo-sufferer standing on 
o n the topmost 

diving board 
at Parkside, 
this column 
is about 
to see an 

embarrassing 
cl imb-down. 
Yes, Jesus does 
indeed have 
a bronze 
sculpture of 

a cockerel from Benin, but Hidden 
Cambridge can now debunk the 
myth that the Benin government 
have asked for it back. I asked Jesus’ 
archivist, Robert Athol, if he could 
confirm or deny this urban legend, 
then, foolishly, sent an earlier 
rough draft that did not contain his 
comments. (Readers, please accept 
my apologies. MISC team, please 
accept a round of drinks in the pub.)
Mr Athol checked back through 
the college archives and found no 
evidence anywhere to suggest that 
Benin’s government have ever asked 
for the sculpture’s return, and says 
‘it seems unlikely that they would 
– it’s not particularly old (18th 
century possibly) or valuable!!’  
The cockerel was given to the 
college by one George W. Neville, 
who founded the Bank of British 
West Africa at the end of the 19th 
century. There you have it: Jesus 
does not partake in the imperialist 
looting of other nations’ cultural 
treasures.  Urban myth: debunked.
 Jesus has been subject to other 
rumours in the past. In 2009, a 
rumour that its lush and grassy 
Chapel Court, one of the few 
lawns that students may walk on 
(gasp!), was to be paved over, was 
met with hue, outcry, hysteria, 
furore, and other expressions of 
anger found only in newspapers.
 A letter from one Siobhan Hutchins, 
‘JCSU Liaison Officer’, went out to 
all Jesus pigeonholes, informing 
them that Chapel Court’s verdant 
pile was to be replaced with paving 
and a fountain. Students read the 
letter, and saw workmen beavering 
away in Chapel Court, and assumed 
that the letter’s claims must be true.
In fact, the college gardeners were 
actually hard at work reseeding 
the lawn after damage caused 
by the 2008 May Ball. Their 
labours were to ensure that the 
lawn was returned to its former 
heights of viridian fluffiness, 
not to entomb it under stone. 
David Lowry, then JCR president at 
Jesus, told this very publication that 
the hoax was ‘completely untrue’, 
before commending the hoaxer on 
their attention to detail. Apparently 
their referencing of Council 
minutes and use of Photoshop was 
‘very plausible’, if, ‘frankly, quite sad’.
Once it was pointed out that neither 
‘Siobhan Hutchins’ nor the post 
of ‘JCSU Liaison Officer’ existed, 
students breathed a sigh of relief 
that one of the biggest lawns in 
Oxbridge would remain accessible. 
Grass: we take it very seriously. 

Zoah Hedges-Stocks 
examines the importance 
of grass to Cambridge 
students... 
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Recently, it appears that, with the 
rise of social media and the ease with 
which we can now access images and 
information about one another, the 
‘professional beauty’ in print is not the 
only victim of our criticism; we have 
begun to openly criticise our peers too. 
The use of the Internet as a means of 
lambasting others from a distance is 
very reminiscent of the way that the 
Portrait of Madame X was received 
and commented on by contemporary 
viewers.

The art historian Erica E. Hirschler, 
tells us that ‘Sargent’s American 
sitter was so notorious in 
French society that 
critics probably 
could not wait to 
say of her portrait 
what they would 
never say of her 
face.’ The picture 
s c a n d a l i s e d 
c o n t e m p o r a r y 
viewers, but 
particularly other 
women, as it appeared to 
exemplify loose morals due to 
the revealing nature of the sitter’s low 
cut dress and idealised physiognomy. 
Madame X herself was singled out 
for criticism, rather than the artist 
who chose to depict her in a salacious 
manner, because of her choice of dress.  
It mattered little that, compared with 
the classical nudes we often see in art 
galleries, Mme. Gautreau’s dress was 
fairly conservative.  It was the suggestion 
of flesh, the potential for her strap to 
slide down her shoulders, which made 
her a cipher for wantonness.  

To my mind, the attitude of the first 
viewers towards Madame X’s portrait 
recalls the recent ‘slut-shaming’ 
phenomenon, first brought to the public 
consciousness by several feminist blogs 
in 2006. Slut-shaming is the practice 
of criticising a woman for taking part 
in sexual activity that is considered 

‘abnormal’ or falls outside of traditional 
gender roles.  These kinds of judgments, 
like those made of Madame X at the 
unveiling of her portrait, are normally 
based on a woman’s appearance, dress 
or ‘reputation’.  

What I find most troubling about the 
recent spate of memes entitled, ‘Girls…
did you know?’, normally followed by 
a crippling epithet like ‘your boobs 
are supposed to stay inside your shirt’ 
and accompanied by photographic 
illustrations, is the fact that they have 
been created and circulated by women, 

explicitly in order to criticise other 
women.  Not only is this ‘slut-

shaming’ trend dangerous to 
those it seeks to victimise 

– there have been two 
teenage suicides in 
America as a partial 
result of internet 
bullying of this kind 
- it is also un-sisterly, 

and seeks to undo all 
the hard work of women 

like Sonya Barnett and 
Heather Jarvis who founded 

‘SlutWalk’, a campaign designed to 
challenge the perception that dress 
and behavior are indicators of sexual 
availability. We are all guilty of judging 
women by different standards than 
their male counterparts, particularly 
when it comes to their image. But 
next time you find yourself raising an 
eyebrow at an overly-short skirt or an 
exposed cleavage, consider… what 
would Madame X say back to her 
critics if she could?

Dominic McKenzie’s new show, ‘A 
Brush With The Stars’ - running at 
the Cambridge Picturehouse until 28 
February- is a celebration of films and 
those who create them. Cambridge 
based McKenzie gained recognition 
after winning the YCN (Young 
Creative Network) Award in 2011, and 
has since illustrated a children’s book 
on Henry VIII, as well as working 
with The Guardian, Cancer Research 
UK, and the Fitzwilliam Museum. 
His influences range from Picasso and 

Matisse to cartoonist Ronald Searle, 
whilst bringing his own stylish, yet fun, 
approach. Visitors to the exhibition 
encounter a series of portraits of actors 
and directors, with prints displayed in 
both the bar and upstairs screen area 
of the cinema. This was a shame, as it 
was harder to get a close look.His use 
of colour is striking; several Bonds play 
poker together, all in the same cool, 
limited palette of pinks, reds, and blues. 
Colour is in block shapes, defined by 
lines which are layered over the top, 
so that the colour and line are slightly 
disconnected. One great example is 
his portrait of July Garland, where she 
appears as a purple-haired Dorothy 
in a psychedelic coloured landscape. 
Less over the rainbow more straight 
through it. 

Recognising the people in each 
portrait is a large part of the show’s 
appeal, suiting the location of the 
exhibition; a haven for film-lovers. 
Actors are not simply shown in 
character, but also as themselves. As 
McKenzie describes it, some actors are, 
“larger than life”, and once they have 
reached a certain level of fame and 
popularity they become caricatures of 

themselves. They are immortalized by 
the image they adopt. 

His Marilyn Monroe portrait 
epitomises this, with the actress boasting 
her trade-mark curves, big hair and 
bright pink lipstick. It’s reminiscent 
of Andy Warhol, whom McKenzie 
admires and whose influence is clear 
here. Tilda Swinton, on the other hand, 
is abstracted, bizarre, and seems to be 
turning into Road Runner, and her 
portrait wasn’t great either. For me it 
was the weakest of the show. 

Alfred Hitchcock looks distinctly 
unimpressed by the knife-wielding 
attacker creeping up behind him. But 
my favourite was Woody Allen. In a 
brightly coloured parody of Munch’s 
The Scream, he is a wailing, squiggly-
armed cartoon, capturing the image 
of the neurotic director perfectly. The 
most charming is Fred Astaire, who 
is a jaunty minimalist figure. The 
small detail of his wiggling ears is just 
lovely. It is unusual, in this day and 
age to see cartoons used to portray the 
positive but in this playful exhibition, 
each figure is lovingly depicted in 
endearing, cartoonish, portraits rather 
than unkind caricatures. 

THE MADAME X EFFECT 
Issy Muir scrutinises society’s damaging criticism of female sexuality, past and present

Hanna Tame takes a look at the pictures in the Picturehouse
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A VIEW FROM 
THE BRIDGE
Interesting objects in and 

around Cambridge...

India Matharu-Daley on 
the University Library

Though many may tremble 
at the sight of it, cycling past 
the University Library always 
makes me smile. Giles Gilbert 
Scott’s east façade is a beguiling 
balance of opposites. The age 
of the skyscraper inspired the 
library’s sheet glass windows 
and soaring tower, setting off 
the north and south fronts’ 
placid horizontality. Yet classical 
elements call Ancient Rome 
to mind - the main entrance 
is reminiscent of the Roman 
Forum’s Senate House - and 
the stretch of warm roof tiling 
resembles Beijing’s Forbidden 
City. This marriage of east and 
west and old and new gives 
the brick expanse a rhythmical 
grace best viewed zipping by on 
two wheels!

We are all guilty of 
judging women by 
different standards 

to their male 
counterparts
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