
Cambridge might not be perfect 
but it is bloody interesting. Each 
week this term I will be taking you 
on a tour of some of Cambridge’s 
quirkiest features. 
Some will be well-known 
landmarks with myths to debunk, 
some will be things you see every 
day, with hidden stories to tell, and 
at least some will be objects with no 
significance apart from the ability 
to make you smile. 

This column hopes to provide you 

with enough nuggets of intriguing 
information to cover up your lack 
of a personality. TCS and Hidden 
Cambridge actively encourage you 
to use the contents of this column 
to pull. Chicks dig architecture. 

Impress them with your 
Cambridge-based wisdom and 
watch the ladies swoon at your feet. 
It would make me very happy if my 
borderline obsession with this city 
could help you get laid.

People at Peterhouse and 

Pembroke will be familiar with this 
week’s Cambridge oddity. You may 
well have fallen into it yourself after 
one too many cocktails at Brown’s. 
The deep gutter, over a foot wide, 
that runs along Trumpington St, is 
called Hobson’s Conduit, and was 
one of the first projects that town 
and gown embarked on together 
for a common cause.

Surprisingly for a town with a 
bloody great river running through 
it, there used to be little access to 

fresh drinking water in Cambridge. 
After a series of plagues in the 
16th century, it was decided that 
something had to be done to stop 
the inhabitants dropping like flies.

The Master of Peterhouse came 
up with the idea of using a conduit 
to pipe in water from the chalk 
springs in the Og Magog Hills in 
1574. His plan finally got underway 
in 1610 when a local businessman, 
Hobson, stumped up most of the 
cash for the initial building project, 

and lent the Conduit his name. 
In 1671, it ran with claret wine to 

celebrate a visit by Charles II. On 
April 1st, the Cambridge News said 
the stunt would be repeated for 
the Queen’s diamond jubilee. This 
writer got quite exciting before 
noticing the date. 

So next time you twist your ankle 
on Trumpington St, know that the 
cause of your literal downfall both 
saved lives, and gave some Stuart 
lushes a free drink!
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Hidden Cambridge
Zoah Hedges-Stocks reveals how ankle-twisting Hobson’s Conduit brought town and gown together

One never thinks that a gown will 
make one cry,  but that’s exactly 
what mine did this week when I 
heard from the president of my 
new governing body, the MCR, 
that I needed a new gown, forcing 
me to bid farewell to my navy lined 
formal companion. 

Goodbye dear friend of 2008 to 
2011. May your wax stains and 
slightly wine-smelling fabric rest 
peacefully in the big wardrobe in 
the sky.

The fact of the matter is that I’m 
still eighteen, you see, and therefore 
have no need of the postgraduate 
student’s friend the BA gown. No, 
don’t laugh. 

Whilst my birth certificate and 
the behaviour of my peers might 
encourage you to believe that I 
am really twenty  two, a graduate 
of two degree programmes and 
survivor of more bad dates than 
you’ve had hot dinners, my lad, 
the truth will out: I’m stuck in the 

mindset in several crucial ways of 
an eighteen year old fresher. I am 
ridiculously excited at the prospect 
of coming (back) to Cambridge, 
but the problem mainly lies in that 
I’m not quite sure what to expect 
when I get here.

I mean, the last time I thought I 
was coming back to Cambridge I 
had a captaincy, a sort-of boyfriend, 
and a whole host of friends waiting 
for me until one mark in one exam 
redistributed my papers and my 

final grade and I ended up jetting 
off to Edinburgh for a year. This 
time, not so much. 

My captaincy has been taken by a 
more qualified candidate; the now 
ex has a new girlfriend; the friends 
have jobs, have postgrad places 
elsewhere, have lives no longer 
situated in one small university 
town.

No biggie, though, right? 
My mum keeps dropping hints 
that I should be thinking about 

‘reinventing myself ’ but unless I 
were to chemically straighten my 
hair, laser my eyes and physically 
beat my need to geek out from my 
impulses with a giant hammer I 
can’t see it happening. 

Instead I’m being a very much 
Fresher-type person in my very 
much un-Fresher town, joining 
new clubs and talking to new people 
and trying very, very hard not to 
remember that I have been here 
once before, and it was amazing.

Sophie Clarke muses over her inability to let go of her 
undergraduate habits...

Welcome to Columns, the weekly section of TCS that unleashes two students and allows them to ramble uninterruptedly about 
a subject of their choice. This page will always be interesting, it will often be funny and just occasionally you might even learn 
something. If you have something to say, why not email us on editor@tcs.cam.ac.uk and see if you can get a column of your 

very own?

Returning to Cambridge


