
The Graduate 

Christmas approaches, glinting 
on the horizon like the snow-
capped peaks of the Varsity ski 
trip. However, we still have to 
trudge our way through the slush 
of Week Eight until we can reach 
those halcyon days of freedom, so 
this week’s Hidden Cambridge is 
going to focus on the dark side of 
the city.

First up: prisoners. Whilst a few 
weeks ago we talked about the 
University gaol, Cambridge also 
has links to prisons much further 
a� eld. Imagine, if you will, a typical 
cartoon image of a prisoner. Is the 
scallywag wearing stripes? If so, 
redraw that mental image - stripes 
were the preserve of American 
prisoners. Good old-fashioned 
British prisoners had their 
uniforms stamped with arrows, to 

denote that their clothes were the 
property of the government. But 
why arrows? In the early 1700s, the 
Master of Ordnance, Henry Sidney, 
was asked to choose a stamp to 
signify government property. Being 
a narcissist, he chose the broad 
arrow that adorned his family crest. 
� e more quick-witted of you will 
realise that Sidney’s family had 
founded Sidney Sussex a century 
earlier - and shared the same 
arrow symbol on the college crest. 
So those Australian convicts with 
arrows all over their uniforms? Yep, 
they essentially have ‘property of 
his Majesty – and Sidney Sussex’ 
stamped all over them.

Right, we’ve had prison, now 
for some death! It’s common 
knowledge that medics dissect 
human cadavers as part of their 

course, and urban legends abound 
of people recognising deceased 
relatives on the slab. Shockingly, 
such an incident actually happened 
in Cambridge. Lawrence Sterne, 
Jesus graduate, and  author of � e 
Life And Opinions Of Tristram 
Shandy, died in extreme poverty, 
despite his literary fame. He was 
buried in London, but his body was 
exhumed by grave robbers and sent 
to Cambridge for dissection. On 
the slab, he was recognised as an 
alumnus, and hastily re-interred!

From prison and death to 
vandalism – well, good-natured 
vandalism. Ancient members of 
the University, like myself and 
my co-columnist Ms Clarke, may 
remember the Father Christmas 
hats perched jauntily on all four 
corners of King’s back in 2009. 

� eir removal took two men half 
a day per hat, but made countless 
people smile while they were up 
there. Night Climbers, I tip my (un-
festive) hat to you!

On a jauntier note, the uno�  cial 
thirty-second college of the 
University comes into existence 
when the Christmas vacation begins 
– as, indeed, it has done every year 
since 2001. From December 16th 
to January 5th, Christmas College 
provides socials and entertainment 
for those who stay in Cambridge 
over the Christmas, like Harry 
Potter avoiding the Dursleys. 

� e � nal happy note of this 
column? Unlike Oliver Cromwell 
(tried and executed for treason 
a� er his death, his head hidden 
somewhere at Sidney Sussex, they 
refuse to tell TCS where) this 

column has been granted a stay 
of execution! A� er plaintive pleas 
that Cambridge has so much more 
to give, an exhibition of my sad 
puppy-dog eyes, and several glasses 
of wine, the incoming Editor-In-
Chief has agreed to let the column 
survive into the new year. Come 
Lent, I’ll be smashing you in the 
face with more Cambridge facts, 
fortnightly. See you in Lent, and 
stay classy, Cambridge. 
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Well, this is it, my friends. Mis 
amigos. It has been fun, and 
laughs, but now we must part, for 
the Christmas Vac, and maybe 
forever. Who knows. TCS have 
betrayed nothing so far about 
renewing this space, or even 
letting me loose to do other 
writing things for them, so 
for now this is the last of 
these mutterings.

A girl came up to me this 
weekend a� er I refereed a 
college water polo match 
and was getting changed, 
and a� er listening to a bit of 
a conversation, said, 
‘Oh! You’re Sophie 
Clarke, right? 
You write the 
column? I like 
it, it’s funny.’

To be honest, she was probably 
just scared, as she’d caught the end 
of the match before hers, when I’d 
‘accidentally’ mullered Tit Hall’s 
captain and shoulder shoved 
him underwater. Even if she’d 

thought that what I write is, 
quote, ‘a pile of steaming 

incompetence’ (thanks, 
ginger � end! You know 
who you are!) she was 

unlikely to tell me 
that as she feared for 
her life. Probably. 
Considering that I 

was also nursing 
a large lump 

on my jaw 
b o n e 
from an 
elbow to 
the face 

a� er some argy-bargy in the pool, 
it’s not an unlikely explanation.

Nevertheless, I was su� used 
with joy and happiness – someone 
knew who I was simply through 
my writing! � is was almost as 
good as that time when I was 
referred to as ‘the infamous 
Sophie Clarke’ in the queue for 
Life. It made me think, what have 
I got from this column nonsense 
apart from nine missed deadlines 
(sorry Suzanne! You’re the best 
editor ever for putting up with 
me!) and a few thousand words of 
ramblings about my life?

Well…people have liked it. I 
think. To my twenty or so readers, 
thanks. It’s made me feel like I know 
where my place is in Cambridge 
again, helped me slightly to work 
through the traumas of coming 

back to this crazy town. I think my 
friends are grateful that, instead of 
cornering them with a packet of 
Revels and a bottle of wine, I pour 
out my problems to a collective 
group with more  re� ned language 
and a few more attempts at being 
amusing than when I’m simply 
rolling around trollied in the bar.

I said in my � rst column that 
my gown had made me cry, when 
I bought my BA gown instead of 
dusting o�  my old undergrad one. 
I wore the BA gown to formal at 
Pembroke the other day, and on 
my bike on the way there, a tear 
froze to my face then as well. I 
couldn’t believe how lucky I was to 
be back here and to have had such 
an amazing time with all of the new 
people in my second Cambridge 
life. I hope everyone else has had 

good, if not so transitional, terms 
too – and feel free to always say 
hello. I probably won’t hurt you, 
unless we’re in the pool.

Sophie Clarke has a think about what she’s learnt and bids a fond farewell...

TCS is looking for new 
columnists. If you're 
interested in confessing 
your life to 12,000 readers, 
self-indulging in 300 
words, or lamenting the 
system every week, email 
apply@tcs.cam.ac.uk, 
with an example column 
and a few words on your
vision. See you in Lent. 


