
The Graduate 

Dear readers (if, indeed, there are 
any of you) I need your help. Just 
inside the entrance to the Downing 
Site there are a pair of metal 
footprints set into the pavement.  I 
am profoundly intrigued by them. 
If you know what they mean, please 
get in touch! 

On the highly speci� c subject of 
‘metal things set into Cambridge 
pavements’, eagle-eyed Johnians 
and Magdalenites will have 
noticed the brass � owers set in the 
pavements along Bridge Street and 
Magdalene Street  and wondered 
at their meaning. A measure of 
distance? An ancient game of 
Twister? Sadly, no. Not everything 
in Cambridge has a secret level 
of meaning and symbolism. � e 
600 � owers are simply a public 
artwork by Michael Fairfax. When 

set into the pavements in 2001 they 
annoyed a lot of people by tripping 
them up. Over a decade later the 
brass has worn down somewhat 
and they no longer present such 
a public health hazard. � ey’re 
designed to look pretty and to 
recall the marguerite, the insignia 
of Lady Margaret Beaufort, founder 
of St. John’s and Christ’s. Why, then, 
do the � owers continue up the hill 
towards Magdalene, rather than 
down the hill towards Christ’s, the 
other college that Lady Margaret 
founded. Because the marguerite, 
more commonly known as the 
daisy, was the symbol of St Mary 
Magdalene; and presumably a� er 
throwing money at the artist, the 
council couldn’t a� ord to extend 
the � owers any further. 

� ose of you who have pondered 

why we insist on pronouncing 
‘Magdalene’ as ‘maudlin’ may 
be interested to know that it’s a 
reference to � omas Lord Audley, 
who refounded Buckingham 
College as Magdalene in 1542. 
Audley/Magdalene. No-one said it 
was witty. 

Nearby Portugal Place, a street 
as pretty as it is pretentious (one 
house bears a plaque-in Ancient 
Greek and Latin- giving the reader 
permission to chain their bike to 
the railings) owes its name to a very 
Cambridge tradition...� e name 
comes from the port that used to 
be delivered by boat to the nearby 
quayside.

In a complete change of the 
subject, last Sunday marked the 
67th anniversary of the founding 
of Bull College. If you haven’t heard 

of it, that’s because it was never an 
o�  cial part of the University, and 
existed for less than a year. It was 
set up as part of the US Army’s 
programme to rehabilitate soldiers 
to civilian life. Some one hundred 
and � � y servicemen were enrolled 
on university courses and attended 
lectures until the programme was 
disbanded in 1946. Bull College had 
its own coat of arms, consisting of 
the Union Flag, the Stars and Stripes, 
the Cambridge Arms, an American 
Eagle, and, of course, a bull. � e 
GIs made quite an impact in their 
short time here: they caused waves 
by entering the � rst female cox in 
the Lent Bumps and they played a 
confusing � xture against Pembroke 
with Rugby Union rules for the � rst 
half and American football rules 
for the second half. Unsurprisingly, 

Pembroke won the frist half and 
the Bulls the second. Bull College 
tried to obtain a real bull as their 
mascot, but had to make do with 
an arti� cial cow which they dressed 
up with a pair of horns and a cloak 
emblazoned with their crest.

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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As I write this I’m having a panic: 
I’ve got nothing to wear for 
Matriculation Dinner. Well, that’s 
a lie. I do, actually, but the dress 
I was planning to wear has been 
discarded as I’ve just realised 
that it’s the dress I wore to 
my original Matriculation 
Dinner four years ago. I 
think it says quite a lot 
about my sense of eternal 
style (and my eternal sense 
of poverty) that I have the 
same dress hanging around 
in my wardrobe. I recollect 
as well that I am in 
largely the same 
situation as my 
last Matric 
Dinner – I’ve 

got a nasty case of Freshers’ � u 
hanging around, I’ve been out 
four nights on the trot, (with 
the nagging sensation that I 
embarrassed myself more on 

the previous Friday night 
than I’ll ever be able to 

apologise for) and I’m 
running late. Again.

Oh yeah, being a 
postgraduate means 
I’ve got everything 
sorted and under 

control. If you were 
to look at the 

i n t r i c a t e 
timetable 
I’ve  cra� ed 
onto some 
m a g i c 

whiteboard paper (look it up – it 
will BLOW your MIND) then this 
could easily be the impression you 
come away with. However, I feel 
ever more like a panicked fresher 
undergraduate:  a large amount 
of reading, a seemingly endless 
amount of extra-curricular 
activities, and always the fear 
that by electing to stay in and 
sleep instead of joining in with 
the latest MCR event, I’ll be le�  
behind by my peers.

It’s a bit of a balancing act, 
� tting back into the college 
where people sort of know who 
I am but I’m trying to get to 
know the new postgrads. � ey’re 
all talking about novicing; I’ve 
somehow got myself signed up 

to W1. � ey’re chatting about 
the newest exciting thing they’ve 
discovered in town, and I feel a 
little bit world-weary as I recall 
the halcyon day long ago when I 
too found that same statue/space/
view. Oh, Cambridge. How do 
you do it? You keep entrancing 
buckets of new people to fall in 
love with you. Despite the fact 
that you’ve replaced the pasty 
shop with a Jack Wills, for which 
I lay the blame squarely at the feet 
of one D. Cameron, somehow the 
charm of my town (I’ve been here 
ages – of course it’s my town!) 
is bringing me together with 
loads of new fun people who all 
appear to like the same things 
I do – revels, of the chocolate 

AND party kind, champers, and 
studying what you’re passionate 
about to a high level.

I’ve found a dress now, in 
between typing this column, 
having a bit of a nosy round 
some Facebook pro� les and 
reading an article about the 
impact that cultural background 
has on education. � e MCR are 
meeting up for gin and tonic 
pre-drinks. I’ve sorted out the 
embarrassment hangover from 
Friday night and I feel like I’m 
ready to face the evening ahead. 
Unlike the fresher I just heard 
scurrying past my window, 
fretting about her almost-overdue 
essay, I think I’ve got stu�  just 
about sorted.

Sophie Clarke is hit by déjà vu... 


