
The Graduate 

Make a cup of tea, or mix yourself 
a drink. Sit down. Brace yourself. 
I’m about to destroy the most basic 
thing you thought you knew about 
Cambridge. Place names can be 
fascinating. From Fingringhoe 
in Essex, to Elephant & Castle in 
London, many places have names 
that hint at a story behind them. 
Cambridge isn’t one of those place 
names. It’s pretty bleeding obvious: 
Cambridge, named for the bridge 
over the River Cam. Except that’s 
completely wrong. � e town isn’t 
named a� er the river. � e river is 
named a� er the town. 

� e foundations of your world 
have just been rocked, right? It’s 
okay. I’ll explain. Stop crying. 
Everything is going to be � ne. 
You’ve heard of the Granta, whether 
that makes you think of the pub, the 

magazine and publishing house, or 
the river. 

It makes sense that the part of 
the river � owing into Grantchester 
is called the Granta, butoriginally 
‘Granta’ referred to the whole 
river, and so the Saxons knew the 
town as  Grantabrycge. Over time 
this became Cantabrigia, which 
is where cantabrigiensis, and the 
su�  x Cantab come from. 

By 1607, the name Cambridge was 
in use, with dispute over whether 
the river should be called the Cam 
or the Granta. Eventually people 
agreed that it was silly for the river 
to not be called the Cam, given that 
the town was called Cambridge, 
and  things settled down into the 
modern usage. 

Right, enough wittering on about 
etymology. It’s part of this column’s 

remit that I should actually give you 
something to visit, should you be 
so inclined. Well, I have an obscure 
piece of artwork for you! Last 
week’s column began with a needy 
cry for information. Could anyone 
reveal to me the secret behind 
the mysterious metal footprints 
on the Downing Site? � e very 
day that the paper came out, one 
Angus Knights got in touch to 
quell my intrigue. � e feet belong 
to a sculpture by Antony Gormley, 
called Earthbound Plant. Like many 
of Gormley’s human sculptures, 
this was cast from a cast of his own 
body. Confusingly, whilst some 
sources describe Earthbound Plant 
as being eight feet tall, others say it 
is a life-sized sculpture of Gormley. 
Enquiries as to whether or not Mr 
Gormley is a giant has so far proved 

inconclusive. A� er going to all that 
trouble to make a sculpture of his 
own body, Gormley decided to bury 
it underground so that only the 
soles of its feet are visible. Attempts 
to contact Mr Gormley’s therapist 
to ask if he has deep-rooted issues 
about his physical appearance were 
rejected on the basis of doctor-
patient con� dentiality. Gormley’s 
other projects included his One & 
Other installation on Trafalgar’s 
Fourth Plinth, where a di� erent 
person occupied the plinth every 
hour, twenty-four hours a day, for a 
hundred days, and the impossible-
to-ignore Angel Of � e North. He 
is no stranger to publicity, so his 
decision to create a sculpture that is 
almost entirely hidden from view, 
and has no information, not even a 
name posted anywhere near it, is an 

interesting one. 
Finally, this Sunday marks the 

day that horsedrawn trams began 
operating in Cambridge in 1880. 
Unfortunately, by the � rst week 
of November, most of the horses 
had fallen ill with bad colds. Poor 
horsies. � e horsedrawn trams ran 
until 1914, when propsals for an 
electri� ed tramway were rejected 
by an outraged University, who felt 
the overhead lines would spoil the 
t o w n . You can get a drink 
i n the old stables, 

which are now 
the Tram 
Depot pub, 
on Dover 
Street. 
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I’ve broken my graduation 
present. � e kindle I got for my 
BA graduation in 2011 has died 
a death; the screen is showing a 
panoply of lines and blank 
white space and it won’t 
turn on. I think I might 
have sat on it while it was 
in my rucksack but I’m not 
sure; all I know is it really 
messed with my plans to do 
work while I was away over 
the weekend.  

Luckily I’m a secret 
Luddite and never 
travel anywhere 
without a few 
printed paper 
books so I was 

sorted. Still, I feel like I’ve severed 
a link to my previous Cambridge 
life, even if it was a symbol of the 

highly unsatisfactory end of 
it.

Maybe it’s a sign of my 
complete assimilation 
to the grad lifestyle. I 

had to undergo a re-
initiation into my 
sports club which 
was perhaps a sign 

that I might 
cling on 

to some 

undergraduate tendencies a 
little bit longer, as I succeeded in 
completely stacking it on Jesus 
Green, getting locked in a phone 
box and waking up the next day 
to row an outing completely 
o�  my face. Still, the loss of my 
graduation gi�  and subsequent 
phone call to the insurance to 
get a replacement made me 
feel unerringly grown-up, as 
did going to the bank to get my 
overdra�  extended – time was I 
would have just lived o�  rice and 
peas for two weeks.

I even know people now. I 
eat dinner in hall with friends. 
� e Grad is back, people. I am 
back in the college zone. Maybe 

that makes this column sort of 
redundant? I don’t think so. My 
jarring sense of dislocation recurs 
at the oddest of times - the other 
day I walked across Clare Bridge 
and burst into tears just because 
I was back and so happy and sad 
to be here. 

I played on a sports team with 
someone born in 1994. 1994! I 
was beginning my unending run 
of education in that year! I have 
rarely felt such an aged twenty-
two year old (apart from when I 
made myself ill by going out � ve 
nights in a row last week). � ere’s 
nothing to remind you more of 
how much of a non-fresher you 
are than when you’re making 

your kindle read to you as you 
su� er from Freshers’ � u and are 
too dizzy to hold it.

� ankfully it turns out my 
kindle replacement will be posted 
back to me, solving my problems 
of illness-weakened reading 
and book-burdened travel for 
the foreseeable future. It seems 
slightly � tting that I should have 
managed to ruin it and get it 
replaced even before the halfway 
mark of this new term. My 
graduation present has turned 
into my matriculation update. 
Got to love the poeticism in that.

Sophie Clarke thinks that she might, at last, be fi nding her feet as a graduate in Cambridge...


