
The Graduate

Last week we looked at the dinosaurs 
at Jesus. � is week we’re taking a 
trip to the Sedgwick Museum of 
Earth Sciences on Downing Street 
which has some actual dinosaurs. 
However, you don’t even need to 

go inside to be charmed by this 
museum: the sweeping steps up to 
the entrance are � anked by a pair of 
bears and a pair of bu� alo. Whilst 
the bears have wicked claws and 
the bu� alo their horns, the e� ect 
is less of � erce sentries guarding 
the treasures within and more of 
endearing mascots welcoming you 
inside.
But it’s inside where things get 

bloody terrifying. If you have 
arachnophobia; look away now and 
rejoin us in the next paragraph. 
As well as some lovely dinosaur 
skeletons and a selection of 

interesting rocks, the Museum of 
Earth Sciences is also home to a 
model of the world’s largest spider. 
It’s called Megarachne Servinei and 
despite sounding like a teenage 
superhero, it is in fact a lifesized 
model based on a 300 million year 
old fossil found in Argentina. If 
you look closely you can see the 
individual human hairs that were 
glued, one by one, onto its legs – 
yes, they basically put a wig on a 
spider. I’ll forgive you if you don’t 
want to put your face that close to 
the glass though. Normally � ne 
with spiders, even I discovered 
a latent streak of arachnophobia 
that came screaming to the surface 
when confronted with Megarachne. 
� ere isn’t a toilet big enough in the 
world to � ush this spider. With a 
leg span of 50 centimetres, a body 

the size of a dinner plate and ‘fangs 
that dripped paralysing venom so 
it could disable its prey and devour 
them whilst they were still alive’, it’s 
the stu�  of nightmares. 
� e Zoology Museum across the 

road on the New Museums site 
seems determined to go one better. 
Rather than just representations 
of animals, they’ve stuck one of 
their specimens to the side of the 
building!
Now, Scientists who frequent the 

New Museums site may be rolling 
their eyes at this point. You know 
exactly what I’m going to say and 
you can’t believe how something 
seventy feet long could qualify as 
‘hidden’. However, the vast majority 
of Arts Students won’t know 
what I’m talking about because 
we only tend to venture down to 

New Museums on the way to the 
Executioner -  I mean, exams.  
I’m referring to the bloody massive 

whale skeleton that hangs outside 
the Zoology Museum. In fact, the 
Zoology Museum was designed so 
that the skeleton would work as an 
advertisement for the collections 
inside. It’s a Finback Whale, or 
Balaenoptera Physalus, and it’s 
spotlit at night, making it a very 
eerie sight on a � ursday morning 
at 2 AM when the paper has gone 
to print.
Finback Whales are second in size 

only to Blue Whales and as the 
Museum’s specimen is a particularly 
large example, estimated to have 
weighed around eighty tonnes 
when it still had all of his � esh, it is 
pretty bloody impressive.
� e whale’s carcass washed up 

onshore at Pevensey in November 
1865 and the skeleton was bought for 
the museum by public subscription 
in 1866.  If you haven’t seen him, 
go to New Museums. Marvel. It’s 
amazing. � e museum itself, which 
showcases, amongst other things, 
specimens from Charles Darwin’s 
voyage on � e Beagle, is rather 
exciting too.

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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Hidden Cambridge
Zoah Hedges-Stocks meets the world’s largest spider, nearly runs away screaming

Everyone – I must call your 
attention to a terrible injustice. 
I have been wronged, dear 
reader, by the abomination of... a 
picture.
It is not right. Why, one might 
ask, do I resemble someone 
with a helmet of hair, much 
like Donald Trump or 
Margaret � atcher? Why 
is my chin so unreasonably 
large? Why, I want to know, 
do I look so much worse 
in reality than in my hazy 
view in the mirror of a 
morning?

Really this 
is because I 
usually don’t 
have my 

glasses on when I look in the 
mirror so everything appears as 
a pleasing blur in which spots 
are miraculously banished by 
the simple virtue of being wildly 

short-sighted. I can’t 
a� ord contact lenses for 

everyday use. � ey 
fall out in the pool at 
water polo and for 

some reason the 
dailies are run like 
hooch, in a racket at 

extortionate prices, 
but without the 

redemption 
of a 
Lawless-
e s q u e 
T o m 

Hardy � gure and his swoon-
worthy cardigan. So when my 
glasses aren’t on I feel like I’m 
pretty much Miranda Kerr, minus 
Orlando Bloom and an adorable 
baby son.

Turns out I’m actually not. 
Turns out that I no longer have 
the same body I had when I 
was 18, or even 20. I play much 
more sport now; I pack muscle 
on through weights training. I 
am solid compared to my � ighty 
18 year old self, and I quite like 
it because when someone gets 
tackled by me on the pitch or 
in the pool, they know about it. 
Which is good. And cycling out 
to Homerton for my lectures is no 
trouble at all.

� e side e� ect is that I feel like 
a massive heifer when I stand 
next to the current second and 
third years, who all appear to be 
made from shapely twiglets, all 
lithe limbs topped with coi� ured 
hair. You wouldn’t know it from 
the picture, in which it appears 
to have been GLUED TO MY 
HEAD, but my hair is normally 
rather large, in the style of Caitlin 
Moran or Solange Knowles. 

Usually I wear it even bigger, 
in the hope that like wearing a 
rather large hat, what appears 
between the hair and the � oor 
might look slimmer. � is logic is 
usually infallible and can be the 
only reason why I look so much . 
. . larger in my headshot.

I’m even blaming the headshot 
for my complete lack of success at 
the Freshers’ swap this past Sunday. 
Not only did Fresherss eyes glaze 
over when they realised how old I 
was, but I spent two hours (TWO 
HOURS THAT I COULD HAVE 
BEEN WATCHING ‘STRICTLY’) 
� irting with someone only for 
him to call up the headshot and 
my column on his phone and 
then promptly turn around and 
latch himself to someone else 
with his mouth, like a leech, or a 
lamprey eel. So please, Editors. It’s 
di�  cult enough dealing with the 
competition and the age thing. 
Just give me a chance to prove 
that my hair is not actually cast 
from Plaster of Paris.

Sophie Clarke is certain she has been misrepresented... 


