
  

SHADOWING SCHEME 2015 
Diary COMPETITION 

Alyssa’s entry 

Before being lucky enough to visit Cambridge on the shadowing scheme, the words ‘plodge’ and ‘Do 

it for the Wheel’ meant nothing to me. The word formal was just a dress code and a ‘fellow’ was a 

word used by the elderly to talk about any male whose name they didn’t know.  

I found out about the scheme via an email sent by the head of sixth form-skim reading it as I 

browsed the web, but instantly dismissed any chance of me actually getting a place, I mean...it was 

Cambridge. Despite this, it preoccupied my thoughts, and within a few days, I had applied simply 

with the thought ‘what have I got to lose?’ In all honesty the whole thing slipped my mind until a few 

months later when I received an email from the same address. The typical opening line “Thank you 

for applying...unprecedented number of applications”...prompted me to think ‘cue the 

“unfortunately”. Instead I was amazed to be offered a place on the scheme and went on to discover I 

was to stay at St Catharine’s college (or Catz as I was to discover) from the 22nd-24th January. 

Obviously, the first thing I did was ‘Google’ it. Besides the beautiful pictures of grand buildings, one 

thing in particular stood out to me. Yep, I would be staying at the college attended by Sir Ian 

McKellen AKA Gandalf from Lord of the Rings. 

The date came around sooner than expected and I started the 3 hour car journey from Bristol in high 

spirits and excited for the next few days to come, where I would be amongst masses of beautiful 

architecture, amplitude of history and have the opportunity to make my own judgements on the 

legion of infamous rumours and stereotypes surrounding the prestigious 

university. When I arrived I dodged my way around the bustling, bicycle 

ridden streets of Cambridge to Emmanuel College where we were to meet 

our mentors and other shadows. On approach to the hall, the nerves really 

kicked in-everyone was going to be super-intelligent, I was indefinitely out of 

my depth, I was not going to fit in at all. With reassuring looks from my 

parents I numbly walked into the hall where I saw my own feelings 

practically mirrored by the other shadows already in the hall. I checked in 

and nervously waited for everything to start as anxious chatter was 

exchanged between us.  

After the introductory talk, my mentor Molly-a management third year student 

at Catz arrived and walked me (and my over-sized suitcase) to the college. I 

instantly knew I had got lucky. Molly was so welcoming, friendly and easy to 

talk to-and was more than happy to answer any questions I had about any 

aspect of life at Cambridge. My accommodation for the next two nights was 

Molly’s own room-near the newly built library. After dropping off our things, 



  

Molly and her friend Iona, along with her shadow went on a quick tour around the city, where I first 

got to see how beautiful Cambridge really was. The night made Cambridge appear somehow 

grander, and the sights distracted from the freezing January temperatures. We then went to Jesus 

for the ‘formal’ with all of the other shadows, where the hall was like something from a castle, and 

the raspberry frangipane was like heaven, before finally traipsing back to our college in the dark and 

collapsing into sleep. 

The next morning started with breakfast at the college hall, 

where there was something to suit everyone, to fuel ourselves 

for the day ahead. The only full day at Cambridge consisted of 

a two hour lecture where, despite only understanding about 

20% of what was being said, I loved just getting a taste of a 

university lecture, followed by my laughable efforts at 

women’s rugby practice, an intense pharmacology talk, a 

fascinating careers talk form a journalist at the Financial Times 

and my even more laughable attempts at art club. As the 

students around me all got excited for the Cambridge vs 

Manchester United football match, the effect of such a busy 

day began to take its toll on me and I decided to call it a day, and again collapsed in bed.  

The third day came round all too quickly, and before I knew it, I was lugging my suitcase back to 

Emmanuel where we got to listen to a talk from an admissions officer before being collected by my 

parents and starting the long drive back to Bristol, during which I talked non-stop about how much I 

enjoyed the weekend. 

In reflection, yes-they were super intelligent true to the rumours. But what the rumours don’t tell 

you is that the force behind the incredible reputation and beautiful buildings is in fact a tight 

community of some of the friendliest and most welcoming people you could ever meet. The scheme 

was an invaluable experience and fantastic opportunity that has 

reignited my ambition to work to the best of my ability for an 

opportunity at such a renowned university. I would definitely 

encourage anyone with the slightest interest to visit Cambridge, and 

see it in all its glory. The short few days spent there, were so jam-

packed that in reality it felt more like a few weeks, but made up such 

an experience that cannot be summed up on paper. It was a great 

opportunity that I would like to thank the organisers, everyone at the 

university and mostly my mentor Molly for.  


