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Hannah’s entry 

Wednesday Evening 

After a long and tiring coach journey, totalling a grand 7 hours and 20 minutes, I finally arrived in 

Cambridge! It has to be said that the part of Cambridge I arrived in isn’t the most grandest, it gives 

you the impression that Cambridge is a dark, dangerous and gloomy place, but that might have been 

the result of the pitch black skies and the empty park that was filled with ‘spooky’ shadows. I noticed 

as I walked to my hostel that at night there is 3 types of people, the loved up couples going on a 

romantic walk, staring into each other’s eye, holding hands, I mean come on guys, not like rubbing it 

in to us singletons. Then there is the students who resemble zombies, dragging themselves up the 

streets back to their college, 11pm is not a suitable time to finish working may I just say. Then you 

have the people on bikes; when it is your first visit to Cambridge these mobile people can be a bit of 

a shock, I made a great start to my Cambridge experience when I nearly caused a young fellow to fall 

of his bike after I mistakenly began crossing the road as I could see no cars, not noticing this bike 

which appeared out of nowhere nearly crashing into me, but please give me a break, in my town 

bikes are rare, apart from the occasional youth on his BMX. The journey to the hostel was confusing, 

navigating a strange place, in the dark, whilst towing along your suitcase isn’t the easiest of things 

but I finally arrived at YHA Cambridge. The best feeling in the world has to be jumping onto a bed 

after a long journey, unfortunately I didn’t get that pleasure, oh no, when I entered the room I 

couldn’t find the light switch…and there was no one in the dorm to help me, so I had to stumble 

across the room looking for a window… SUCCESS, I found a window and opened the curtains which 

revealed a shower room and toilet, so I turned on the lights, climbed my bunk bed and awaited for 

my bunkmates. When they arrived, I introduced myself and left to find a takeaway, traveling is 

hungry work okay so don’t judge my poor eating choices. 1 hour later I was wrapped up in bed and 

fell asleep into a lovely slumber… 

 

Thursday 

…until I was woken up by my next door neighbour jumping down from her bed and deciding to have 

a shower at 6am. I decided to do the same and got ready for a busy day ahead. I checked out of my 

hostel and decided to investigate the town. I had prepared myself for a hectic, pushy crowd of 

people in the city, but I was delightfully surprised by how quite it was. My first aim for the day was 

to find a place that did a greasy full cooked breakfast, now Cambridge, you let yourself down on this, 

what is with all these vegan and deli places?! It took me 15 minutes to find a place that did a good ol’ 

traditional breakfast. Perfection. With a stomach full and my mind in gear, it was time to have an 

adventure before 12pm start at ‘Emma’. It’d hard to describe Cambridge, it is breath taking and you 

can’t compare it to anything else. Cambridge glistens, there is no derelict buildings, no graffiti and no 

litter, and it is a completely different world compared to my home town Blackburn. Time goes by 

quickly when you are wandering around and taking pictures in Cambridge and soon enough I had 

signed in and was awaiting the introduction to the scheme. As you sit there and watch other people 



arrive it makes you realise that Cambridge appeals to a wide variety of people, not just your private 

educated white males, Cambridge is a multi-cultural community. When 2.30pm came we had your 

generic welcoming and ground rules and we were briefed on what our time here would entail. Then 

we waited, like school kids in the WW2 evacuation, for our mentors, I was lucky to be the 2nd person 

called by my mentor Alex. So there we were, me and 2 other shadows toddling down Cambridge 

with our mentors beside us, making our way to Robinson College. 

 

The first thing you think about Robinson is “Wow there is a lot of red brick going on…”but the college 

is as beautiful and quirky as the traditional colleges like Kings and St John’s. Again we were 

welcomed by the students of Robinson and took to our rooms. I room swapped with my mentor, 

staying in a student room gives you more of a feel for the uni experience and in a way makes you 

feel more at home. After we settled in a bit we had a chat with our mentors, toured the college and 

planned our short stay with them. Then it was time for the ‘informal formal’, I didn’t really know 

what to expect because what we was described to us is nothing a girl from Blackburn can picture in 

her head. The world of St John’s college is unreal, we entered the hall to eat a 3 course meal, I felt 

like a first year at Hogwarts who was about to be sorted into their house, I think at one point I was 

mumbling “Please be Gryffindor, please be Gryffindor”. So there we all sat at these long tables, 

eating by candle light, with the fellows (the professors and people like that of the college) at the very 

front of the hall. The most strangest part of the meal, apart from the overly posh food, was standing 

to hear Latin being read, even though the language is beautiful it’s hard to appreciate it when you 

have no idea what you are hearing, shame we couldn’t google translate it… 

 

After a hearty meal, a few laughs and a surreal experience, myself and 4 other shadows were met by 

Alex (my mentor) and 2 of her friends who were mentors of 2 of the shadows and made our way to 

the evening activity. We planned to go see a show named Trade, its description was…interesting to 

say. The theatre was small and cosy, as we waited for the play to start there was a loop of Caribbean 

music that was slightly hypnotic and made you craze a cocktail on a sandy beach.  

 

The performance itself was extremely well acted and discussed the topic of sex tourism, it was hard 

hitting, powerful and something I would recommend anyone to see (if they lived in Cambridge). 

After a long day it was time to return to our rooms and await tomorrow’s arrival.  

 

Friday 

I didn’t have the best start to Friday morning as I overslept and had 10 minutes to get ready, I threw 

some clothes on, brushed my hair and teeth and dashed out the room as breakfast was calling. 6 of 

us (3 mentors and 3 shadows) made our way down to the canteen for a cooked breakfast to start the 

day with, with stomachs full and geared for the day ahead. At 10am I attended a law lecture on Tort, 

the law faculty is very…classy and ‘glassy’ yet a statement of how grand Cambridge can be. The 

lecture theatre was packed full of eager looking students with their Macs at the ready to take notes 

of what was being said. Trying to listen to a lecture over the clicking of keyboards and the distraction 

of people on Facebook or watching Tennis is rather challenging to someone who hasn’t got the 

longest attention span in the world but from what I could understand from the lecture it was 

interesting and a great experience and a taste of the life of a law student. After the lecture we went 

to a drop in session so we could speak to other students, this didn’t go to plan as there was no law 

students to speak to however it was nice to chat with other students and mentors. We then 

returned to the college and played a game of cards before we had lunch. The portion sizes at 

Robinson is astonishing but extremely tasty and reasonably priced as well. After refuelling we went 

to a HSPS lecture, specifically on US foreign policy, it was really interesting and informative, the 



lecture theatre was completely different to the law one and there was only a small handful of 

people, it was cosy and reminded me of college.  

 

To rest our brains and to experience some of the tourist attractions we went for a walk around the 

colleges of Cambridge, it’s great to see the variety and styles of Cambridge’s colleges and it helped 

me to decide on the type of college I’d prefer. After that we returned to Robinson and we decided to 

have some time to ourselves before tea, so we could process everything and put our feet up for a 

bit. 

 

Tea made me feel at home, nothing better than sausage chips and gravy! Felt like ‘chippy’ tea Friday. 

The final refuel of the day was important, our brains had to be fed so we could prepare for the 

evening’s entertainment- a quiz. We all marched down to the venue were we would battle with our 

minds...when we arrived we were a tad late so all the tables were gone and we had to sit in a circle 

minus the table, not the best start. Round after round we put our knowledge to the test, tackled the 

problems and guessed what we didn’t know, and with all that effort we came…yeah not even 4th but 

hey it was still a great night! After the quiz my brain was exhausted and my body was starting to not 

function so we called it a day and retired to our rooms.  

 

Saturday 

My few days at Cambridge went so quick, I wish I could have stayed there a lot longer, who wouldn’t 

want to spend extra time in Cambridge when you have the alternative of going college. As I 

reluctantly packed my bags I recalled the memories of my few days here, this opportunity has made 

me determined to go university here in Cambridge. As we sat down around a table in Robinson, 

eating our breakfast, it made me realise that some of the people here I might see in the future as 

undergraduates at the University of Cambridge. It was hard saying goodbye to my mentor and her 

friends, they had made me feel really comfortable and confident that I have as much of a chance at 

getting into Cambridge as a privately educated student. We said our goodbyes, had a quick hug and 

in the blink of an eye we were walking out of the gates of Robinsons college. The walk to ‘Emma’ 

seemed to take forever as I wished I could stay and start my law degree now.  

 

As I sat in the lecture hall for the last time and listen to the wise words of the people of CUSU and 

the admissions tutor I began to plan for the future and how I would put all my effort into returning 

to Cambridge in 2016. I said goodbye to my new friends I had made on the programme, picked up 

my bags and left Cambridge, for what I can only hope will be for a short amount of time before I 

return to begin a life there.  


