Drain Hacking Cambridgeshire
UrbanXphotography
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came to the realisation | was only looking above ground, and that there must be a whole
other world beneath our cobbled streets.
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| remember fantasing as a child
about having my own secret network
GdzyySta oSySIaK |
that | could walk to my friendfiouses
without being seen, and that we coul
go to the next town in our secret
tunnels.

It took me until adulthood to realise
that this network oftunnels already
exists, and that the only qualification
you need to be an exclusive user of
them is to own a torch, and know ho
to pop a manhole cover.
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to go anddiscover theworld beneath
my city.



Even with some ambient light pouring in, my camera struggled to focus. Our technological
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A Self Portrait, and my favourite shot of the eveni®@.Second Exposure




We came across this chamber where three large drains met. This exposure was done with
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torchlight. In reality only a small spot of light washlisiat any time. Hundreds of years of

mineral growth, and erosion on the red brick walls had created a beautiful mural of colour.
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In life, you have a choice. You can stay in bed and take no risks, or you can go out and h:
a life which involves the takg of risks, telling of yarns, breaking various laws which restrict
your freedom, finding out things of an unusual or interesting nature. Now, some people
take drugs, some people watch TV, some people drive cars faster than the recommende
speed limit, sme people get heavily into tupperware, some people even play golf.

Since | find these things not very interesting, well, maybe the driving, | have taken ftc
exploring drains. | like the dark, the wet, humid, earthy smell. | like the varying architecture
| like the solitude. I like the acoustics, the wildlife, the things | find, the places | come upor
the feeling knowing so few have seen what | am seeing.



The tunnels are beautiful, and teeming with wildlife. Spiders, bats, and even some pretty
hefty carpwhich swim blindly into your legs.

Making our way back was harder than we thought. You have to walk against the current
which batters your thighs. The floor was mirror smooth from 100 years of water erosion,
which was coated in just enough algae to giwae quality of an ice rink.




This proved a paranoia nightmare for me holding my expensive DSLR & tripod as high as |
O2dzZf R AYy 2yS KIFIYR 60gKAOK RARYQU KStLI ve
slipped the whole lot wuld be going undr.

With the city sleeping, blissfully unaware of the night time explorers walking the streets
beneath them, we emerged. Drenched, exhausted, and with a rancid odour we strippe
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