
Croesor Rhosydd 
 
Introduction 

 
On Friday the 25th of May 2008. Members of the 
Wealden caving and mine society Ray Sullivan, 
Jason Street, Andy Belcher, Debbie Lambert and 
Angus did the Croesor Rhosydd Through trip. 
Croesor and Rhosydd are two large slate mines 
(quarries) located in the Moelwyn Mawr mounting 
in north Wales.   
 
Rhosydd is the larger quarry with around 170 

chambers over 14 floors. Much of these chambers have been lost due to collapse and 
flooding.  
Over half of Croesor is now flooded. The water level being just below its only adit 
wile over a third of Rhosydd is under water, the water level reaching up to its only 
remaining adit (number 9).  
The mines are connected by a small passage. This passage was dug to allow an 
accurate survey of both mines as each where accusing the other of quarrying in to 
each others territory. The resulting survey found that both mines had trespassed in to 
each others territory. 
Both quarry’s ended slate production in the 1930s after approximately 100 years. At 
there peek 500 miners where employed at both sites and produced over 11000 tones 
of finished slate per year. 
After Rhosydds closure it lay abandoned while Croesor was used until the 1970s to 
store explosives. 

Both quarries boast some huge chambers that 
follow the almost 45 degree slate bed. The 
general layout of the quarry was to drive a small 
horizontal passage then dig huge chambers down 
following the slate. A tramway would be 
suspended from the roof at the top. Most likely 
more tram ways where installed in lower sections 
of the quarry but these would now be under 
water. 
These tramways are in an advanced state of decay 

and mostly gone. Sections of track can be found in the tunnels between galleries. Wile 
the suspended tram way is almost gone. The most intact “bridge”  I sore was missing 
half its structure. Of the other “bridges”  we came across most where completely gone 
or only had the iron rods holding a cross section of wood. More often then not this 
large chunk of wood, wood be floating in the sump below. 
 



So with the 5 members of our party assembled we rechecked our kit. 
Between us we had 5 sets of SRT gear, buoyancy vests and lunch, crabs for rigging, 
150m of rope and an inflatable boat with pump. 
With equipment packed we headed of and up to the mine. The up walk from the car 
park was approximately 3.5km. Although the slope was not great it just went on and 
on. By the time we got to the top we had expended a great deal of energy and where 
thankful that part of the trip was over. 
 

We then spent a good 20 minutes looking around 
the abandoned structures outside. These included 
the remains of a large mill and the structure that 
held the main winding drum. The other structures 
I could not identify. 
 
After a quick gear recheck we headed in to the 
adit through a small gap in the grill. The main 
entrance to the adit had been bricked up, leaving 
only a small barred hole. Entrance to the system is 

by this small hole that someone as removed a couple of bars. 
 
Once inside and out of the bright sunlight it became 
quickly apparent that my head torch (a Nova3) was 
not very good here. Although my eyes still needed 
more time to adjust it seemed I was not producing 
much light. By battery was new so fully charged but 
I had the weakest light. Every one else in the group 
had the same problem to some degree. The dark 
rock in here wood just absorb light. 
 
We quickly reached the first chamber. A marshalling area, the track had long been 
removed but we could see where it had been from the groves in the floor.  
There were several exits from this room (for cave divers) but only one fore everyone 

else. One “exit”  was blocked by a collapse. One 
was sumped, with the remains of the bridge 
hanging from the roof. A large hole in the floor, 
the top of an incline lead down to a lower 
section of the quarry but this two was flooded up 
to the level we where on. The water in this 
quarry is fantastically clear and when 
undisturbed totally flat. Some times it is easy to 
wander in to a sump with out seeing it.  

Behind all this is the area where the 
winding gear would have been. To ender 
the rest of the quarry we needed to climb 
up here. This was a bit tricky as some of 
the sections are very exposed and carrying 
large heavy bags on our backs did not help. 
Once over this we climbed up the incline 
next to a large water pipe. Onwards and 



upwards we climbed. Eventually reaching the top. To our left we reached the entrance 
to a huge chamber.  
 
 
This chamber was huge. Why to big to see with the lights 
we had. To access this chamber we had to SRT down. I 
do know the distances here but I would estimate the 
height of this chamber to be 30 to 40m. With about 20 to 
30m below us and 10m to the roof. So we clambered I to 
our SRT gear wile andy had a look at the rigging. I am 
still a newbie to SRT, having only done SRT in arch once 
and a couple of practice sessions in the hall. At this point 
I start to get a bit worried. Andy quickly evaluates the 
rigging and is very impressed. Angus goes down first and 
I follow. Nothing to worry about. Once down I set up the 
camera on its tripod to take some photos of the rest of the 
group. The chamber is just to big. To get good results I 
would need to do long exposures. This also did not work 
as my subjects could not dangle of the rope with out moving. 
With every one down we headed across the chamber over a lot of fallen roof stone. 
 
At the far end of the chamber we reached the ledge leading down to the next. Again it 
is hard to judge distance but the drop here was about 20m. Again the rigging here was 
to a very high standard. Who ever put it in know what they where doing. They had 
made extensive use of hose and vacuum cleaner pipe at all the rub points on the rope. 
I went down third this time and had a surprise at the bottom. The rope was not long 
enough. Although I got to the bottom I was standing on tiptoe and could not get any 
slack to get of the rope. This was very quickly sorted out by walking up the slop a 
couple of steps. Easy when you stop, look around and think. 
 
Once we had all made it down the next obstacle became 
apparent. A large lake with a steal zip wire. Ray was the 
first to cross followed by Debbie. I went third. As I went 
across I rotated backwards. I didn’ t want to hit the far 
wall with my spine I grabbed the rope to swing myself 
around. This also had the result of stopping me dead. So 
before I hulled my self the rest of the way I took the 
opportunity to take a couple of photos. Once across Andy and Angas followed.  
 

A short distance later we came to another lake. 
The remains of a rope bridge can be seen in the 
crystal clear water. Destroyed when a small 
section roof collapsed on to it. The only way 
across is to boat it or swim. So we deployed our 
£10 worth of 
toys r us 

inflatable 
child’s 

dingy. First 
across was Angas. Followed by myself and then 



Ray. As Andy and Debbie are smaller they decided to cross together. There now 
grossly over loaded but wobbled its way across the lake much to our amusement. 
When they made it across we discovered an inch long rip in the tube, probably made 
by a tackle sack or Andy’s torch battery.  
We decided that the hole was patchable (well more patchable then the other boat in 
this chamber) as we had a little peace of duck tape. We packed the boat and pump 
away with the intention of repairing the hole later and proceeded onwards. 

 
Next we came to a number of large 
chambers, some with track. Also a set of 
points with control handle. We didn’ t test weather this would work. From the look of 
it, it was too rusted. I tried to take some photos in these chambers but even with a 15 
second exposure (the maximum exposure for my camera) and 5 peoples lights it 
where not enough to light these chambers. 
 

Beyond these chambers is the first of three 
bridges to cross. The first bridge is a section 
of suspended tram way. The bridge is held in 
place by a series of iron rods bolted in to the 
roof. These rods hold a large sleeper sized 
peace of wood that in turn hold the longer 
peaces of wood that have the track attached 
to them. This bridge was missing just under 
half its original mass and did not look very 
nice to cross. But crossing was much easier 
then it looked as 2 or 3 ropes are rigged 

across. Cows tailing in to, two of the ropes it was easy to walk carefully across the 
intact side of the bridge. 
 
A very short section of connecting passage 
and we where at the next chamber and 
“bridge”. This bridge was just a suspended 
cross section with nothing to walk on. Again 
someone had spent a lot of time and effort in 
rigging this section with steal wire. Crossing 
this section was again, not as hard as it looks. 
We attached our selves in to the steal wire 
with a pulley and cows tailed in to the normal 
rope. Then just pull our selves across. Andy 
tried to hold still wile I took some photos. 
With all of us across we headed of to the third bridge. 



 
After another short connecting passage we cam to 
the third and final “bridge”  this “bridge”  was 
nothing more then a suspended cross peace with a 
rail track from it to the near side. This left nothing 
on the far side. Again this bridge was rigged with 3 
ropes. The problem with the rigging only came to 
light when Debbie crossed. The main rope was 
bolted to the roof in the center above the suspended 
cross beam. So anyone who is slightly short will 
have trouble taking the pulley of the main line and 
using both hands to put the pulley on the far side of 
the bolting. Debbie spent a fare amount of time 
standing out on the rail trying to climb higher in the 
steal rod and reconfiguring kit. Eventually she 
clipped on then cows tailed in the second rope. After 
that she was across.  
My self, Andy and angus had been watching Debbie 
as well as shouting advice. So when it came to our 

turns to cross we had already reconfigured our kit and knew what would work and 
what wood not work.  
As the last person crossed we could hear voices behind us. 
 
Yet another short connecting passage let us to the lake where we would be SRTing in 
to a boat. This was the part of the trip I was not looking forward to. But looking at the 
vertical drop it was not going to be as bad as I was expecting. We unpacked our boat 
and started to clean up the area around the hole when we discovered a boat already on 
the lake rigged up to a pulley. Again the people that took the time to rig this did an 
excellent job. A small one person boat had been tied to a polypropylene rope and feed 
through pulleys below and above us and one on the far side of the lake. So pulling the 
polypropylene rope slowly pulled the boat across the late towards us. Once the boat 
was in place directly below us it was easy to SRT down to it. Ray, Debbie and Angus 
where across when the voices behind us turned in to people. It was a small group from 
the Wessex. Andy knew there trip leader from UKCaving so where busy chatting as I 
descended. Once down and in the boat I shouted for Andy and Ray to start pulling on 
the rope. Slowly I picked up speed and bobbed across the lake towards the small 
lights in the distance. Once across I shouted “boat free”  and help pull the boat back to 
its starting possession underneath Andy. Soon came the reply “ I’m in, start pulling”  
so we slowly pulled Andy across. Once Andy had joined us we scrambled over some 
large roof slabs to the bottom of a short pitch. As I was pressuping up the first of the 
Wessex people came in to view on the boat. He’s colleges where pulling to fast and as 
a result the boat capsized as it hit a rock. Luckily for the occupant the water there was 
only a foot deep but he got a good soaking anyway. 
 
Up and over lead to a short passage with the remains of the dividing wall that 
separated Croesor and Rhosydd quarries. As we stopped for a quick navigation stop 
and the Wessex party overtook us. They where doing a speed trip but now with one of 
there members very wet I’m sure the pace of there trip went up significantly.  
 
 



 
We proceeded over 
several collapses and 
emerged at a section 
of track at the bottom 
of an incline. Here 
was a very decayed 
moveable turn table 
and some ware up the 

incline was the crashed counterweight truck. We 
stopped here for lunch and packed away our SRT gear as it was now not needed.  
 
Now fed and watered we carried on with our trip. We 
crossed some more gallery’s until we could see faint day 
light above us. So up the discarded slate we climbed. This 
was very tricky as a lot of the stale was sharp and lose. Any 
dislodged slate would slide down and in to the path of the 
following person. We slowly snaked up towards the sun 
light at the top. After 5 hours underground the light here 
was blinding.  

 
We proceeded across the gallery to the next. Here 
another larger hole in the roof let daylight stream in. 
only in these chambers can the full size of this place can 
be appreciated as our torches could never light the far 
reaches.  
  
As we crossed more gallery’s the open tops became 
larger with more light poring in. but our route was now 
back down. So down another huge discarded slate pile 
we snaked. Again great 
care must taken to avoid 
dislodging sharp sections 
of slate on to the person 
below. Also as we put 
more distance between us 
and the day light, our eyes 

had to readjust to the darkness. So the downward 
section took quite a wile. 

 
Once at the bottom we 
ended a small section with a 
lot of track and machinery. 
This is the inward end of the 
last remaining adit so almost 
the end of our trip. My self 
and Andy spent quite a lot 
of time here photographing 
track, machinery and structures wile the rest of the party 
headed out. As we were concerned about the time we did 



not spend too much time here and could not wander to far. We found and 
photographed winding gear, track, points, the remains of a cart and a lot of bits of 
machinery I could not identify. I would very much like another chance to have a 
longer look round in this very interesting section. 

 
 
We then quickly walked out of the 
adit to catch up with the rest of the 
party. Stopping at a small 
formation. 
 
 

 
Emerging in to sunlight again we took the long over due opportunity to drop our kit 
bags. We now had an hour and three quarters before we would be overdue so we 
decided to spend 20 minuets here before heading of to the cars and a mobile phone 
signal. There are much more intact slate buildings here and I spent the whole 20 

minutes running around them with my camera. I did not 



notice it at the time but I photographed an old broken water well. Its wooden spokes 
poking up out of the wreckage. 
 

So after the short rest we started 
the long trek back to the cars. 
We had entered Croesor on one 
side of the valley, passed under 
it and out of Rhosydd on the 
other side. As we walked back 
down the side of the valley we 

could see our start point at Croesor in front of us across the valley. So the walk back 
would be further but down hill. As we found, very much (45 degrees) downhill.  
 
My thanks to the members of our team for making this such a fantastic and safe trip. 
 
Also my thanks to Miles Moulding. He’s write up that gave me so much historical 
facts, memory jogs and spellings. 


