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The terrain at Back Cowm is excellent for trials riding and is every trials rider's 
dream territory. It is continually being created, and new sections are devised 
so that there is always a fresh challenge. 

There are stone outcrops, inclines, descents, water features, slippery bankings, drop 
offs and plenty of space to try out whatever takes your fancy. As well as offering the 
best natural terrain. 
 Machines have been used to create man-made sections for everyone to enjoy. If 
you like good, challenging terrain in a friendly environment then this is a venue to 
visit. 

 

A LITTLE BIT OF HISTORY 
The demand for stone increased hugely through the 19th century and Rossendale 
quarry owners responded to this by developing larger and larger quarries. 
Back Cowm Quarry is 150 acres of disused stone quarry. It has been used for 
motorcycle trials and practice since the 1950's. 

 
Massive scale of activity in Quarry, thought to be Back Cowm 



 

The scale of the activity was so intensive that large companies drastically altered the 
landscape of the moor top, by a bustling mass of cranes, workshops, tramways and 
workers. 
 

The land had been quarried to such an extent that the landscape has been altered to 
become unrecognisable. 
 

In 1888, a Bacupian visiting Back Cowm received: "one of the surprises of my 
life...Not having visited the place for over 30 years, I went the other day, but could 
not find a single landmark of my youth. Standing on the slope of the hill, looking 
across the valley at the magnitude of the undertakings there, I tried to count the 
number of steam and hand cranes, but it was impossible.” 
 

 
Quarrymen with steam crane and their tools. 

 

Nevertheless, it must be said that the development throughout the 1780’s – 1830’s 

and well into the Victorian times, has been of great benefit to the Trials rider, 
providing him and YES her, as Helen Lang, or officially known as, ‘H’ is a shining 
example. 
 
It has to be said, “after witnessing the riding skills of ‘H,’  she must have more bottle, 
guts, courage and nerve than any male counterpart twice her size, in or out of the 
‘Hatters’ that I have ever come across. This girl is without doubt a person to hold in 
high esteem! 



  
Hey, hey down she goes. Hey, hey up she rises. 

 

INTERESTING STUFF! 
Well… Now we get to the interesting stuff! 

How did we all fare? Well, everyone ditched his or her bikes to some degree or 
other, some more than once, twice, or thrice. 
 
There was only one person who did not come off… and I will reveal who that was, 
Yes, I am proud to say, me! 
 
Now there is more than one version as to why this is, depending whom you ask, and 
who was at the back of me during the terrifying, exhilarating, adrenalin, and sweat 
pouring sections of each ride. 
 

The terrain was so picturesque at the top of the hills; you could see the landscape as 
it must have once been. Luscious greenery, rabbits running freely (mainly from the 
Trials bikes), Sheep gnawing at grass roots, Cattle chewing the cud, Babbling brooks 
(as was I on more than one occasion being faced with a 30 foot drop). 
 

Our first encounter was to meet the ‘Gaffer,’ John Whittle who took us through the 
legal stuff, and after signing the waver, eagerly, we are taken up hill to inspect our 
bikes. 
Instructions on how to behave were dished out, and we then took to the learning 
track to get a feel of things. Learning track? I must have been rusty; it was like a 
speedway track! 
 
Children from the age of six were whizzing around this like ‘Bats out of Hell,’ with 
their parents looking on with admiration. I would do anything for fun, ‘But I won’t do 
that.’ Get it Meatloaf fans? 
 
Not wanting to be outdone, I tried to keep up with them but was lapped several 
times. 
 

POSERS 
As we got better at riding round like Hamsters on an exercise wheel, you could see 
individual smiles broaden to that of a Cheshire cat. One or two, well to be honest one 
person took to it like a duck to water, (I do believe at one stage, was even in the 
water). 
 
And as, ahmm, Austin Greene navigated the ‘junior Moguls’ with quiet confidence, 



he was noticed by more than one member, notably Gillian and myself, to glance 
across at the rest of us waiting in the pits in gleeful recognition of his attacking what 
appeared to us at this stage, mountains, and likened to a Gazelle majestically 
leaping around it’s terrain. 
 
As you would expect, a ‘King’ at some point is always destined to lose his throne, 
and indeed he did… quite gracefully as it happens. As he ditched his in the dirt, and 
this time witnessed by quite a few, excluding the ‘Official photographer,’ who had his 
35mm pointing the other way. 
 
It has to be noted, and it will, that Anthony Cox was the first to unwillingly be 
dismounted, and on several occasions. Probably because he has youth on his side 
and was putting a great deal more into his attempts at mimicking ‘Evil Knevil.’ 
 

Once our confidence had been attained, we were then allowed, with a guide, to 
venture into the unknown! 
 
I decided, for self-preservation you understand, to take one of the smaller £400 
throwaway Jap bikes. 
 
This was to be my undoing. 
 
We were taken up, then down, then up and down terrifying gradients… to me 
anyway. It was sheer exhilaration and all our smiles became more of ‘Mad Hatters’ 
than that of ‘Cheshire cats.’ 
 
We were taken over rocky terrain, mud that my 3 year old would have been more 
than happy to play in, hills that would have kept the ‘Vikings’ at bay. Ponds that could 
of easily  sunk the ‘Titanic’ with its boulders protruding 1/3 out of the water giving the 
appearance of only being inches deep, but oh, no, it was nearly up to my bloody 
waist! 
 
We arrived at what looked like the ‘End of the World,’ nothing, just fresh air. I could 
see below, terra firma, and stuck right in the middle of this was one of the mentioned 
‘Babbling brooks.’ 
 
Well now I became ‘Babbling’ myself as I felt the fingers of my left hand playing with 
my ear lobe and the thumb of my right hand uncontrollably being diverted to my 
quivering lips and uttering the words out loudly, ‘Mummy, I want my Mummy.’ 
 
The rest of what can only be described as the ‘Insane Mad Hatters’ revved up their 
bikes and to my disbelief followed our leader and headed over the edge like 
lemmings to what seemed like certain death! 
 



Well, not wanting to be thrown out 
of the Chapter, I followed the ‘Pied 
Piper’ and the music of ‘Whee, and 
Yippee, sung by others. I closed my 
eyes gripped my teeth and was 
thankful I had the sense to bring a 
spare pare of underpants. 
 
What then occurred was like 
something out of the Whacky 
Races. I went this way and I went 
that way. I had no control 
whatsoever. 
 

 
Ross: Like a sniper, takes aim from the safety of flat 

land. 
 

I ended up facing somehow downhill, halfway going uphill, and to boot, stalling the 
engine. Well, have you ever tried to kick start a motorbike in this position? Neither 
had I! 
I eventually managed to achieve the impossible and took another more successful 
run at Everest. Arriving at the Summit, I was greeted by more of those ‘Cheshire 
Cats.’  Only the grins this time were due to my acrobatic attempts at managing the 
impossible. 
 
I must admit, everyone was aghast as to how I remained upright, which gave me 
some comfort in my moment of embarrassment. 
 

We all arrived back safely. No casualties! 

 

The day was enjoyed so much that members are already planning private trips back. 

 

Anyone who did not attend missed a smashin’ day out. 

 

The Lemmings who attended are as follows: 
 

Gillian Cox (Health carer) 
Antony Cox (Evil Knevil) 
Phil the Fridge (Hop along) 
Simon Turl (Cheshire Cat No.2) 
Mark Hustwitt (Cheshire Cat No.3) 
Steve Hustwitt (Cheshire Cat No.4) 
Garry Hutchinson (Main Cheshire 
cat) 
Dave '198' Sherlock (Stunt rider) 
Austin Greene (Gazelle)  

 


