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th
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Stuart Fraser, who lives near Caradon Hill with his partner and two children, is a writer and 

journalist. He has contributed his column ‘Frankly Fraser’ to the Cornish Guardian since the 

last Millennium; he also publicises the work of the unique open-air Sterts Theatre, at Upton 

Cross, near Liskeard. He is at present working on two radio comedy shows.  

THE place I love most in Cornwall has a pirate ship, with cannons. High on a hill is Batman’s 

camp. By one path, a wishing well is hidden; by another, a secret den. Deep in the woods, 

Thunderbirds can be launched. (You can tell my boys, six and four, have a Dad of 60s 

vintage, poor lads). 

There’s Britain’s leading Pooh Sticks stadium; stone-skimming facilities are also provided. In 

the classroom, which is rather large, everybody can learn – fungi lessons last year were 

brilliant. It was a good year for the mushrooms. You can find rare precious stones (or 

precious to a small boy). 

One morning last week, there were enticing hints that soon the bluebells will put this stinking 

winter out of our misery. 

Stara Woods: 41 acres of community woodland on the banks of the lovely River Lynher near 

the village of Rilla Mill, the medieval Stara Bridge standing gap-toothed guard at its entrance.  

Some years ago Stara was sold off by the Duchy of Cornwall. Offering it on the open market, 

and risking the free access so many enjoyed, was, I thought, an abuse of the great good 

fortune of his birth by Prince Charles. I think all Duchy land sales should be subject to public 

approval, for I believe all Duchy land is held in trust for the nation.  

Stara was lucky, bought by the sort of philanthropist in whom Cornwall has been so 

fortunate. Now ownership has been transferred to the community and Stara is managed 

voluntarily for the benefit of us, its precious wildlife and trees. Let’s hope all woodlands can 

be so lucky if forests are put up for sale like second-hand cars. 

I’ve walked most square inches of Stara’s woods. My beloved collie Max and I went there 

most days and years after he died I still hear his happy woofs among the trees. His successor, 

mad but beautiful Belle, runs crazy, tongue and tail-tip flying like flags, anybody’s for a 

thrown stick.  

It’s work as well as pleasure, mind. If I’m stuck for a few words, I take the dog to Stara. I 

never come back without some sort of idea. My pockets are crammed with soggy pieces of 

paper covered in pencil scrawl.  

Stara, to me, stands for what is best about our life in Cornwall: a corner of beauty 

miraculously protected, it doesn’t need cars and shops and tourists to survive. It’s owned and 

provided for love. Its worth cannot be measured in money. 

If you’re interested, watch starawoods.co.uk – the site is in development but we hope to have 

news of fund-raising events on there one day. And if you visit, beware marauding pirates and 

a mad collie dog.   


