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Memories of White Stone Beach
It was a place in time. It was a place where young-

sters swam and played in the sand, had their fi rst ice 
cream cones perhaps, and got “brown as a berry” in 
the Northern Neck sun. It was where carefree grammar 
school students formed memories that would last far 
beyond their sandcastles on the shore.

It was a place for learning to swim while battling sea 
nettles. For teens, it was the social scene of summer 
where they paraded in bathing suits and shorts, and 
no shoes, where they suddenly heard the best music 
this side of heaven, where they discovered facts of life 

their textbooks could never explain, and where fi rst 
romances took their breaths away.

For decades it was a place of release for parents 
and tourists from all over. Through the Depression 
and World War II and beyond, it was a constant in a 
world of turmoil. Drive down Beach Road and down 
the hill to the Rappahannock, and there was a place far 
removed from everything else. The food was good and 
you could lie in bed at night and hear the river lapping 
at the pilings below you. Fish were plentiful.

By today’s standards, it was nothing fancy. There 

was a roof built over a fl oor on pilings, with rough 
wooden walls. But, if those timbers could speak, what 
tales they could tell, what emotions they could reveal, 
what laughter and good times they could echo. Sadly, 
the timbers are gone, but White Stone Beach Resort 
lives on in the memories of all who experienced it.

This place died too young, and cannot be shared 
with other generations except through these memories. 
We thank all who contributed and we hope everyone 
has such a place in time that has so fi lled their hearts 
and memory banks.

The beach resort as pictured on a 1935 postcard. (Courtesy of Martha H. Shelburne)

by Henry Lane Hull
This article fi rst appeared in 

the 1992 Annual Report of the 
Bank of Lancaster.

Crossing The Robert O. 
Norris Bridge over the 
Rappahannock River from 

Gray’s Point to White Stone, 
one enters the Lower Northern 
Neck from one of its most aus-
picious vistas. Slightly upriver is 
the mouth of Carter’s Creek, the 
maritime entrance to the town of 
Irvington. Along the way is the 
commanding presence of “Pop 
Castle,” a great early nineteenth-
century  home on the bank of 
the river. Downriver in the dis-
tance is Windmill Point where 
the Rappahannock empties into 
Chesapeake Bay.

A short distance below the 
bridge lies a wide expanse of 
beach arched in a cove on the 
north shore of the river. Today 
it appears in a natural setting, 
wide sand backed by tree-cov-
ered banks, a dramatic contrast 
to the geometric precision of 
the bridge behind it. Before the 
bridge opened in 1957 the old 
Virginia Department of High-
ways and Transportation oper-
ated a toll ferry from White Stone 

HISTORY: On the Beach at White Stone
to Gray’s Point. The ferry origi-
nally went from Irvington, but the 
north dock was moved to White 
Stone in 1942 to shorten the 
waterborne travel time. When the 
bridge was dedicated, it received 
the name of one of the Northern 
Neck’s most distinguished cit-
izens of this century, Senator 
Robert O. Norris of Lancaster, 
who represented the Neck in 
Richmond during a long and 

fruitful career in public service.
The historical beginnings of 

White Stone Beach lie in the past 
of the manor known as “Pleas-
ant Bank Farm,” built in the 
early nineteenth century about 
three hundred yards inland from 
the shore. The house was the 
home of Colonel Thoroughgood 
Taylor, a prominent early res-
ident whose grave is on the 
property. Today the house is char-

acterized by its massive chim-
neys and ancient magnolia trees.

In the 1950s Pleasant Banks 
became the summer home of Mr. 
and Mrs. Albert Mansfi eld Orme 
who moved there permanently in 
1958. Mr. Orme (1887-1972) was 
a former mayor of Falls Church, 
Virginia. The present owner of 
the house is their daughter, Mrs. 
Orme Simpson.

Three prominent residents of 

White Stone, Dr. B. H. Hubbard, 
Mr. W. T. James, and Mr. George 
Smith, set out to build the resort 
which brought the area its great-
est fame. Dr. Hubbard, who prac-
ticed medicine in White Stone, 
and Mr. James developed a fi sh 
factory on the shore of the river, 
along with a large commercial 
wharf.

Anxious to see their venture 
prosper, they petitioned for the 
establishment of a post offi ce. 
The United States Post Offi ce 
Department in Washington found 
that the volume of business jus-
tifi ed the acceptance of their 
request, and in 1911 service 
began. At the time Dr. Hubbard 
and Mr. James were the two 
preeminent Republicans in the 
heavily Democratic Lancaster 
County. As such, they asked that 
the offi ce be given the name 
of the twenty-seventh president, 
William Howard Taft, then near-
ing the end of his one term in 
the White House. Thereafter the 
location came to be known both 
as White Stone Beach and as 
Taft. In a state with many places 
named for Founding Fathers and 
Early Presidents, the Northern From the hotel lawn, guests had a great view of the steamboats that stopped at the wharf below. 

The Taft post offi ce is in the center and the building on the right was the Taft Canning Factory 
before it was converted to become the resort’s pavilion. (Courtesy of Martha H. Shelburne) (more on the next page)



The Vintage Years  • February 24, 2005  •  21

Memories of White Stone Beach

This postcard showing the dining room and pavilion at White Stone Beach, and the parking lot 
crowded with vintage cars, was mailed to Baltimore in 1946. (Courtesy of L. Edwin Efford)

Neck had the only post offi ce 
named for a modern president, 
thanks to Dr. Hubbard and Mr. 
James.

After leaving the presidency, 
William Howard Taft taught law 
at Yale University and then served 
from 1921 to 1930 as Chief Jus-
tice of the United States. There 
is no evidence that he ever vis-
ited the site which bore his name. 
Given that he was the largest 
president, over three hundred 
pounds, perhaps that was a bless-
ing for those who would have 
had to provide hospitality.

In 1916 Mr. Smith sold the 
beachfront prop-
erty, including the 
old frame factory, 
to Mr. William H. 
Culver, a native of 
Millenbeck in Lan-
caster County who 
had gone as a 
young man to 
work in New York 
and then returned 
home.

Mr. Culver and his wife, the 
former Grace Spooner, set in 
motion the building of the resort 
which became the focal point of 
seasonal recreational activity in 
the Lower Northern Neck. Under 
their stewardship the hotel which 

(from the previous page)
History . . .

had been built on the bluff 
overlooking the river in 1908 
beamed with visitors from Wash-
ington, Baltimore and other dis-
tant places. They built thirteen 
cottages on piers by the water’s 
edge. The factory they converted 

into the area’s most 
spacious dance pavil-
ion.

Out over the water 
they built a success-
ful restaurant where 
the cuisine was the 
pride of the region. 
Big bangs from big 
cities came to enter-
tain the distinguished 

guests and local youngsters who 
mingled together all having a 
good time. On one occasion 
in 1941, in that blissful period 
of peace before the storm of 
war broke the following year, 
Mr. Culver engaged a big band 
expecting a sell-out crowd, but 
only a few visitors appeared. At 
seven o’clock in the evening he 
came over to speak to them, 
saying “I’m not worried; the 
crowd is on their way. In the 
meantime, enjoy yourselves.” A 
few minutes later he passed by 
the table again, repeating the 
same message. Eight o’clock 
came. Nine o’clock came, and 
still no crowd. By now he was 
truly worried, but around ten 
o’clock cars started arriving. The 
band played on, the dance fl oor 
fi lled, the kitchen staff poured 
on the fried chicken and crab 
cakes. Senators and congress-
men came in to enjoy an evening 
in their second-to-last peacetime 
summer, and about midnight Mr. 
Culver passed by the table seated 
with his original guests, this time 
saying “I told you I wasn’t wor-
ried.” Everyone laughed. It was a 
typical White Stone  Beach eve-
ning at Culver’s.

Mr. Culver died in 1950, and 
his widow continued to operate 
the resort with her son and daugh-
ter-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. Gilbert 
Arthur Culver. After World War 
II, the pace returned, but the 
crowd consisted mostly of local 
folk, with a few of the old hold-
overs still coming back. One of 
those who remained loyal to the 

end was the Washington attor-
ney, Charles Norris, who kept a 
room by the season and moored 
a small boat there.

Mrs. Grace Culver died in 
1968, leaving her son and his 
wife, the former Amy Kelley, 
who were themselves nearing 
retirement age. The younger Mr. 
Culver sold off some of the prop-
erty and ultimately had to close 
the hotel, the cottages and the 
dance pavilion. Those were sad 

days for their many remaining 
faithful patrons.

Still, after all those years, no 
crabcakes tasted as good as Mrs. 
Culver’s, and no ice cream cone 
was as appealing to a small boy 
as one scooped by her hands 
(These latter comments are not 
researched; they are fi rsthand.)

In 1972 a fi re caused the phys-
ical presence of White Stone 
Beach to pass into history. The 
younger Mr. Culver died in 1982, 
and his widow later moved to 
Kilmarnock. The property 
changed hands, and today it gives 
the appearance of its days before 
the heyday of its fame. For 
the contemporary tourist driving 
across The Robert O. Norris 
Bridge, it might be a place of 
natural beauty, but for those who 
lived through its time in the sun, 
the human side of White Stone 
Beach lives on through the power 
of nostalgia. It is as if the house 
were full, the cooks were prepar-
ing the dinners, and Gippy Smith 
and his orchestra were tuning 
up on the dance fl oor. Gippy 
might never have played it, but 
it is appropriate to close with the 
title of Bob Hope’s theme song, 
“Thanks for the Memories.”

With the original White Stone Beach Hotel on the hill in the 
background, cars gather in the beach area during the 1940’s. 
(Courtesy of Martha H. Shelburne)

Pictured above and Mr. and Mrs. William H. Culver (right), who 
developed White Stone Beach Resort after they purchased the 
site in 1916, and Mr. and Mrs. Gilbert Culver, who assisted 
and took over the operation when the elder Mr. Culver died in 
1950. (Courtesy of Martha H. Shelburne)

I remember White Stone Beach, one night in particular. We had 
a dance there right after I came back from the war in the early 
50s. There were more people down the beach that night than I ever 
remember. Blue Barren was the band leader. The VFW sponsored it. 

It was the sweetest music in the world. He was supposed to quit 
playing at midnight, but we passed the hat around two times for him 
to keep playing. Finally, he said don’t pass the hat anymore becuase 
he had to get out of there. It was about 3 a.m. before they quit play-
ing. 

There was nothing any prettier than sitting out on the pier at White 
Stone Beach and watching the water gulls (plankton) light up. It 
looked like the river was full of diamonds.

Alex Umphlett
White Stone

The best dance I remember

“White Stone Beach was like no other place. It was 
just indescribable...you had to have been there. The 
food was out of this world, and I remember that it 
could be hot as anything everywhere else, but it was 
always wonderful and pleasant there.”

 —Jean Robertson
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(The following is an excerpt 
from the book When Dabba Was 
Young: Growing Up In a Fine 
Little Town Called Kilmarnock, 
by Catherine Blake Hathaway 
(1912-1995). It was published in 
1999 by The Kilmarnock Museum 
Inc. Copies of the book are still 
available at the museum, 76 N. 
Main Street, Kilmarnock. Phone 
804-436-9100 for more informa-
tion.

No matter how cold the 
winter, summer rolled 
around and we joined 

other young people in swimming 
in the Rappahannock at White 
Stone, which was the very best 
swimming site in the county. 
There was a delightful sandy 
beach and the river had a hard 
bottom with no hidden currents 
or drop-off spots. In the old days 
we used the term bathing for 
some reason. I learned to swim 
in that river at an early age and I 
did a heap of swimming there for 
many years. It was by no means 
bathing in my opinion.

In the early days we used the 
beach to the west of the Taft Can-
ning Factory, which was owned 
by the Taft Fish Company. This 
factory canned tomatoes, herring 
and herring roe, and also packed 
salt herring, a favorite food in that 
section of the country, as well as 
in Richmond. In winter the fac-
tory was used for oyster shuck-
ing. There was a store at White 
Stone Beach which also housed 
the Taft Post Offi ce, established 
during President Taft’s adminis-
tration, hence the name. The store 
and post offi ce were fi rst owned 
and operated by Bus’ grandfather, 
L. O. Hathaway, who later sold 
it to J.R. Sullivan, who later sold 
it to Lacy Spriggs. At the top of 
the hill, on a beautiful site over-
looking the river, was the White 
Stone Beach Hotel, a resort hotel 
frequented by guests who came 
on the steamers from Baltimore. 
Bus’ parents operated this hotel 
for many years.

There was a bathhouse on the 
beach, built for the use of the 
hotel guests. The public was 
allowed to use it at no charge. 
This is where we dressed when 

HISTORY: An excerpt from When Dabba Was Young

Identities: “Bus” is Ernest 
Irvin Hathaway, the author’s hus-
band. “Annie” and “ Trudie” 
are the author’s sisters, Annie 
Handley Blake (Wayman) and 
Gertrude Bristow Blake (Roll). 
“Mama” and “Papa” are Annie 
Preston Bristow and Edward 
Melvin Blake.

Celebrating July 4, 1930, at White Stone Beach were (from left) 
John Henry Wayman, Adelaide Noblett, Betty Wayman, Kather-
ine Blake Hath away, Annie Blake Wayman and Gertrude Blake 
Roll. (Courtesy of Augusta Eubank Sellew)

This postcard of the White Stone Bathing Beach, Taft, Va., shows some well-dressed strollers on 
the pier, the netted swimming area and two sailboats in the background, probably in the late 
1940s. (Courtesy of L. Edwin Efford)

This group of White Stone Beach guests in 1937 includes Heard 
and Essie Mattingly of Chevy Chase, Md. (second row from 
top), frequent guests at the cottages. Heard is holding his dog, 
a Boston Terrier. (Courtesy of Grayson Mattingly)

we went “bathing.” It should 
have been moved to the Smithso-
nian Institution instead of being 
demolished. I guess that thing 
caused more giggling and hilar-
ity than anything which I can 
remember of the old days. It was 
a shedlike affair with two doors 
but no windows and was as dark 
as pitch inside. The reason for 
the two doors was the partition in 
the center of the building which 
separated male and female. It 
is possible that the whole build-
ing contained knotholes, but it 
would seem that whoever built 
it selected the knottiest boards 
possible for the partition. I don’t 
know how we ever got to the 
river because the boys spent their 
time poking out the knotholes and 
the girls spent their time plug-
ging them up with one thing or 

another. Of course Trudie and I 
were very young, but Annie and 
her girlfriends and their beaux 
had a real to-do over knotholes. In 
this bikini age I think it unlikely 
that anyone would bother to look 
through a knothole. In the teens 
of the twentieth century, young 
ladies’ bathing suits consisted of 
a dress to the knees with bloom-
ers underneath, long stockings, 
and bathing shoes. I know that 
I am old when I say that Annie, 
Nellie Gordon, Frances Smither, 
Virginia Noblett and others of 
that generation looked very glam-
orous to me in those old Mack 
Sennett costumes.

Around the walls of the bath-
house there were rusty nails on 
which to hang clothes. Someone 
had to hold the door just barely 
cracked so that it was possible to 

have light enough to dress and 
undress. Since Annie slapped my 
bathing suit on me so quickly, 
I was usually given the job of 
cracking the door. They squealed 
at me constantly to hold on tight. 
When I think back on those old 
days, I am amazed that Mama’s 
girls—big and little—went every-
where together. I even tagged 
along on dates sometimes, and it 
seems that it was the perfectly 
normal thing to do. The boys did 
not even seem to object. I know 
that in those early days when 
Annie’s dates drove up—often 
Edmond Brent in his father’s 
latest Model T—to take her to 
the Beach to swim, Trudie and I 
piled in and whoever it was drove 
off as though they had come to 
pickup the three of us. Tibby did 
not care much for bathing. She 
never went with us and never 
learned to swim. In later years 
when she and Warner were mar-

ried and spent so much time on 
his boat, he would tie a rope 
around her waist and tie her to 
the side of the boat. She splashed 
around like a dog and had a 
great time, but she would have 
drowned for sure if he had untied 
the rope. We laughed over Tib-
by’s being tied to that boat until 
we became nearly hysterical. We 
spent many happy hours on the 
boat and caught thousands of 
fi sh.

In the early twenties Mr. and 
Mrs. W. H. Culver moved to 
White Stone from New York 
City and bought the White Stone 
Beach Hotel, the Taft Store and 
the Taft Canning Factory, con-
verting the latter into a resort 
pavilion. All of the buildings at 
the Beach which had previously 
been painted with red paint con-
taining oakrum and fi sh oil—
which smelled to high heaven 
when it was fi rst applied—were 
now painted white and trimmed 
with green. Individual bath lock-
ers were built down the length 
of the west side of the pavilion. 
A sizeable dance fl oor with an 
orchestra dais was built in the 
center of the building. Individual 
tables and benches encircled the 
dance fl oor, nightclub style. Rows 
of long benches ran the length 
of the building on either side. 
These were for spectators. Many 
older county residents came and 
occupied these benches to watch 
the young people enjoying them-
selves. I remember that Mama 
and Papa used to go and take me 
when I was about ten. Mr. and 
Mrs. Collin Chilton were always 
there with their son, Ransdell, 
who was approximately twelve. 
Ran’s older sister, Kathryn, better 
known as Dimps, would bring 
Ran over to our table—or bench, 

(more on the next page)
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This horse and buggy probably brought visitors to the White 
Stone Beach Hotel in its early days. (Courtesy of Bernice Culver 
Shelly)

as the case might be—and have 
him invite me to dance. This Ran 
did dutifully and we remained on 
the fl oor for several dances. He 
probably wanted to sock Dims 
for putting him up to this. In 
any case, he grew up with all of 
the social graces and was a very 
attractive man.

At the river end of the pavil-
ion there was a long soda foun-
tain with counters and stools. 
Extending from the fountain out 
over the water the Culvers built a 
large porch. There were built-on 
benches enclosing the porch, 
rocking chairs in a row facing 
the water, and ice cream tables 
and chairs to which service was 
provided from the fountain. Con-
nected to the east end of the 
large porch, the Culvers built a 
dining room to serve guests who 
occupied the long row of cot-
tages which were built west of the 
pavilion. The cottages were con-
nected to the porch by a board-
walk. Straight out from the porch 
ran the wharf which ended with 
an L prong projecting to the east. 
Actually, the wharf and its prong 
formed an upside-down L, look-
ing at it from the porch.

A large portion of the river on 
the west side of the wharf was 
enclosed with a net from shore 
to wharf end. There was a sliding 
board and access ladder in the 
shallow end and a cork rope des-
ignating the sections for swim-
mers and nonswimmers. At the 
deep end there was a normal 
diving board and a high diving 
tower. I could get my head in fi rst 
from the low board but I spent 
a lot of time jumping from the 
high tower. It seemed to take 

forever to get from the bottom 
back to the surface. It was deep 
there. Among the beautiful divers 
who performed from the tower 
were Edmond Brent and Henry 
Dorman. They both were students 
at the University of Richmond 
and excelled in football, baseball, 
track, and swimming.

The prong from the wharf was 
built primarily for tying up ves-
sels. People came from their 
summer homes to take advantage 
of swimming in the net—a glo-
rious space uninhabited by sea 
nettles. Mr. Jim Rew tended the 
net daily, searching for any nettle 
that might have found its way into 
the swimming area. There was an 
access ladder on the prong for 
boarding the wharf or the boats. 
The Culvers rented skiffs which 
they kept moored there. (After 
Bus’ and my parents died, we 
spent vacations for several years 
at White Stone Beach. We caught 
many fi sh from a Culver skiff. It 
would be my guess that anyone 
who ventured into the Rappahan-
nock in a skiff today—among the 
yachts—might just as well drown 
himself before rowing off. It is 
unbelievable, but at the time we 
fi shed in those days the Rappa-
hannock was all ours.) It was 
this access ladder which we used 
when we braved the sea nettles 
and swam to the steamboat wharf, 
some distance to the east. We also 
lolled around over on the prong—
out of the busy highroad—where 
we chewed the fat and soaked up 
the sun.

Every Thursday night was the 
big dance night at the Beach with 
orchestras from Richmond. The 
fi rst date I had with Bus was for 
one of these dances on a June 
night. At intermission we walked 
on the boardwalk from the pavil-
ion over to the steamboat wharf 
and then out to its end. As I sat on 
a piece of piling in a blue organdy 
evening dress, we decided “at 
once and on the spot” that we 
were meant for each other. Impul-
siveness had never been my long 
suit. On the contrary, I have 
always tended to think things out 
a bit more thoroughly than nec-
essary. Obviously Puck dusted 
us both with his magic potion 
that night. I had never felt so 
exactly right with anyone before. 
The romance grew through the 
summer in leaps and bounds. I 
was nineteen and had two more 
years of college to go. Before 
I returned to college in Sep-
tember we became engaged. Six 
months after my graduation we 
were married. That dear old resort 
holds many memories for me, 
and memories of the steamboat 
wharf are intertwined.

When Dabba Was Young . . .
(from the previous page)

Bette Jo and Sam Venable pose 
on the pier in the 1940s. (Cour-
tesy of Bette Jo Covington)

White Stone Beach Resort and Hotel was a part of my life. I grew 
up there and enjoyed everything it had to offer – swimming, crab-
bing, fi shing and, of course, dancing to Gippy Smith and the Dyna-
tones. 

I also remember many of the guests in the cottages and the good 
food my grandmother and mother planned, which was cooked by 
excellent cooks.

I will always have wonderful memories of White Stone Beach. I 
hope my children will too.

Shirley Culver Bellows 

 Growing up at the Beach

On the steps of the White Stone Beach Hotel circa 1930 are 
Amy and Gilbert Culver with their children, Bernice and Shir-
ley, and the family dog, Sandy. (Courtesy of Bernice Culver 
Shelly)

My grandmother served as a housekeeper and hostess one summer 
at White Stone Beach Hotel and invited me to spend the day with 
her. After her chores, we sat on the front porch with the hotel guests 
and enjoyed the conversation and looking out on the Rappahannock 
River. What a beautiful sight it was from that hill!

Then came the biggest treat of all. We walked down the hill to the 
dining room for dinner. All the guests were dressed in dinner garb 
and I was so impressed with the white cloths covering the tables and 
being served my meal. 

For a nine-year-old little girl, this was such a treat. I’ll never forget 
that day.

Jessie Englar
Kilmarnock

A day for a 9-year-old to remember

I have many fond memories of 
White Stone Beach! 

My grandparents, Ernest and 
Ella Hathaway, operated the White 
Stone Beach Hotel for many 
years.

My father, Ernest “Bus” Hatha-
way, was born in 1905 and grew 
up on the hill overlooking the 
beach. He and my mother, the 
former Catherine Blake of Kilmar-
nock, had their fi rst date in 1931 
at a Saturday night dance at White 
Stone Beach.

During my pre-teen years in 
Richmond in the late 1940s, my 
parents and I spent our July 4th 
vacation each year at the beach 
cottages built by the owners of the 
hotel then, Mr. and Mrs. W. H. 
Culver. The highlight of my visit 
was watching the “older folks” 
on the dance fl oor on Saturday 
night!

We enjoyed the wonderful cook-
ing of Mrs. Amy Culver, espe-
cially when she would fry for us 
the soft-shell crabs my parents 
caught daily. Swimming and crab-
bing with my cousin, Augusta 
Eubank (Sellew), and her friends 
were favorite pastimes there.

Martha Ann 
Hathaway Shelburne

Mechanicsville

Grandparents 
operated hotel

The storm of 1933 destroyed 
nearly all of White Stone Beach 
Resort — the pavilion, dance hall, 
swimming area and the steamboat 
wharf. It also almost completely 
destroyed the waterfront summer 
living quarters of resort developer, 
W.H. Culver.

Amid all of the destruction, 
one item survived the storm that 
remained buried in the beach sand 
for several years afterwards, until 
Culver’s young granddaughter hap-
pened to notice something sticking 
out of the water one sunny day.

“It was a glass vase,” said Ber-
nice Shelly, who made the discov-
ery then. “I don’t remember exactly 
how old I was when I found it, 
but it had to be at least fi ve years 
after the storm. I took it back to 
my parents (Mr. and Mrs. Gilbert 
Culver), and they were shocked. 
They couldn’t believe that it had 
survived, half-buried without even 
a chip.”

The vase had been swept out of 
Culver’s summer living quarters on 
the White Stone waterfront. After it 
was recovered several years later, it 
was given back to W.H. Culver and 
his wife, who displayed the vase 
in a china cabinet at their home. 
Today, Shelly displays it on her 
mantel. 

“It is amazing that it stayed 
underwater in the sand for all those 
years and came out in perfect con-
dition,” Shelly said.

The storm of ‘33
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by Tom Hardin
White Stone Beach was a 

popular destination for Middle-
sex County residents. The prob-
lem was “how to get there.”

The Norris Bridge was not 
completed until 1957, so the 
quickest way for Middlesex 
residents to enjoy the “beach 
party” was to travel by water.

“If you wanted to go to White 
Stone for a dance you’d ask 
your daddy, ‘Can I borrow the 
boat?’ ” said Frances Daniel, 
88, of Middlesex. “A bunch 
of us would chip in 25 or 
50 cents for gas and off we’d 
go. We sang songs going over 
and sang songs coming back. 
Those were good times in those 
days.”

Mrs. Daniel vividly remem-
bers White Stone Beach because she worked there in the 
summer of 1935. As a 17-year-old high school junior, she ran 
the beer and soda bar and shared a room on the beach with a 
maid.

“I made $7 a week plus room and board, and I couldn’t have 
been happier. It was a great summer,” said Mrs. Daniel, who 
was Frances Rowe at the time and lived directly across the Rap-
pahannock River at Regent.

“There was nothing for anyone to do in those days so I wrote 
Mr. Carver about hiring me for a summer job, and I got one,” 
she said.

Mrs. Daniel said young people would pile into fi shing party 
boats for the short trip to White Stone Beach and the popular 
dances, especially those on Sundays. Others took the ferry, 
which ran from Topping to Cherry Point in Lancaster on certain 
days and hours of the week.

The beach had a large pier and “boats would come in from up 
and down the river and tie up there for big dances,” she said.

The Carver family was from New York and they owned the 
beach facilities for many years. “Mr. and Mrs. Carver were like 
a mother and father to me. They were wonderful people.”

Mrs. Daniel vividly remembers White Stone Beach of the 
mid-1930s. There was a permanent structure that opened up to 
the water, boardwalk, pavilion, rooms on the beach and a swim-
ming area netted off from the rest of the river “so the nettles 
wouldn’t get you.”

On the hill above the beach was a hotel where salesmen 
would stay. Mr. Carver lived in the hotel except in the summer 
when he moved into one of the beach rooms. 

Mrs. Daniel worked at the resort during Prohibition and the 
Depression. “The odd-job man was the bootlegger. Back then 
everybody had to have a drink. People would drink beer and talk 
or dance. I remember carrying eight or nine bottles of beer at a 
time to a table, and we never had any problem with the police. 

“As far as money goes, I guess it’s like it is today,” she said. 
“Some had it and some didn’t. If you had it, you spent it.”

The big band sound was in full swing and Mrs. Daniel espe-
cially remembers the “Don Warner Band” of Richmond. “There 
was a jukebox on the dance fl oor for when the bands weren’t 
playing or during the week. It was a beautiful dance fl oor,” she 
said.

The beach offered Sunday buffets that featured “a variety of 
seafood, chicken, roasts, biscuits, nice salads and wonderful 
desserts. We had a great black cook,” said Mrs. Daniel.

She remembers visitors coming from big towns from all 
over the East to enjoy the beach festivities. “Couples would 
walk down the boardwalk arm-in-arm, rent bathing suits and go 
swimming, dip for crabs, and dance the night away. It was just 
a wonderful time.” 

  A summer of wonderful memories

Francis Daniel

This postcard, mailed to Pennsylvania in 1950, pictures the old hotel on the hill, the pavilion and 
dining room on the waterfront, and the old Taft post offi ce in the center. (Courtesy of L. Edwin 
Efford)

I loved White Stone Beach 
and was there every day I 
could to swim and be with my 
friends.

Before I could drive, my 
mother would take my brother, 
Sam, and me and we would 
probably sometimes carry a 
picnic while my mother and 
friends would eat in the res-
taurant there. I have ridden my 
bike down and back also.

They had a dance there every 
Saturday night with live music, 
and you had to wear dresses and 
shoes (Sunday go-to-meeting 
clothes), never shorts or bath-
ing suits. To go was a must!

Every summer, Mrs. Culver 
Sr. would greet us with, “How 
you have grown!”

When you got stung by sea 
nettles, Gilbert Culver would 
have a bottle of an ammonia 
mixture and squirted it on the 
sting, or else we’d rub wet sand 
on the sting.

There was a net around the 
swimming area but we also 
liked to walk down the beach to 
the factory. It was also fun to 
jump off the end of the pier with 
an inner tube and fl oat down the 
beach.

They had enclosed showers in 
the pavilion to shower off and 
dress for 10 cents. It was also 
neat to get an ice cream cone 
and drink in the pavilion.

There were swimming classes 
there also. I remember Howard 
E. Dunaway was an instructor.

White Stone Beach is a happy 
memory of my youth.

Bette Joe
 (Venable) Covington

Reedville

On the pier at White Stone Beach in the 1940s are, from left, 
Jean Watts, Jeanne Blake, Bette Jo Venable, Nancy Hubbard and 
Grace Ann Simmons. (Courtesy of Bette Jo Covington)

Mary Brent Sparshott sun bathes on the pier during the 1940s. 
(Courtesy of Bette Jo Covington)

Taking a swim break in the 1940s are, from left, Charlie Somer-
vall, Marion Oscar Ashburn and (maybe) David Willing. (Cour-
tesy of Bette Jo Covington)

Dressy dances,
ice cream cones
and sea nettles
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Memories of White Stone Beach

Memories of a week at Cul-
ver’s Cottages at White Stone 
Beach Hotel are among my stron-
gest and most wonderful. During 
the summers of 1947 to 1952, 
our family drove from Richmond, 
crossed the Rappahannock on the 
ferry, and spent a week there. 

The pier played a large part in 
that week. Attached to one side 
of it was a huge net, creating a 
nettle-free swimming sanctuary 
complete with diving board. The 
Kilmarnock Red Cross taught 
swimming lessons there.

At night, all the kids there 
would go to the end of the pier 
with a strong light, lure crabs 
to it, catch them and then, of 
course, release them. The day-
fi shing boat left from the end of 
this pier. We usually got to go 
out on it once a season. My sister 
caught a ‘huge’ fi sh one day and 
the staff cooked it for dinner – 
bringing it to our table with much 
fanfare.

By this time, the Rappahan-
nock had spread all the way under 
the row of eight cottages—all 
attached and fronted by a board-
walk. At night, I could hear the 
waves lapping under our room. 
And I would wake each morning 
counting down the number of 
vacation days left. 

The pavilion was an enchanted 
castle for us. We had never seen 
anything like that. It was a real 
treat to buy a cherry Coke in the 
afternoon and play the pinball 
machines. 

The pavilion also ended our 
staying there. It rocked on Satur-
day nights. Daddy thought it was 

Annual summer visits remembered

Peggy Shinnick Federhart was 
almost 9 when this photo was 
taken at the soda fountain in 
the pavilion in 1949. (Cour-
tesy of Peggy Shinnick Feder-
hart)

Peggy Shinnick Federhart of 
Ophelia still has this Red 
Cross card stating that she 
successfully completed Begin-
ner Swimming at White Stone 
Beach in 1948. (Courtesy of 
Peggy Shinnick Federhart)

getting a little wild for his little 
girls, just about to turn teenag-
ers. 

Peggy Shinnick Federhart
Ophelia

On the pier in 1950 are, from left, Augusta Eubank, Catherine 
Blake Hathaway and Martha Hathaway. (Courtesy of Martha H. 
Shelburne)

Heard Mattingly of Chevy Chase, Md., (right) and a group of fellow fi shermen display their 
catch on the pier. His wife, Essie, took the photo in 1937. The steamboat wharf is visible in the 
background. (Courtesy of Grayson Mattingly)

Chatting behind the fountain in the pavilion in the early 1950’s are Gilbert and Amy Culver, Billy 
and Shirley Bellows and an unidentifi ed couple. Notice the “modern” TV at the top. Hot dogs 
were 20 cents and milk shakes came in three sizes. (Courtesy of Shirley Culver Bellows)

This post card advertised White Stone Beach Resort, where you could “Dine and Sleep at the 
Water’s Edge.” Most of the buildings were on pilings and the tides rose and fell beneath them. 
(Courtesy of Shirley Culver Bellows)
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Memories of White Stone Beach

My memories of White Stone 
Beach were great, lots of fun with 
my friends, family and everyone. 
Kids could run around and you 
did not have to think about some-
one taking your child. You could 
have picnics on the beach, learn 
how to swim, dance, dance and 
dance. 

I remember the juke box, but 
most of all I remember the soda 
fl oats. Hey, I was 2 years old and 
my dad would put me on the table 
so I could dance. My mom said 
when they fi rst opened there were 
a lot of people there every Sat-
urday night—but like any other 
place—fi ghts would break out 
and the people stopped coming. 
The bottom line is “those were 
the days.” 

 White Stone Beach was the 
place to be.

Patsy Headley
White Stone

Patsy Headley (left) of White 
Stone was 2 and Mary Gail 
Davis was 3 when they posed 
on this table on the pavilion 
porch in 1960. (Courtesy of 
Patsy Headley)

Those were 
the days!

As I contemplated writing, I 
looked through old pictures and 
found a lot of people there, but 
none of the hotel or pavilion. 
What I did fi nd was a fl ood of 
memories. 

I grew up in White Stone and 
don’t remember my “fi rst time” 
visit to “The Beach.” It was just 
the place where everybody went. 
I have such clear memories of 
walking from my house which 
was in view of the White Stone 
town center, to the beach with 
my friends.

The road was often times so 
hot that you had to walk on the 
edge in the grass. Of course, as 
kids, we certainly didn’t wear 
shoes to the beach!

I can still see Captain Pleas-
ants, standing, arms crossed over 
his chest, staring out over the 
glistening water. He taught many 
of us to swim. No, he didn’t give 
swimming lessons; he was just 
a nice man that loved kids and 
didn’t want to see any of us get 
into trouble out in the water. 

Sand? If I were to go to the 
house where I grew up, I believe 
you can still fi nd an area where 
my brother and I had to “hose 
off” before we could come into 
the house.

The beach was white and clean, 
the area to the left of the res-
taurant. Looking out over it you 
could fi nd mostly moms and 
their children. There were picnic 
lunches and coolers with cold 
sodas. There was always the smell 
of sun tan lotion. The beach area 
past the waterfront hotel rooms 

wasn’t used as much as the area 
to the left of the restaurant.

When you did walk towards 
Taft Beach, again you would 
fi nd folks soaking up the sun. 
Occasionally, you would fi nd the 
couple that used to keep their 
blanket hidden in an old, water-
tight cooler on the backside of 
the beach. As kids, we knew 
they weren’t supposed to be there 
“together,” but it was something 
that “always was” and other than 
an occasional giggle, no one 
talked about them that much. We 
would hurry on past and go to the 
“cut” where the water went up 
into an area where dozens of baby 
crabs scurried as you splashed 
through the shallow water. 

I remember the fi rst time sea 
nettles came to the beach. No one 
really knew what they were, but 
we found out in a hurry. They 
tried putting net around the right 
side of the dock to keep them out 
but the rise and fall of the water 
just cut off the stingers and they 
got us anyway. We soon learned 
to swim on low tide when the net-
tles seemed to be out, and “hung 
out” in the pavilion when it was 
the wrong tide. Oh, if I had a 
nickel for every nettle sting and 
sun burn I’ve received from a day 
at the beach, I could probably 
buy it! 

If your timing was good, you’d 
buy a single dip cone from Mrs. 
Culver. Mr. Gilbert was tight with 
his dips so timing was every-
thing. We picked up soda bottles 
off the road side and cashed them 
in at Donaldsons’ to have money 

to spend. A friend and I got in big 
trouble one day because we went 
into the bathroom and wrote on 
the walls with lipstick. When we 
came out, Mrs. Culver was stand-
ing there with her hands on her 
hips. She simply said, “Come 
with me girls”. She introduced 
us to buckets, rags, scrub brushes 
and mops! I never wrote on 
another wall! 

Before I was old enough to 
date, I used to baby-sit for the 
Somers at the top of the hill. Sat-
urday nights, after the kids were 
in bed, I’d listen to the music 
and dream of the day I’d be danc-
ing with my friends. Years later I 
wondered how in the world that 
dance fl oor was strong enough to 
hold all those people. The Dyna-
tones would bring out the rhythm 
in even those that didn’t have 
any. 

The Beach? I remember the 
hot sun, my folks always knew 
where I was and weren’t worried 
about me. I remember the men 
at the bar and the girls at the 
juke box. I remember the long 
wooden dock and the two-by-ten 
that served as a diving board. I 
remember the slide that was usu-
ally too hot to slide on and the 
ladder at the deep end being a 
straight up climb.

I remember sitting out on the 
area between the bar and the 
dock and feeling the wind drying 
the salt on my skin. White Stone 
Beach holds a special place in 
my heart. 

Linda Lee Herring
Heathsville

 Ungating a fl ood of memories about ‘The Beach’

Martha Harrison Moody 
moved to White Stone in 1940 
for her fi rst teaching job at 
White Stone High School. The 
21-year-old was known as “Miss 
Harrison” to her pupils. She 
taught at the school for two 
years at a salary of $40 per 
month.. 

She boarded in the home 
of Mr. and Mrs. Eugene Dix, 
which was on Beach Road, half-
way between the school and 
White Stone Beach. “This loca-
tion was very convenient so I 
took advantage of this and was 
at the beach whenever I had the 
chance,” she said.

Mrs. Moody remembers the 
dance hall and all the other 
buildings on the beach. “It was 
a fun place and the place where 
the young people of the North-
ern Neck hung out and danced. 
We were in the midst of World 
War II and the servicemen were 
coming back home on week-
ends. We did our best to see that 
they were entertained, and the 
Saturday night dance at White 
Stone Beach was a top prior-
ity.”

Mrs. Moody remembers danc-
ing to big band music such 
as played by Glenn Miller, 
Tommy Dorsey, Guy Lombardo 
and Sammy Kaye. “The dances 
were ‘tag dances’ where the 
boys would break in on their 
partners and that kept the girls 
in a whirl. I loved to dance and 
could have danced all night,” 
she said.

Mrs. Moody, 85, currently 
lives in Blackstone.  

by Robert Mason Jr.
David Flester of White Stone 

recalls with enthusiasm the sum-
mers of his youth spent at White 
Stone Beach.

“My father was from down here 
and we came down every summer 
to stay at the White Stone Beach 
Hotel, a week in early summer 
and week in late summer,” said 
Flester,

That was from the time he was 

 White Stone man grows up with The Dynatones

The Rappahannock “Riviera,” known as White Stone Beach, 
attracted folks even into the fall. This photo was taken in Sep-
tember of 1958. (Photos courtesy of David Flester)

a toddler until his dad moved 
the family back to White Stone 
in 1963, he said. Flester was 
17 when they moved to White 
Stone.

The rooms were $8 to $12 per 
person per day, including three 
homemade meals. There were 
eight or 10 rooms built over the 
water and there were no private 
baths, he said. Bathhouses with 
showers were out back, one for 

the boys and one for the girls—
one toilet for the boys and one for 
the girls.

The rooms were “rustic,” no 
sheet rock, just boards, a bed, a 
closet and a linoleum fl oor.

“It was just like being on a 
boat on the river. You could go 
to sleep hearing the water break 
right beneath you,” said Flester.

A boardwalk ran along the 
length of the facilities, parallel to 
the Rappahannock River. There 
was a pavilion where the dances 
were held, with a soda fountain 
where they served beer, cold 
drinks and ice cream. There were 
pinball machines and changing 
rooms for folks who came to use 
the beach, he added.

The dance fl oor was wood and 
they had to sprinkle sawdust on it 
so folks could dance. There was 
no air conditioning, so it could 
get pretty humid in there, he said.

There was a dining room and 
(more on page 30)

Martha Harrison at White 
Stone Beach with a friend in 
1941.

‘ I could have 
danced all night’

Nick Eubank of Richmond 
remembers White Stone Beach 
as “one of my favorite places” 
during visits in the late 1950s and 
early 1960s.

“We took our girlfriends and 
danced to the ‘Dynatones’ and we 
all wore our uniforms of khaki 
shorts, Weejun loafers and bleed-
ing madras shirts. On a good hot 
night with a new shirt, our bodies 
were multicolored by the time we 
arrived home,” said Eubank.

“White Stone Beach was a 
great place to absolutely wear 
yourself out at the end of the week 
by dancing from eight o’clock 
until midnight. I have some won-
derful memories.”

Khakis, Weejuns
and Madras
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Memories of White Stone Beach

Led by “Big Daddy” (center) on the saxophone, The Fabulous Dynatones drew crowds to the 
beach pavilion every Saturday night during the summer. Walt Worman (left) of White Stone 
sometimes played guitar with the eight-piece band. (Courtesy of Lucy Wilson Schultz)

To the music of The Dynatones, locals and many who drove 
long distances danced the night away each Saturday in the late 
50s and 60s. (Courtesy of Lucy Wilson Schultz)

This poster advertised a dance with The Fabulous Dynatones on 
a Saturday night in May, probably in the early 60s. (Courtesy of 
Fletcher Brown III) 

My parents, who lived in 
Hopewell, fi rst rented the old 
White Stone Beach cottage (Taft 
post offi ce) in 1945 when I was 
six years old. My three sisters 
and I would spend one or two 
weeks at this wonderful place 
and, with the exception of a 
couple of summers, we always 
returned.

When I was in high school, 
my mother and her friend, Alice 
Micklem, would have the nerve 
to pile six to eight teenage girls 
in their cars and head for the 
river. Since the bridge had not 
been built, we had to come 
across the ferry. If we thought 
we would be a few minutes late, 

Mama would start honking the 
horn at the top of the hill so the 
ferry wouldn’t leave us!

We would spend the week 
swimming in the netted section 
at the pavilion because of the sea 
nettles and playing our ukuleles 
on the pier. We were allowed 
to go to the dances on Saturday 
night but we had to be home by 
11 p.m.

After the owners, Amy and 
Gilbert Culver, retired, the pavil-
ion sat alone carrying all the 
memories of people who enjoyed 
it so much. It was burned a few 
years later.

Lucy Wilson Schultz
Virginia Beach  

 A beach regular since age 6

An advertisement in the June 8, 1961, Rappahannock Record.

I have a lot of memories of 
White Stone Beach from the mid-
to-late 50s and then the 60s, but 
I’m not sure I can share the ones 
from the 60s!

I remember as a young child in 
the late 50s going there to swim. 
I had my fi rst “coffee” ice cream 
cone there. Boy, did I think I 
was big stuff because my parents 
wouldn’t let me drink coffee.

I also was in my fi rst beauty 
contest there and played “Toy-
land” on the piano for my talent. 
When I look back on those 
photos, I was so thin, but I had so 
much hair. It was all poofed up 
and glued down.

When I became a teenager, we 
all just loved The Dynatones.

However, because of the drink-
ing and partying, my parents 
wouldn’t let me go there. I’m not 
saying I didn’t go, just saying I 
wasn’t supposed to go.

Hazel Farmer
Irvington

Some memories 
remain untold

Here’s a word I miss -- “perco-
lator.” That was just a fun word 
to say. And what was it replaced 
with? “Coffeemaker.” How dull. Mr. 
Coffee, I blame you for this.

CLASSICS, your grandchildren 
have never heard!
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Allison’s Awnings
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  beautiful and colorful Sunbrella fabrics
• Stationary or retractable, motorized or manual
• Add elegance and definition to your home
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Sunbrella is a registered
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Allison’s ACE Hardware
“Good Ol’ Fashioned Service for Over 34 Years”“Good Ol’ Fashioned Service for Over 34 Years”“Good Ol’ Fashioned Service for Over 34 Years”“Good Ol’ Fashioned Service for Over 34 Years”“Good Ol’ Fashioned Service for Over 34 Years”

3010 Northumberland Hwy., Lottsburg, VA
804-529-7578     or     800-457-7578

www.allisonsacehardware.com

I have great memories of White 
Stone Beach, and it was sad to 
drive there recently and see noth-
ing of the original hotel and pier. 

We had our Wicomico High 
School Senior Class picnic there 
in 1950. The Dynatones were 
great! I remember in the 50s 
their singer singing “What Am 

I Living For.” He sang it better 
than the original recorder, who I 
believe was Chuck Willis. 

I recall that the singer worked 
for a local plasterer named Cyrus 
Clark and sang on the job all 
day!

Howard O. Haynie
Williamsburg

 The Dynatones had  great singer!

White Stone, Va., Saturday 
night, mid-summer 1965, the 
parking lot full with cars— the 
only place to be was White Stone 
Beach to hear the Dynatones. 

I was 15, too young to date. 
For most, it was the date night of 
the week. For me, it was a chance 
to listen to the Dynatones and 
feel the beat of the music fi lling 
my soul. I would close my eyes 
and it was the closest I would 
ever get to James Brown and Ray 
Charles.

The Dynatones included Ray 
Bea, Big Daddy, Al, George 
and Walt. There may have been 
others. Walt is my brother, Walt 
Worman. He would get home in 
the early hours of Sunday morn-
ing and wake me to ask how 
I thought they sounded. They 
always sounded wonderful to me. 
They came to our home, Pop 
Castle, and played on the front 
porch. 

To quote Willa Cather from My 
Antonia, “In the course of too 
many crowded years one parts 
with many illusions. I did not 
wish to lose the early ones. Some 
memories are realities, and are 
better than anything that can ever 
happen again.”

Listening to the Dynatones is 
one of those memories for me. 

Barbara Miller 
Fredericksburg

Listen, and 
you can hear 
the Dynatones

Former Lancaster County Sheriff Harry Treakle is shown behind 
the counter in the pavilion, keeping an eye on all those “wild” 
teenagers! Treakle was elected in 1944 and served until he 
retired at age 72 in 1960. He then worked part-time to keep 
the peace at the beach and at Simon Conquest, a night spot 
near Kilmarnock. He died in 1979 at age 91. (Courtesy of Lucy 
Wilson Schultz)

Pictured here are Frances Chase 
Simmons of Irvington with her 
son, J. Rawleigh Simmons (age 
one and a half), at White Stone 
Beach in June of 1960. 

Mrs. Simmons notes that her 
husband, the late C. Jackson Sim-
mons, was born at White Stone 
Beach Hotel on February 17, 
1923. His parents, Bayard Lee 
Simmons and Hilda Jett Sim-
mons, were living with his aunt, 
Lula Rogers, who was running 
the hotel at that time. Dr. B.H.B. 
Hubbard was the doctor.

Mrs. Rogers later ran the Hazel 
Hotel in Kilmarnock. 

 Beach generations
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14476 Northumberland Hwy.
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804-453-9291 • www.faulknerfuneralhome.com

Jones-Ash
Funeral Home

3735 Ridge Road
PO Box 276 • Heathsville, Va.  22473

804-580-3222
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Arrangements may be made at either location or at your homeCHARLES W. FAULKNER, III
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SONNY ASH
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Name:_________________________________________________

Address:______________________________________________

City:_______________________State:___________Zip:________
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✃

Receive A Free Family Planning Guide and Information
Complete and mail this coupon

I would like information on the following:
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“When it comes to making final arrangements, respect,
care and compassion go into everything we do.”

My fi rst visit to White Stone 
Beach was in the summer of 
1966. I went on a blind double 
date with my sister, Charlotte, her 
boyfriend, Carroll Adams, and 
his cousin, John Hudnall. John 
and Carroll were the nephews 
of Amy and Gilbert Culver, the 
owners of the White Stone Beach 
resort.

I didn’t know at the time, 
but it was a working date. The 
boys helped by selling drinks and 
watching the back door. If you 
left, you could come back in the 
back way, but had to pass your 
hand under a black light to make 
sure you had a stamp.

The dances were always full of 
young people and there was the 
great music to dance to provided 
by The Dynatones. After several 
fast dances, we would walk out 
into the cool, salty air on the 
long pier to cool off. John and I 
would look for phosphorus lights 
in the water. Occasionally, people 
would jump off for a swim or just 
to show off.

John took a break, brought two 
beers out and we sat on the pier 
hiding in front of the cottages. 
I had never drank a beer on a 
date before. I also remember kiss-
ing him, even though good girls 
weren’t supposed to kiss on the 
fi rst date back in those days. John 
seemed to like me and asked me 
out again. I told my Mother he 
drank a beer and I didn’t think I’d 
go out again with him. (I didn’t 
tell her I drank one too.) It wasn’t 
long before I fell in love with 
him. We spent every weekend 
working and dancing at White 
Stone Beach until he went back to 
college at the end of the summer.

The next summer we were 
back enjoying the warm summer 
nights. John hid a bottle of gin 
behind the stop sign going down 
to the beach. We spent so much 
time trying to act grownup. Once 
my sister and I attended an all-
night college beach party there 
with John and Carroll. Charlotte 
begged our parents to let her stay 
overnight in the cottages, but they 
weren’t sold on the idea. Around 
11 p.m., they showed up in the 
station wagon packed with kids 
to check things out. John and I 
were already in the car ready to 
leave when Charlotte did some-
thing that I’ll never forget. Daddy 
was telling her to get in the car, 
that she couldn’t stay and she 
yelled, “Oh, Daddy! don’t be so 
Victorian!”

The look on Daddy’s face was 
priceless. Daddy doesn’t cuss or 
get mad easily, but I’m sure every-
one there heard him yell back, 
“I’ll show you how DAMN VIC-
TORIAN I am,” as he dragged 
her toward the car with everyone 
watching.

Needless to say, Charlotte 
didn’t stay at the beach party. 
It was one of the most exciting 
things I’ve ever seen my parents 

White Stone Beach and exciting ‘Victorian’ parents
do and to this day we still laugh 
about the scene. Whenever our 
children test us we use the “Vic-
torian” story to get our point 
across.

My last memory of the beach 
was the wonderful Sunday dinner 
Aunt Amy prepared for us in the 
dining hall. It was the best food 
I’ve ever eaten. The beach closed 
down soon after that. Whenever 
crossing the White Stone bridge 
I would look across, hoping for a 
glimpse of that old pier with the 
aging cottages. Time has erased 
almost all signs of the buildings.

I am thankful to have had the 

opportunity to relive some of the 
great memories of my youth as I 
sit here with my eyes closed hear-
ing The Dynatones and imag-
ining the kids with their arms 
waving in the air singing along 
with them.

Isn’t it funny how when you’re 
young you want to be old and 
when you’re old you long to 
be young? John and I will soon 
be married 37 years and credit 
White Stone Beach as an impor-
tant place in our lives where we 
fell in love.

Sandy Hudnall
Mechanicsville

“In the summer of 1950, after 
getting my instructor’s license, I 
started teaching Red Cross swim-
ming lessons at White Stone 
Beach,” recalls Sandy Quillan of 
Kilmarnock. “My class had all 
ages of students, ranging from 
children to adults.”

One of the adults, Helen 
Layman, a beautiful Kilmarnock 
native who had just completed her 
fi rst year at Averett College, was 
told by her aunt, Edith Eubank, 
that she, her sister and brother 
would be taking ‘bathing’ lessons 
that summer.

“When I fi rst saw the man who 
would be teaching us, I thought 
‘Wow, what a handsome man he 
is!’ recalls Helen. “As the week 
progressed, I needed special help 
with my side stroke. By the end 
of the fi rst week we had our fi rst 
date. We went to the movies at the 
Fairfax theatre in Kilmarnock.

“We dated other people that 
summer, but by the fall Sandy 
started visiting me at college and 
we were married in November of 
1953,” said Helen.

“I knew that I loved her at fi rst 
sight,” said Sandy.

 Love and swimming lessons

I remember White Stone Beach 
as the place to go for special 
ocassions. The food was fabulous 
and the dances were great. You 
never saw anybody out of place. 
If so, Mr. Culver would just tap 
them on the shoulder.

I don’t care what they cooked, 
it was better than anything any-
where else, and my mother was 
an excellent cook. It could have 
been the salt air.

Jean Robertson
White Stone

 Salt air makes everything better
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lots of local folks would come for 
meals. At dinner, a fi sh or a meat 
was served. The biscuits, rolls and 
pancakes were homemade, said 
Flester.

“I ate my fi rst sugar toad there,” 
said Flester. “The waiter’s name 
was Alec and he knew everybody 
by name. My parents sent the kids 
to the dining hall fi rst so they 
could visit or have a drink before 
coming down.”

When they entered the dining 
room that evening, Alec told them 
they were serving some meat and 
“Chicken of the Sea,” explained 
Flester. “I was thinking tuna fi sh, 
but it was sugar toad. I ate it and I 
liked it.”

Amy and Gilbert Culver were 
the perfect hosts, said Flester.

A pier extended out from the 
boardwalk, he said. There was a 
net in an attempt to keep the jelly 
fi sh out of the swimming area, a 
diving board and a sliding board.

“I got to know The Dynatones,” 
said Flester. “When I was real 
young, they let me stand on the 
bandstand with them so I wouldn’t 
get trampled by the dancers.”

The Dynatones played soul 
music covering hits by Sam & 
Dave and Sam Cooke and all the 
good music of the 1960s, he said.

The place was jam-packed 
every Saturday night. The dance 
fl oor was packed and the seats 
would still be fi lled, he said. 
People would come from Rich-
mond and Washington. During 
the fall, winter and spring, the 
band would play at college cam-
puses and clubs where they devel-
oped a following among young 
adults who would drive to White 
Stone on Saturday nights in the 
summer.

“Admission was $4 per couple, 
which was rather steep at the 
time,” said Flester.

Single guys and girls would just 

(continued from page 26)

wait around outside until a single 
of the opposite sex showed up and 
they’d go in as a couple, he said.

Sometimes The Dynatones 
would be the backup band for big 
name acts in the city, Flester said. 
There was a promoter who owned 
an after-hours club in Gloucester 
and the big names would drop 
in after their own show and The 
Dynatones would be playing.

They also played at Churchill 
Beach and other venues in the 
area. When Flester graduated from 
high school in Kilmarnock in 
1964, The Dynatones played at 
his graduation party at Pop Castle, 
he said.

“Those guys were great musi-
cians and they were just as friendly 
as could be,” said Flester. “When 
I was young, they took me under 
their wing and when I was older, 
I played with them a little. I was 
second baritone sax.”

The leader of the band was 
known as “Big Daddy” and Ray 
Bea was lead singer. Most of them 
were from the Cobbs Creek area 
of Mathews; the lead singer was 
from Kilmarnock, he said. There 
were three saxophone players, a 
drummer, a lead guitar player, a 
bass guitar player and an organ 
player.

“Those dances were unbeliev-
able,” said Flester. “I can’t men-
tion any names, but there was one 
guy who would dance with his 
beer bottle in his back pocket.”

During intermission, most 
people went out to their cars to 
have a drink, or out on the pier. 
If it was hot enough, some went 
swimming, he said.

“One summer, whenever they 
played ‘Everybody Loves a 
Lover,’ people would get up on 
the stage and sing with them,” 
said Flester. “By the end of the 
summer, everybody who wanted 
to had taken their turn on stage.”

Even before his time, White 
Stone Beach was quite a place, 
added Flester. His parents spoke 
of the Big Band era and how Paul 
Whitman and his band had played 
there. That was back in the days 
when they wore coats and ties to 
the dances, he said.

Vera Flester enjoyed a Rappa-
hannock River sunset on a visit 
to White Stone Beach Hotel in 
July 1956.

David Flester as an early teen 
caught this fi sh on a family 
visit to the White Stone Beach 
Hotel.

Growing up with The Dynatones . . .

Beginning in her infancy, Anita Sanders says she spent a lot of fun 
time at White Stone Beach. She is pictured here as a one-year-old, 
crawling on a table on the boardwalk out over the water. Her mother, 
Margaret Powers Sanders, is at the far left. The pier was directly out 
front, the dining room was to the right, the snack bar is in the back-
ground and behind that was the dance fl oor. 

Sanders said the Red Cross taught her how to swim in the netted 
area by the dock, and her instructor was Sandy Quillan. She also 
spent many a teenage Saturday night dancing the twist, mashed 
potato and pony at White Stone Beach. 

 At the Beach - toddler to teenager

When I was growing up in Lan-
caster County, swimming lessons 
were offered every summer in the 
netted-in area of the Rappahan-
nock River at White Stone Beach. 
A wooden pier led to it from the 
pavilion owned by Mr. and Mrs. 
William Culver, their son, Gilbert, 
and daughter-in-law, Amy. The 
swimming area was large enough 
to include various depths from 
shallow to very deep. The depths 
changed from day to day, depend-
ing on the tides. Most of the time 
the sea nettles were able to squeeze 
through the net and consequently, 
someone was always getting stung. 
This calamity was usually followed 
by a lot of screaming, crying and 
general mayhem until the victim 
could be pacifi ed and convinced to 
return to class.

There was a wooden ladder and 
diving board in the deep end and 
a wooden ladder and sliding board 
closer to shore. The latter could 
contain a splinter or two, so one 
had to keep that in mind while 
sliding. We could only use the slid-
ing board when classes were not 
in progress.

The classes proceeded without a 
problem if the weather was warm 
and sunny, but there seemed to be 
a lot of days that were cloudy or 
chilly or rainy or all of these com-
bined. Many of us shivered, shook 
and complained, but we somehow 
learned to swim.

Gilbert and Amy Culver’s 
daughters, Shirley and Bernice, 
were usually in charge of the 
classes. They were pretty, tanned, 
and important, with their whistles 
and clipboards always in tow. Most 
people envied them since their par-
ents and grandparents owned the 
whole place. I think they could 
even get free food and drink! There 
were many other teachers through-
out the years. Some that I remem-

  Swimming classes at White Stone Beach
ber were Joe Adams, who really 
headed up the team for the Red 
Cross, Coley Davis, a Mr. Hall and 
Sandy Quillan, my future brother-
in-law.

Following the end of the class 
sessions, there was often a dem-
onstration performance of all that 
we had learned. The public was 
invited to attend and our parents, 
of course, were the proudest of 
the lot. These “affairs” were some-
times presented at the beach and, 
occasionally, at The Tides Inn 
pool. An especially memorable 
one was at the Inn at night. It must 

have been a windy night because 
I distinctly recall fi erce waves in 
the deep end. At one point, two 
advanced students, Mrs. Nurney 
and Mrs. Herndon, were given the 
dubious distinction of holding me 
up to prevent my drowning. By the 
following summer, I had managed 
to escape their holds on me and I 
actually performed my skills with-
out being supported by anyone. To 
this day, I still miss White Stone 
Beach and all of the fun I had 
there.

Ed Layman
Kilmarnock

by Mary Ellwanger
“Okay, Mom, you did it again!” 

said my son, in an exasperated 
voice. In the waning days of last 
summer, I was taking my oldest 
son, who is 15, to stay overnight 
with a friend who lives in White 
Stone. Naturally, I got lost, much 
to my son’s dismay. I had not 
been in that part of Virginia 
for years, and everyone, except 
my son, knows that sometimes 
memory dims with age.

Anyhow, having found my way 
over the bridge at Grey’s Point 
and into the small town of White 
Stone, I thought it would be great 
to show him where his parents 
and their friends used to have 
a wonderful time on Saturday 
nights. Well, 15-year-olds think 
their parents only exist to keep 

Big Daddy, rockin’ at the 
beach are magical memories

(more on page 37)

them from having a good time, 
but my son is fairly patient with 
his parents. So, he humored his 
aging mother.
Going to See Big Daddy

All along the way, I was tell-
ing him what wonderful times 
we used to have at White Stone 
Beach, a ramshackle clapboard 
pavilion with a big dance fl oor 
and a semblance of a pier and 
walkway near the edge of the 
Chesapeake Bay. I told him we 
used to get two or three carloads 
of friends together and ride to 
White Stone Beach on Saturday 
nights to hear Big Daddy and the 
Dynatones wailing out our favor-
ite songs live, the songs we loved 
to hear on the radio.

“Who or what is a Dyna-
tone?” my son asked, bemused. 

He couldn’t believe that we had 
to ride an hour to hear a local 
band. “But,” I said, “this wasn’t 
just ANY band! This band was 
the Dynatones!’

And they never really started 
rocking until 9:30 or 10:00 at 
night. Big Daddy knew all of us. 
He knew all the kids from all the 
surrounding areas who were reg-
ulars on the dance fl oor. He led 
the band and played his heart out 
with that big, shiny saxophone, 
while we danced the night away. 
And he WAS big. He must have 
weighed almost 300 pounds, but 
he handled his band and music 
with a light, loving touch.

The fact that his mother had 
ever known anyone called Big 
Daddy made my son look at me 
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Few people can equal grand-
parents in the eyes of their grand-
children.

Grandparents become friends, 
heroes, teachers and a lot more as 
they form bonds with their grand-
children that last forever. Even 
the little things grandparents do 
will become special for grand-
children who hold them in awe.

A lot of grandparents say of 
their grandchildren, “I don’t know 
what I’d do without them.” 

Although it’s not apparent to 
the grandchildren, memories are 
being made just about every time 
they see their grandparents. Some 
day when they remember the 
good times, they will know just 
how really special their grandpar-
ents have been in their lives.

With the grandeur of being a 
grandparent comes some respon-
sibilities. Grandparents must 
resist the temptation to overly 
spoil their grandchildren and to 
spend quality with them. 

“They need attention; just do 
things they want to do,” said Fay 
Bray of Urbanna, a grandfather 
of three. “But you have to set 
down some rules.

“When my children were grow-
ing up I was busy and didn’t have 
near the time I have for these 
grandchildren. But I thoroughly 
enjoy mine. There’s nothing like 
a grandchild,” said Bray.

Six-year-old grandson Michael 
thinks the world of his grandfa-
ther and imitates his every move 
when it comes to hunting and fi sh-

Grandparenting 101: 
Giving love and guidance while making good memories

Katie and Michael Enz enjoy riding bikes with granddaddy Fay Bray of Urbanna.

by Tom Chillemi

“Whenever they want to sit on my lap, I let 
them, because I know when they get older they 
are not going to want to.”  —Barbara Gillespie

ing. He even skinned a stuffed toy 
once “like granddaddy does.” 

“He’s 6 years old going on 21,” 
said Bray. 

Granddaughter Katie, 11, is 
very helpful when she visits, adds 

Avery Walden delights in stacking candles with “Grandma” Kim 
Cradlin of Urbanna.               (photo by Tom Chillemi)

Bray.
“It makes your day.”
Ann Shelton of Weems loves 

her grandchildren no matter what. 
“I know grandparents that think 
their grandchildren are perfect 
and therefore never correct them. 
I disagree with that,” said Shel-
ton. “I’m going to be good to 
my grandchildren and I’m going 
to treat them like I did my kids. 
I’m going to love and respect 
them, but I expect the same from 
them.” 

Grandparents have to remem-
ber that just because they are par-
ents they still must give up being 
“the” authority fi gure now that 
their children are parents. “The 
main thing is, just because you’ve 
raised your kids, you don’t treat 
your grandchildren’s parents like 
they’re dumb.

“Don’t go in your son or daugh-
ter’s house and act like you are 
‘the great know-it-all.’ That way 
you keep down family confl ict 
and keep up your relationship 
with your grandchildren. When 
they are at my house my rules 
apply, and when I visit them my 
rules are left at the door,” Shelton 
said.

Shelton keeps in touch with her 
grandchildren, ages 10 and 11, 
who live in Richmond and Flor-
ida with weekly phone calls and 
by sending notes and cards. “Let 

them know you are there. I got 
a note in the mail saying she 
wanted me to come and see a 
new fi sh. It makes your day.”

Anna Ticer of Kilmarnock, a 
grandmother for 21 years, has 
fi ve grandchildren and three step-
grandchildren. Ticer said she’s 
closest to the oldest, who was 9 
when the second one was born.

Ticer used to meet the mother 
at the Route 301 bridge so she 
could keep her fi rst granddaugh-

ter on weekends, even when she 
was an infant, to give the parents 
some free time “I think that is 
important. I have extended an 
open invitation to keep the kids.”

She also tries to go to every 
program her grandchildren are in, 
even when it’s out of town. “If 
they ask you to come, you should 
go.” 

“Rule number one is when the 
grandchildren are at my house 
they do it my way,” said Ticer. 
“When the parents are here, they 
have to get their parents’ per-
mission instead of mine. If not, 
they would have you believe they 
have their parents’ permission. 
For example, how many times 
have you heard ‘Mommy said I 
can have coffee” and you know 
it’s not so?” 

“I did make a couple of mis-
takes with foods, but I kind of 
knew it and did it any way, 
because grandparents are sup-
posed to do fun stuff,” said Ticer. 
“Like let them have ice cream 
before bed.” 

Ticer keeps them entertained 
with board games. “If they are 
good, they get to play games.”

Ticer also is someone the 
grandchildren can confi de in. “If 
we have a problem and we work 
it out and they promise not to 
do it again, it’s kept between us. 
That strengthens the bond. They 
always know they can come to 
me with a problem.”

Kim Cradlin of Urbanna said 
she tries not to interfere with the 

Having grandchildren is 
almost like starting over. You 
may have raised children, but 
child rearing has evolved to an 
art and science.

If your baby skills are a little 
rusty, here are a few things to 
keep in mind when it comes 
the little ones, as offered by 
some “experts.”

The birth of baby can be 
stressful enough without a 
bunch of unsolicited advice.

1. Don’t announce the preg-
nancy, let the parents do it. 
Share your excitement care-
fully. 

2. Don’t play the name game, 
the baby’s or yours. Parents 
don’t want to be second-
guessed when it comes to 
something as personal as a 
name. So don’t make sugges-
tions or judgments. A name that 
sounds unusual at fi rst (like 
Gaa-pa) may “grow” on you, 

especially when it’s uttered by 
your precious grandchild.

3. Don’t try to be Dr. Spock. 
Better than giving advice is 
giving the new parents recent 
parenting books and letting 
them discover the information. 
And, grandparents can benefi t 
from the books.

4. Don’t buy things without 
asking. It’s better to ask par-
ents fi rst and fi nd out specifi -
cally what they had in mind.

5. Don’t visit and expect to 
be entertained. A new baby 
drains parents. Offer to help. 
Wash clothes, cook, run 
errands, or even keep the baby 
for an hour, so the mother and 
father can rest.

6. Don’t say “yes” when 
the parents have said “no.” 
Follow the parents’ rules and 
enjoy your grandchildren 
now; they won’t babies for 
long.

Tips for grandparents

(continued on page 33)
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$1,398,500

Broadview
A spectacular location for
those who delight in the

bounty of the Bay !

FAX: 804-435-7006

A magnificent and rare
6.9±  acre parcel with water on
two sides. Beautiful, wide views,
a protected cove to the side
(home to herons and delicate
shore birds) and a deep water
pier for sailboats and mo-
tor yachts.

The home is bright
and airy–a design that in-
corporates a full range of
family comforts, high ceil-
ings, generous use of glass,
fireplace, 17 ceiling fans,
beautiful mill work,
screened porch, 41/2  bath-
rooms, excellent storage,
with a wrap around open
porch that promise an ex-
perience of freedom and
sheer delight.

 ROUTE 3 • POST OFFICE BOX 1433
WHITE STONE, VA. 22578

LAWLER
REAL ESTATE

email: lawler@crosslink.net  •  web site: www.lawlerrealestate.com

(804) 435-1000

1-800-962-1923
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CRALLE INSURANCE AGENCY
GENERAL INSURANCE

Sound insurance for every need

P.O. Box 226
Callao, VA 22435

APRIL M. NASH
Agent

(804) 529-6226
FAX: (804) 529-5202

email:  cralleins@rivnet.net

We Offer. . . 
• Pre-arranged Services

• Pre-paid Funeral Trust Accounts
• Traditional Funerals and

Cremation Services
• Granite & Marble Monuments

and Bronze Markers

Phone (804) 758-2315
Fax (804) 758-5311
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 bffhsaluda@cablefi rst.net  •  P.O. Box 228, Saluda, Virginia  23149

An estimated 70% of Americans will use long-term care
at some point in their lives.* Did you also know that it
costs an average of $26,300 per year to stay in an
assisted-living facility?†

Long-term care insurance can help you receive the care
you need in the privacy of your own home.  And the
expense of the care wouldn’t fall all on you or your family.
Call me today for our free brochure, which details the
long-term care insurance options available to you. 

*GE Center for Financial Learning, 2002
†Washington Post
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FC Name
Title
Address
City, State
Phone

F C P h o t o

LONG-TERM CARE 
INSURANCE HELPS YOU GET 
THE CARE YOU MAY NEED … 

IN YOUR OWN HOME.

Scott Haley, AAMS
Branch Manager
Financial Consultant
804-695-1999

Judy Mansfi eld
Financial Consultant
804-695-1999

Preserve Your Memories of White Stone Beach
with one or both of these vintage poster prints.

$40 per poster includes tax, shipping & handling.

WHITE  STONE  BEACH
CIRCA 1937

White Stone Beach
Circa 1968

11” X 17” poster print available in sepia tone only

11” X 17” poster print available in black & white or color

Send check or money order to:
Mattingly Productions • PO Box 761 • Irvington, VA 22480

Visa or Mastercard orders taken by phone
Toll-Free (877) 743-3200 or Local 438-6100

Please allow 2 - 3 weeks for delivery.

BRITISH MOTOR CAR RESTORATION

HUMMEL FIELD IN TOPPING

parents’ decisions, but sometimes 
she can’t help but give in to her 
2-year old granddaughter, Avery 
Walden, such as when she wants 
chocolate. “I know I shouldn’t 
give her chocolate,” admits Crad-
lin. 

Cradlin’s son, Shawn Walden, 
comes up with a solution as 
he watches his mother give his 
daughter Valentine’s chocolates. 
“She’s going to be hyper. I think 
I’ll leave her here with you,” 
he tells his mother. With that, 
Walden is off to pick up a boat.
“I need my fi x”

Schools were closed for snow, 
but the roads were open and Bar-
bara Gillespie of Glenns was on 
her way to Mechanicsville to see 
her grandchildren. “I need my 
fi x,” she said.

She tries to make the one-hour 
trip from Glenns to see them once 
a week. “I always bring some-

thing. That’s spoiling them, but 
my daughter thinks that’s okay.”

Gillespie has a lot of good 
memories of being with her 
grandmother, and is eager to see 
that tradition continues with her 
three grandchildren, twin 7-year-
old girls, and a 4-year-old boy. 

Asked for some advice when it 
comes to grandchildren, she said 
without hesitation, “Always have 
popsicles. Just have something 
they like when they come over.” 

To bridge the distance, she also 
mails little gifts to her grandchil-
dren on special days like Hallow-
een and Valentine’s Day.

Gillespie said she always takes 

time to read to her grandchil-
dren. “Whenever they want to sit 
on my lap, I let them, because I 
know when they get older they 
are not going to want to.”

When it comes to “major disci-
pline issues,” Gillespie talks to the 
parents and lets them handle it. 
“I’m not going to be ‘the heavy,’ 
I’m the grandparent.”

Frankie Bareford of Deltaville 
said he has always had a good 
relationship with his 11-year old 
grandson, who now lives in Vir-
ginia Beach. “Don’t get on their 
case,” he advises. “Any kid will 
like you. You’re always the good 
guy. Let Grandma be the villain.”

Grandparenting 101 . . . (conttinued from page 31)

Eclipse your 
competition...

Advertise 
in the classifi eds

435-1701 
or 

758-2328 
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Protect Your Home
& Health

King’s Cleaning
Removes MOLD & DUSTMITES

1-800-828-4398
Discounted Durable
Medical Equipment

“The Devils Made Me Do It” Cookbooks
available for sale with proceeds going to

the LHS Band.

2 South Main Street
(804) 435-0123
9-5 Mon. - Fri.
Public Welcome

We will gladly bill Medicare, Medicaid and
most insurance companies.

We carry a full line of:
 canes • walkers • wheelchairs •

nebulizers • respiratory • diabetic and
ostomy supplies • bulk diapers •

underpads • wound care products •
 bath safety equipment • lift chairs

Accredited Jobst dealer.

www.thefootcenter.org

*WE ACCEPT THE REDUCED RATE FOR OUT OF NETWORK POLICIES

...Dedicated To Excellence In Foot Care & Surgery

The Foot CenterThe Foot CenterThe Foot Center
Dr. William W. Eng • Dr. Noel P. Patel

Dr. Glen R. Wilensky

BOARD CERTIFIED DIPLOMATE AMERICAN COUNCIL OF
CERTIFIED PODIATRIC PHYSICIANS & SURGEONS

Bunions • Hammertoes • Neuromas • Corns & Calluses
Heel & Arch Pain • Ingrown Nails & Warts • Sports Medicine
Diabetic Foot Care • Athletic Injuries • Circulatory Problems

Elderly Foot Care • In-Office or Hospital Surgery
Laser Treatment • Dynamic Arch Supports

“We provide custom Computerized
Foot Analysis And Ankle Evaluations”

Alternative Acupuncture Treatment Available.
• MOST INSURANCE PLANS & HMO’S ACCEPTED •
Same Day & Saturday Appointments Available

We Also Do House Calls
WEST END

285-1523
COLONIAL HEIGHTS

526-4213
CHESTER

751-0443
KILMARNOCK

435-1644
EMERGENCIES CALL

254-0808

Taking Care of
Life’s Necessities

So You Can Enjoy Life’s Niceties

Farnham Manor
ASSISTED LIVING RESIDENCE

I didn’t realize how much keeping up

with the house was keeping me from my friends,

my hobbies and from paying attention to my health.

I feel great at Farnham Manor. The staff make

sure I take my medication, I eat regularly

and sombody else is responsible for the cooking,

cleaning and laundry for a change.

I’m free to do the things I enjoy.

804-394-2102
511 Cedar Grove Lane

Farnham, Virginia 22460

Recently, my elderly mother fell 
and broke her hip. One of the nurses 
in the emergency room mentioned 
that my mother may need assistance 
with her ADLs. In my frantic state 
of mind, I did not obtain clarifi ca-
tion from her about ADLs. Can you 
please provide me with any infor-
mation about ADLs? 

ADLs (activities of daily living) 
can be defi ned as the everyday 
activities involved in personal care, 
such as, feeding, dressing, bathing, 
moving from a bed to a chair (also 
called transferring), toileting and 
walking. Physical or mental disabil-
ities can restrict a person’s ability to 
perform personal ADLs. 

Many people who have ADL 
defi cits visit physical therapists in 
order to improve mobility. Physical 
therapists are licensed health care 
professionals who work to relieve 
pain and improve mobility in people 
who have a physically disabling 
condition.

For example, physical therapists 
may work with people who have 
arthritis, bone fractures, spinal inju-
ries or head injuries. The physical 
therapist uses many methods to 
improve physical condition and per-
formance. Therapy strategies might 
include heat, light, water, sound 
waves, massage, and repetitive exer-
cise to maintain or improve the 
patient’s condition. 

Physical therapists also teach 
people how to use assistive devices 
such as crutches or wheelchairs or 
adaptive devices such as prosthe-
ses. 

In addition to physical therapists, 
occupational therapists can help 
people restore ADL function. Occu-
pational therapists help people lead 
more productive, active and inde-
pendent lives through a variety of 
methods, including the use of adap-
tive equipment.

An occupational therapist’s main 
objective is to improve people’s 

ability to perform tasks associated 
with activities of daily living. They 
work with individuals who have 
conditions that are mentally, physi-
cally, developmentally, or emotion-
ally disabling.

For those with permanent func-
tional disabilities, such as spinal 

cord injuries, cerebral palsy, or 
muscular dystrophy, occupational 
therapists instruct in the use of 
adaptive equipment such as wheel-
chairs, splints, and aids for eating 
and dressing.

For more answers on aging, visit 
www.seniornavigator.com. 

Answers on Aging
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By Reid Pierce Armstrong
Northumberland County 

issued permits for more than 
275 new dwellings in 2004. 
Owners will pour an estimated 
$75 million into building these 
homes.

Many of the owners will be 
young baby boomers, prepar-
ing to gradually retire. 

They will drive down on 
weekends for a few years, 
maybe from Northern Virginia 
or Maryland. 

Their grown families will 
gather at the new house for hol-
idays and summer vacations. 

Eventually they will retire 
here; maybe sooner than they 
thought, because the water and 
the quiet life can be seductive. 

Like many couples building 
houses in the area, Gary and 
Cynthia Boyce of Forest Hill, 
Md., are in their mid-50s and 
planning to retire in another 
four or five years. They are 
currently building a house in 
Inland Harbor near Reedville. 

Gary said they were guided 
here. They knew of Northum-
berland. Their old next-door 
neighbors had a house in White 
Stone and the Boyces would 
often visit the area with them. 

When they were trying to 
decide on a place to retire, 
the Boyces considered two 
options, the Northern Neck 
and the Outer Banks. Crossing 
the Great Wicomico River on 
their way home from the Outer 
Banks about six years ago, it 
was a beautiful clear blue day.

“When we saw the river, 
this feeling came over us,” 
Gary said. “We said: ‘This is 
where we want to go when we 
retire.’”

The couple called some old 
friends who were living in the 
area and came down to visit 
them. Soon after, they pur-
chased the property two lots 
down in the same subdivision. 

Gary built his house in Forest 
Hill by himself. But, knowing 
he was getting older and that 
he would be a good distance 
from the project, he hired a 
local Class A contractor to take 
the house to drywall. 

“As the homeowner, you def-
initely want a nice house,” he 
said, “so you make sure you do 
good work. There are certain 
things I know I can do, but as 
I get older, they become more 
difficult.” 

He will finish the trim work 
and cabinetry himself. 

“I am interested in that kind 
of work,” he said. “It has noth-

Anticipating retirement (or not), some aging
babyboomers are building their own homes

ing to do with 
my job.” 

Boyce has a 
career in termi-
nal ballistics.

“ B u i l d i n g 
your own house 
provides a 
sense of huge 
a c c o m p l i s h -
ment,” he said. 
“Not many people in life get to 
do that.”

The Boyces have planned 
their house to make life a little 

more comfortable as they grow 
older. The house has a first floor 
master bedroom so that they 
don’t have to climb the stairs 

as much. It is 
large for only two 
people because 
they imagine that 
it will be a retreat 
for their whole 
family and that 
some day their 
children may 
want to move 
there. 

“You never know what will 
happen,” Gary said.

Until they retire full time, 
the Boyces plan to use their 

house as much as possible to 
explore the area and to spend 
time with family and friends 
by the water. 

One of the fears among pre-
retirees, Gary said is that, “If 
you don’t do it now, you won’t 
be able to do it.”

Part of that is economics and 
part of that is drive. The price 
of land and building is only 
climbing in the Northern Neck, 
and as people grow older, they 
lose the energy for a project 
like building a house, even if 
they hire a contractor, Gary 
said. 

Ken and Kaye Shepard of 
Reedville didn’t plan to retire 
here when they built their house 
in 1989. They wanted a vaca-
tion house and a weekend house 
for their family that was closer 
to home than the beaches of 
North Carolina. 

The couple had some expe-
rience renovating houses and 
decided to build the house 
themselves to save money. 

Ken worked as the chief 
financial officer for a govern-
ment agency in Washington, 
D.C. 

Working on his own house 
was a “release” from his day 
job, he said.

 “Building allowed me to see 
the product of my work at the 
end of the day,” he said. 

The building process also 
became important family time. 
Kaye and Ken and their two 
teenage sons would drive down 
to Reedville every weekend and 
on summer vacation to work 
on the house. Together they did 
everything except the founda-
tion, sheet rock, plumbing and 
electrical. 

Kaye was by Ken’s side the 
whole time, he said, lifting 
joists and rafters. Friends 
helped and their sons’ girl-
friends even helped.

“We enjoyed the time 
together,” Ken said. “Our lives 
were hectic in Northern Vir-
ginia. When we drove down 
here on Friday afternoon, we 
had two-and-three-quarter 
hours of uninterrupted time to 
talk in the car. It was a wonder-
ful thing.”

About 95 percent of the 
house was complete in two 
years. Some details are still not 
finished. 

“The little things get away,” 
Ken warned. 

In 1992, at age 51, Ken 
retired from his government 

Do-it-yourselfer Ken Shepard (right) gets help from his son Scott as they plumb a wall of the 
vacation home in Reedville that the family built together in 1990. Shepard and his wife, Kaye, 
have recently retired there.

“When we saw the river, this feeling came 
over us. We said: ‘This is where we want to 
go when we retire.’”

—Gary Boyce
Forest Hill, Md.

(continued on page 36)
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What is Cardio-Pulmonary
Rehabilitation ?

+ EDUCATION
FOR

BETTER HEALTH
Ask your doctor if you
qualify for our program

or call 435-8501
for additional information.

www.rgh-hospital.com

Commonwealth Antiques
and Appraisals, Inc.
Fine Antiques for 30 Years
Estate Sales and Appraisals

Member Certified Appraisers Guild of America

Lisa and Henry Lane Hull
804-580-3301          804-580-2922

5150 Jessie Dupont Mem. Hwy.
Route 200  •  Wicomico Church, Virginia

job and began a small renova-
tion business until his younger 
son graduated from college. 

In 1996, the Shepards offi-
cially moved full time to the 
Northern Neck.

“The more time we spent 
here, the more we loved it,” 
Ken said.

The Shepards worked with 
a young architect in Northern 
Virginia who helped them 
design their house. While they 
put the master bedroom on the 
first floor, they weren’t think-
ing much about retirement at 
the time they built the house. 

Now they are working on an 

Planning for a gradual retirement . . . . (continued from page 35)

addition, which they are build-
ing themselves, to house their 
hobbies. They have bought the 
neighboring property and are 
adding on a woodwork shop, a 
model train room and a sewing 
and crafts room. 

The Shepards know a number 
of other young retirees and pre-
retirees who have built houses 
in the Northern Neck. Most 
of them don’t build their own 
houses; however, a neighbor 
recently did just that, and Ken 
made sure he was around to 
help out. 

Homeowners account for 
some 45 to 50 percent of 
the building permits issued, 
said Northumberland building 
inspector Bill Knight.

Virginia allows homeowners 
to pull all the permits to build 
their own house as long as 
they do all the work themselves 
and reside in the house for 24 
months. 

“A lot of homeowners are 
capable of doing quality work,” 
Knight said. “They come down 
as weekend warriors to work 
on their house.”

The danger lurks for those 
who pull their own permits 
and then hire contractors who 
are not qualified or properly 
licensed. 

Homeowners should either 
know what they are doing, 
Knight warned, or each con-
tractor they hire should pull 
a permit from the building 
department for the sake of rec-
iprocity. 

When they built their vacation home in Reedville more than a 
decade ago, Ken and Kaye Shepard didn’t plan to retire there. 
Now they are building an addition to house their hobbies and 
retirement interests.

Gary and Cynthia Boyce aren’t planning to retire for another 
four or fi ve years, but they are building their home in Reedville 
now. They plan to enjoy it as a vacation home and family retreat 
until they retire and move there full-time. 

For all your insurance needs call

Middle Peninsula
Insurance Agen cy, Inc.

SERVING EASTERN VIRGINIA SINCE 1908
Call us for a free review & quote of all of your insurance needs today!

Route 33 • Deltaville, Virginia

(804) 776-6082 • Fax (804) 776-9708

DELTAVILLE AUTO SALES & SERVICE
DELTAVILLE AUTO & MARINE PARTS

ROUTE 33, DELTAVILLE - PARTS (804) 776-7401
SALES & SERVICE (804) 776-9020 - VA DLR.

ASE
Certifi ed 
Mechanics
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WOW! WHAT A DEAL!
• 13-month CD/IRA

Bump Rate Special 
3.14APY*

AND . . .

• FREE
Checking**

AND . . .

• FREE Internet
Banking Bill Pay

Customer Service: 1-800-296-6246
www.cffc.com

M E M B E R

WEST POINT Main Office--(804) 843-2360 • WEST POINT 14th Street--(804) 843-2708
NEWPORT NEWS–CITY CENTER--(757) 596-4775 • NORGE--(757) 564-8114 • MECHANICSVILLE--(804) 569-9776

MIDLOTHIAN--(804) 378-0332 • PROVIDENCE FORGE--(804) 966-2264 • QUINTON--(804) 932-4283
SALUDA--(804) 758-3641 • SANDSTON--(804) 737-7005 • VARINA--(804) 795-7000 • RICHMOND--(804) 290-0402

WILLIAMSBURG Olde Towne & Longhill Roads--(757) 565-0593 • WILLIAMSBURG Jamestown Road--(757) 220-3293

* (APY) Annual Percentage Yield on this certificate is effective 2/4/05, is for a limited time and a penalty may be
imposed for early withdrawal of funds. Fees could reduce the earnings on the account. Minimum deposit to open
this account is $1,000.00 and a C&F Bank checking or savings account is required. This offer is subject to change
without notice. Other terms and rates are available. 

** Returned check images are an option for $2.00 per month on Free Checking accounts.

Middlesex Offi ce 
Rt. 33 at Cooks Corner,  Saluda

(804) 758-3641 
www.cffc.com

Providing quality assisted living services since 1990.
Recently expanded to meet the needs of our community locally!

Gloucester House
Assisted         Living

7657 Meredith Drive, Gloucester • (804) 693-3116

NEW

Rooms 

and

 Suites

ALZ/
Dementia

Wing Now Open

For your Auto, Home, Life and Health insurance 
needs, see State Farm Agent:

P02720 04/02
statefarm.com®

State Farm Insurance Companies • Home Offices: Bloomington, Illinois

like a good neighbor,
state farm is there.®

we live where you live.™

Allen Cornwell, Insurance,  CLU
680 N Main Street
Kilmarnock, VA 22482
Bus: 804-435-1993
Bus: 804-435-2050 Toll: 888-889-4989

Every Retirement Option
Should Be This Good!
We offer TOTAL INDEPENDENT LIVING for couples
 or individuals in an en vi ron ment where activity and fun is 
the name of the game. Enjoy the beautiful nearby views 
of the Rappahannock River and Whitings Creek. Live 
just minutes from health care facilities, shopping centers,
 churches, resort areas and within easy driving distance 
of Richmond, Williamsburg, Norfolk and Virginia Beach. 
Call or write for a FREE brochure today.

Box 77, Locust Hill,
VA  23092
804-758-4163� � � � � � � � � � � � � � � �	 � 
 � �

After Breast Surgery...
Is your current breast form too heavy?
Have you achieved symmetry in your current breast form?
Are you due for a new breast form?

Radiant Impressions Custom Breast
Prosthesis is revolutionary in size,
weight, and natural appearance.
It is the mirror image of your existing breast.

YOUR INSURANCE MAY PAY!
FREE CONSULTATIONS

District Orthopedic Applications, Inc.
(804) 435-1003

LLLLLook and FFFFFeel Like YYYYYourself AAAAAgain

rather strangely, as if perhaps I had 
not been raised by his grandpar-
ents.

I persisted in my recollection. 
He didn’t understand, I told him, 
how much fun we had in those 
days, and how far we had to go 
to fi nd it. When you come from a 
rural county and there are few kids 
your age, you have to travel far to 
meet others and really search for 
places to have fun. My parents and 
my friends’ parents allowed us to 
go to White Stone Beach because 
they actually felt it was safer for 
us there than in Richmond. When 
we would pull into the parking lot, 
we were usually last, because we 
had come the longest distance. But 
the band would be wailing and the 
Beach House would be swaying, 
literally.

To this day, I have never under-
stood why that place didn’t fall 
down under the rocking and roll-
ing and foot-stomping. You could 
almost see the water under some 
parts of the fl oor. The smell of 

salt water was everywhere. On the 
hottest nights, everyone went to sit 
on the pier or talk in the parking 
lot during intermission. A breeze 
was usually blowing, and the mos-
quitoes weren’t bad. There were 
many nights when someone fell 
off the pier and had to be fi shed 
out by his buddies.

Conveniently Deaf
There was a small, wiry night 

watchman who would wander 
around the parking lot during inter-
mission. He was good natured and 
tolerant of most of the noise in the 
parking lot. He was also prudent. 
When an occasional fi ght started, 

Going to see Big Daddy . . . (continued from page 30)

(more on the next page)
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For Smoke & Water
Damage Clean-up 24-7

Phone King’s Cleaning Service
IICRC Certified

State of the art equipment • 30 Years Experience

1-800-828-4398

Mizpah Health Care Center
Myrtle D. Faulkner, Executive Administrator

       One of the most difficult decisions for any family is placing a loved one in nursing home. 
They want the assurance that their family member will be receiving quality medical care and 
an op por tu ni ty to continue their lives with true meaning. 

       Established in 1933 originally as a boarding home, Mizpah Health Care Center is located  in Lo cust 
Hill off Route 33 and Route 634. Now as a 24 hour long-term facility, it is designed to provide comfort, 
safety and a home-like atmosphere for the elderly and the convalescent. Situated in Middlesex County 
on the scenic Rappahannock River, your loved one will have the opportunity to experience planned 
daily activities and rec re ation al programs geared to their interest and abil i ties. Their team of qualifi ed 
pro fes sion als provide 24-hour nursing care and rehabilitation therapy with personalized at ten tion  to each 
res i dent.  At Mizpah Health Care Center, both private and semi-private Medicaid-approved rooms are 
avail able. Home cooked meals are prepared daily and special diets are carefully adhered to. The facility 
is equipped with modern fi re alarm systems to ensure the safety of our residents. 

       Mipzah Health Care Center was the fi rst facility specifi cally designed  for a nursing home in the 
state of Virginia. We invite you to visit our fi ne facility when you are faced with the decision of choos ing 
nursing care for your loved one. Our goal is to personally care for and professionally serve each of our 
res i dents.

Route 634, Box 70
Locust Hill, Virginia 23092

804-758-5260Ann Carleton Davis-Gresham, AIT
Assistant Administrator

J.D. Davis, Jr. 
Director of Admissions

Chesapeake
Pharmacy

“Your community drug store”
435-6473

In the medical complex, next to RGH

      Your prescription can be filled
correctly at a variety of places.
But at Chesapeake Pharmacy you
get an extra “extra ingredient”:
personal attention from your
Chesapeake Pharmacist.
      We take the time to help you
understand your medications and
to give you information that will

Personal Attention
with Every
Prescription

help you get the most from your medication plan.

a case of convenient deafness over-
came him and he would let friends 
of the participants settle it.

One summer, we took some 
friends who lived in western Vir-
ginia to White Stone Beach. They 
were never the same. They returned 
many times, using the visits as an 
excuse to go there on Saturday 
nights.

And so, as I am regaling my son 
with what a wonderful place this is, 
we drive down the hill to the end of 
Beach Road and are stopped by a 
barricade of large stones.
It was gone

“Well,” he said, “where is it?” 
And I looked and asked myself the 
same question. It was gone. There 
was nothing there but some scrub 
poplar trees and a few pieces of the 
old concrete parking area.

A boarded-up beach cottage sat 
near the barricade. There was noth-
ing but clouds, wind, scrub trees, 
the huge expanse of the river, and 
memories. I sat there and tried to 
hear the thumping drumbeat and 
those wailing sounds of Big Dad-
dy’s saxophone as he blasted out 
“Mockingbird,” “Slipping and Slid-
ing,” “One Summer Night,” and 
“I Know You Don’t Love Me No 
More.” I could almost feel the up 

and down swelling of that dance 
fl oor as 60 or more couples kept 
time to the beat. The rhythm and 
pulse of dancing to pure gold 
rock and roll came tumbling back 
through the years, and I could 
almost hear waves against the pil-
ings.

But the sounds became faint and 
I could feel the restlessness of the 
boy beside me. “Let’s go, Mom. 
There’s nothing here anymore,” he 
said gently.

He was right, and I felt a pro-
found sense of sadness, not so 
much for me as for him. He knows 
blaring, crazy metallica, hard rock, 
blaring strobe lights, screaming 
guitars and screaming singers, but 
no rhythm and blues or true rock-
and-roll. He would never know the 
good times and happiness we had 
known at this place. It was a place 
in time that is hard for people to 
appreciate. Unless, of course, they 
were there.

A few tears came and went, just 
like those hot summer Saturday 
nights, long ago.

Mary Ellwanger is a contribut-
ing writer for Rural Living mag-
azine, in which this article fi rst 
appeared. It was reprinted during 
1993 in The Rivah Visitor’s Guide.

Going to see Big Daddy . . . (from the previous page) Do you enjoy The Vintage Years?
Support our advertisers and thank them for their part in bringing you this publication each year!
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• Fast Free Delivery
• Free Estimates
• Wide Variety of Styles and Sizes
• Expert Installation
• White or Bisque

  Henley Lum ber Do it centerHWI
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• Custom Countertops Available
• Free Design
• Bring in a Sketch of Your
    Kitchen or Bath Today
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A smile increases your face value.
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 W
hen they are Shar

ed

Smiles are the Best...

Locally Owned and Operated

80 Years of Dignified Service

804-435-1077                    116 Church Street, Kilmarnock,VA
Gerald Sellers and Thomas Gale, Funeral Directors
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NORTHERN NECK EYE CENTER

417 8th St.
West Point, VA 23181

(804) 843-3843

401 Main St.
Warsaw, VA 22572

(804) 333-3684

JAMES R. PRINCE, OD
FLOYD L. GRIFFITH, OD

COMPLETE VISION CARE
DIAGNOSIS & TREATMENT OF EYE DISEASE

ON-SITE OPTICAL LAB

853 Irvington Road (Corner of Irvington & Harris Roads)

Weems, VA 22576
(804) 435-2616

Bay Aging is accepting new 
participants in all four of its 
Adult Day Services programs.

Adult Day Services is a day 
program for elderly and dis-
abled adults that provides daily 
supervision by professionals 
and where participants enjoy 
activities with other adults in a 
clean cheerful setting.

Participants benefi t from 
daily health monitoring, activ-
ities that stimulate them men-
tally and physical activities.

Some caregivers benefi t by 
knowing that while their loved 
ones are being cared for, they 
are able to continue working; 
for others it means an oppor-
tunity to take care of personal 
matters.

Residents of Essex, 
Richmond, King and Queen, 
King William, Westmoreland 
and Middlesex may call 
804-445-8711.

Residents of Gloucester, King 
and Queen, Mathews and 
Middlesex counties may call 
693-7233.

Residents of Northumber-
land, Lancaster, Richmond and 
Westmoreland counties may 
call 453-3332.

On Mondays and Wednes-
days, residents of Montross and 
Westmoreland and Richmond 
counties may call 493-9087.

Day program
for elderly
has openings
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Your Full Service
Real Estate Company

Three locations to Serve You
Retiring or Relocating?

Our experienced staff will find what you need
Inland Cottage, Home on the Water, or Building

Site for your Dream Home.

www.rivertowne.com
Urbanna Office

217 Virginia Street
1-877-758-3101

Burgess Office
14824 Northumberland Hwy.

1-866-880-4780

Kilmarnock Office
276 N. Main Street

1-800-525-6405

In Town River Front Farm

WF Building Site Golf Course Water Access


