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ust an hour and 20 minutes east of Rich-

mond, a skinny peninsula juts out into the 

Chesapeake Bay like a hair out of place. But it 

couldn’t be in a better spot. For three or four gen-

erations, many Richmond families have gathered 

at Stove Point for cookouts, sailboat races and 

relaxation on screened porches. “It’s always been 

such a happy, free, wonderful place for children,” 

says Mary Anne Hooker, whose children grew 

up going to Stove Point. Now her grandchildren 

play at her feet in the family’s cottage on a breezy 

spring Saturday. 4

A tiny peninsula in the Bay with a sailing tradition  
offers a slice of Americana — and innocence. 

By Carrie NiemaN Culpepper 
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Sail 
away

a young sailor (above) takes off 
from stove point’s Fishing Bay yacht 
Club during the leukemia Cup 
spring series regatta.

on the west side of the peninsula, 
sarah Nelson (far left) ventures 
into the Chesapeake while lulu 
the dog, mary and Katie mcCarthy 
romp nearby. 

J

Stove Point (marked above with a star) juts off 
Virginia’s middle peninsula with the Chesapeake 

Bay to the right and the Piankatank River to the left. 



One road runs down the peninsula, splitting it in two: The homes on 
the west side look up the Piankatank River and to the boats docked at 
Fishing Bay Yacht Club, and those on the east look out into the Chesa-
peake Bay with a small sandy beach at their feet. But it doesn’t matter 
which side you’re on. You get the feeling that the island is all common 
land. Neighbors walk across yards greeting each other like family, dogs 
play on the beach, kids with sun-kissed shoulders play flashlight tag after 
dinner. “In Deltaville, time is a lot slower,” says Laurie McCarthy, Mary 
Anne’s daughter, a second-generation summer resident with fond memo-
ries of picking crabs on spread-out newspapers, racing sailboats with her 
friends and watching sunsets from the porch.

“I grew up there with a group of people from all over,” she says. “The 
best thing is we all still go and now our kids are friends. We don’t live with 
each other for nine months out of the year — then you just pick right back 
up where you were.”

Stove Point is one of Virginia’s oldest river communities, resting on 
120 acres granted on Feb. 26, 1653, by King Charles II to Thomas Bourn, 
an Englishman living at Plymouth colony. The area — one of only a few 
locations on the East Coast where a large ship could anchor close to shore 
and still be in deep enough water to easily come and go — was called 
Store Point during the latter half of the 17th century, when a store sat on 
the point, but a misprint in records later introduced the name Stove Point. 
Legend has it a whiskey still operated there, but the land was largely quiet 
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The Hookers added a larger screened porch then glassed that 
in (bottom right) several years ago so they could use the home 
year round.

the grandchildren and great-grandchildren of 
longtime stove point residents, Kinloch  

Nelson, sarah Nelson, garnett Nelson  
and Katie mcCarthy on the beach in  

front of the Nelsons’ home.

Few of the original, 1950s sailors’ cottages are 
left on Stove Point, but most retain a cottage 
feel with large shade trees, plentiful flowering 
shrubs and an emphasis on wide open indoor-
outdoor spaces. 
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until 1948, when a few acres were sold to the fledgling Urbanna Yacht Club, 
started by Richmonders. At its new location, the organization was renamed 
the Fishing Bay Yacht Club. 

“It’s probably one of the most ideal settings on the whole bay for a yacht 
club,” says Richmonder and FBYC historian Jere Dennison, a member since 
the mid-’50s. “You have the protected waters of Fishing Bay for sailing small 
boats, and the access to the [Chesapeake] Bay is just around the corner — in 
contrast to Urbanna, where the bay is 15 miles away.” 

The yacht club was the seed that spawned development on Stove Point 
and some other cottage communities along the Piankatank such as Bland 
Point — popular vacation destinations for Richmonders because of their 
proximity. Sailors attracted by the sea breeze coming from the southeast 
built simple cottages with screened-in porches on concrete slabs. A few of 
the original cottages still exist, with vaulted ceilings and weathered-wood 
walls, and lacking insulation or air conditioning. Sit on those porches in the 
summer, and you’re whisked back in time. McCarthy says some of her best 
memories are of the early days when she and her brother slept on bunk beds 
on a screened porch. 

Kenzie Hubard’s father was one of the early Richmond sailors to discover 
the area. While most cottages on Stove Point have been added to, renovated 
and air-conditioned, her family’s cottage is still in its original state. Kenzie’s 
parents, Andy and Sue Sinnickson, came to a spring party at the yacht club 
in 1952 for the annual Opening Day Regatta and Blessing of the Fleet. Before 

FByC has about 1,000 members, 
approximately 80 percent of 
whom are from richmond. its 
rec room is a gathering spot for 
ceremonies and parties. 

sailors racing the leukemia Cup 
regatta (near left) hosted by  
the club.

The Fishing Bay Yacht Club is the reason Stove Point 
was populated in the early ’50s, and it still serves as the 
main social outlet for the summer community. The club 

also has boat slips (top left) on Jackson Creek across 
the street from the clubhouse. 



the day was out, her father, who had sailed as a child, bought a 14-foot 
Penguin sailboat. Shortly after he bought land on Stove Point and built a 
cottage of his own design. 

This Memorial Day weekend, Kenzie’s grandchildren slept on the 
screened porch, as the family’s children have done for four generations. 
“Absolutely nothing has changed,” she says. “We still go out and pick 
strawberries and blackberries, which we did when I was a kid.” 
Kenzie even met her husband, Happy, at Stove Point when she was 15. 
“All of us were really on Stove Point because of the yacht club,” she says. 
“We’ve had every kind of boat; we’ve had small boats, large boats, we 
raced every weekend.” The cottage is wallpapered with sailing photos, 
trophies and flags awarded to officers in the yacht club. They still return to 
the cottage every weekend in the summer and often in the spring — and 
with the aid of a fireplace, sometimes in the fall. 

Sailing is a sport the whole family can participate in. Although some, 
like the Hookers, have graduated to motorized cruising boats, family and 
water are the common threads to most activities at Stove Point. “Even 
though everyone isn’t sailing as much as they used to, still everyone is hap-
piest when they’re on the water,” Hooker notes.

In the evenings, Stove Point’s population often gets together for im-
promptu community dinners, usually pooling food they’ve brought from 
home or bought at farm stands. Most people don’t leave the point after 
arriving for the weekend. “Once you get there,” McCarthy says, “you think 
of a million reasons to never leave.” n
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richmonder Kenzie hubard’s father was one of the early sailors 
to build on stove point. the living room of her family cottage is a 

walk through the history of the area, with sailing photos, flags and 
pictures going back decades. it’s also one of the last rustic cottages 

left with its original screen porch running the length of the house. 

on the porch, laurie hooker mcCarthy, walter hooker,  
Kenzie hubard, mary anne hooker, mary mcCarthy  

on tricycle and Bill mcCarthy gather.

The Hubard’s backyard boasts a view west  
where they can watch the sun set across Fishing Bay  
and the mouth of the Piankatank River. 

The end of Stove Point (top right) was rumored to have been home  
to an Indian trading post and a whiskey still at various points over its  
350-year history. A quiet spot on a dock (below right) looking east across  
the Chesapeake Bay. 
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