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We are open year round!
Shop and dine where Virginia’s 
largest city celebrates its roots.

Located at the corner Located at the corner 
of Princess Anne &of Princess Anne &

Dam Neck roadsDam Neck roads

Beach N SeafoodBeach N Seafood
757-689-8413757-689-8413

Chapman’s GiftsChapman’s Gifts
757-235-5764757-235-5764

The Country Butcher ShopThe Country Butcher Shop
757-468-1583757-468-1583

Creekmore’s PlaceCreekmore’s Place
757-427-0361757-427-0361

Flutterby SoapFlutterby Soap
757-630-4322757-630-4322

Gilly’s CreameryGilly’s Creamery
757-689-8817757-689-8817

Holland ProduceHolland Produce
757-757-560-5273560-5273

Kempsville FloristKempsville Florist
757-497-0825757-497-0825

Lisa’s Tinker TreasuresLisa’s Tinker Treasures
757-689-1485757-689-1485

Moosewood CreekMoosewood Creek
757-270-2693757-270-2693

Princess Anne County GrillPrincess Anne County Grill
757-468-5700757-468-5700
S & H ProduceS & H Produce
757-560-5273757-560-5273

Season’s Best BakerySeason’s Best Bakery
757-368-0117757-368-0117
Skipper FarmsSkipper Farms
757-368-0355757-368-0355

3640 Dam Neck Road3640 Dam Neck Road
virginiabeach.gov/farmersmarketvirginiabeach.gov/farmersmarket

@VBFarmersMarket on     x@VBFarmersMarket on     x
Office: 757-385-4388Office: 757-385-4388

Simply Steamed
- -  Take Out Seafood Market  - -

757-301-8553

Fresh Seafood  -  Salads  -  Sauces  -  &  -  Sides

For the ultimate beach or pool party

Create your own STEAM POT from a variety of 
fresh seafood and accompaniments

Be your own Chef or 
let us cook for you

No more waiting 
for a table 

Also available - Custom Catering by 

SANDBRIDGE 2545 Sandpiper Road, Virginia Beach VA 23456

Zest

Local beer  -  &  -  Wines

VIRGINIA BEACH

Two of my grandchildren visited 
recently – both girls, one four and one 
two. 

Within minutes of their arrival, the 
youngest stood on a chair and began singing 

a song, each line 
accompanied by 
carefully choreo-
graphed dance 
movements. 
Given her age, 
it wasn’t always 
clear what she 
was saying, but 
that only made her 
performance more 
endearing. 

My husband, 
Tom, and I stood 

by, ensuring she didn’t fall and trying to 
contain our laughter. Finally, she stuck one 
leg out behind her and the opposite arm 
in the air, ending the entertainment. I was 
spellbound. Her infectious grace, carefree 
confidence and lack of inhibition filled me 
with joy.  

Most young children exhibit my grand-
daughter’s oblivious self-assurance. Yet 
girls, specifically, lose it quickly and terribly 
as they begin to grow and more frequently 
encounter the world around them. 

I wondered what I could do to help my 
granddaughters maintain their chutzpah 
throughout their lives, especially when so 
many of our leaders seem convinced that 
girls and women need help navigating life 
and making simple decisions for them-

Karen Beardslee Kwasny

selves.
When our boys were young, Tom and I 

worked hard to model equality for them in 
all we did. Neither of us was “in charge” of 
the household, and we were bothered by the 
notion that one of us should be. We made 
all decisions together. We involved the boys 
in those decisions whenever possible and 
appropriate. We did not divide our work ac-
cording to traditional gender roles. Instead, 
we shared the load according to who did 
what best and when things needed doing.

We also paid attention to and corrected 
the boys when they brought home ideas 
about girls we found dismissive, offensive 
or oppressive. They weren’t allowed to 
use words like “sissie” to demean others 
or phrases like “boys don’t cry,” “stop 
acting like a princess” and “you throw like 
a girl” as boy performance and behavior 
put-downs. And they were taught to open 
doors for everyone, reflecting our belief 
that courteousness shouldn’t be reserved for 
women only. 

Still, it surprised us how many negative 
“girl” ideas we had to counter, misogynist 
phrases we had to banish from their lexicon 
and times their egalitarian chivalry was 
challenged. 

We were also baffled by the behavior of 
some of the grown men around us, who 
used those phrases in teaching their boys 
about sports and general behavior, did so 
right in front of their young daughters, and 
then bragged about their plans to lock their 
girls away one day with a shotgun at the 
ready. It all felt a bit medieval. But it got me 
thinking about how a girl’s sense of self is 

developed and destroyed.  
Flash forward to today, and I’m still 

wondering the same thing. Each night I turn 
on the news, and there’s another story about 
another lawmaker taking aim at women’s 
abilities to make significant and often 
personal life decisions. Lately, the “abortion 
debate” has been upstaged by the contracep-
tion debate, which is very cleverly couched 
in the language of that daddy at the window. 

After all, many have proclaimed that 
banning contraceptive drugs or limiting 
contraception methods is about caring for 
women and protecting them from making 
bad decisions about their futures – that is, 
taking a pill to ward off the boogeyman of 
unwanted pregnancy.  

How can we encourage our girls to be 
confident in their abilities, follow their 
dreams and chart their own lives when we 
support leaders and lawmakers who don’t 
trust them to make decisions for themselves 
and treat them like children who need help 
with directions and protection from them-
selves? 

Talking to my granddaughters about their 
“sky’s the limit” choices in life makes me 
feel disingenuous and downright criminal. 
I can’t promise my girls the moon regard-
ing careers and life goals (as many parents 
and grandparents do today) while those 
in charge strip them of controlling their 
futures.    

In 2009, Pulitzer Prize winners Nicho-
las Kristof and Sheryl WuDunn published 
Half the Sky, a critically acclaimed book 
that argues female oppression as a human 
rights issue. It supports empowering girls 
and women through initiatives that, at least 
in part, focus on changing mores and laws 
that subjugate females globally, including 
customs and decrees that prohibit family 
planning methods. 

It’s infuriatingly incomprehensible that 
our lawmakers are on the verge of doing 
that to my carefree and confident grand-
daughters here in the U.S.  

All weekend, my granddaughters danced 
around the house, laughed while their 
grandfather soaked the air and floor with 
blue and yellow bubbles, and sank into bed 
on the last night, whispering of being astro-
nauts and fairies. 

When the last light went out, I made a 
star-wish that their futures would be full of 
all the freedoms they deserve. 

And I vowed to keep fighting for their 
right to have just that. 

The author is a former Virginia Beach 
Planning Commissioner and college profes-
sor. Reach her at leejogger@gmail.com.
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VIRGINIA BEACH, VA 

Authentic slow cooked Authentic slow cooked 
barbecue at its Finest!barbecue at its Finest!

We love great BBQ.We love great BBQ.
We love it even more when We love it even more when 
we can share it with friends.we can share it with friends.

(757) 301-8661(757) 301-8661
1776 Princess Anne Road, Virginia Beach1776 Princess Anne Road, Virginia Beach

Pulled Pork • Sliced & Chopped Beef Brisket
Handmade Smoked Sausages • Pulled Chicken

Brunswick Stew (Fall/Winter) • Five Amigos BBQ Baked Beans 
Creamy Cole Slaw & More

   Family Meal In Store Packages 
    For 10 Or More People
      Catering for up to 250 people

Specials:
•  Beef Short Ribs — Fridays
•  St. Louis Style Pork Ribs — Every Day

Beer & Wine On & Off
Open Wednesday — Sunday, 

11 a.m. — 6 p.m. unless we sell out
We strive to prepare the best BBQ 

available and sell out daily. Give us a call or 
check out our website for availability.

Order online at
www.pungoboysbbq.com
Social media: @pungoboysbbq

✓
✓

C O L U M N

A r u ra l  r i d e  re m i n d s  u s  w h at 
V i rg i n i a  B ea c h  n e e d s  t o  s a v e

VIRGINIA BEACH

My grandfather loved leisurely Sun-
day drives in the country.  Years 
ago, whole families would hop 

in the car, a relatively new invention, and 
take to the road to explore the countryside. 

I recall doing this 
with my grand-
parents when I 
was young. But 
I hadn’t thought 
about the value of 
those rides until 
I realized how 
important such 
excursions are to 
our souls and this 
area’s future.

My husband 
and I decided 

to downsize when our youngest left for 
college last year. This meant selling our 
beloved family home. A Saturday open 
house kicked things off, and my husband 
and I had to find something to do. At first, 
we thought we might find an event in the 
area, but I suggested an old-fashioned 
Sunday drive.

“Let’s just go where the wind takes us,” I 
said, and so we did. 

We headed down Princess Anne Road to 
the rural area, where two-lane roads lead to 
working farm fields, sometimes confused 
with open space. As we passed Pungo vil-
lage, we considered stopping for coffee at 
one of the local establishments, but we had 
just started, and so we kept moving.

It was a lovely day, and I rolled my win-
dow down to breathe the fresh air and let it 
blow through the car as we drove. I could 
feel the stress of the previous weeks leave 
my shoulders as I settled back for the ride. 
My husband turned off the radio and let 
outside sounds waft in while we drove. It 
was a strange and wonderful sensation, the 
way the sweeping views uncluttered our 
minds. I could feel the two of us loosening.  

The lush rural area fields suggested 
a cornucopia of fresh produce, and we 
weren’t surprised to pass many a farm 
market busy with visitors. I reminded my 
husband of all the times we headed out that 
way to pick strawberries, blueberries or 
pumpkins when in season. I wondered how 
much time had passed since the last time 
we did that. We both felt nostalgic being 
out there after all the trips we took down 
that road when we were looking for a home 
so many years ago. 

We stopped for lunch at a small local 
hotspot off the beaten path. We sat at the 

Karen Beardslee Kwasny

window and watched horseback riders 
come and go, children play in the neigh-
boring yard and farmers chat on the porch 
outside the door. Time slowed, which can 
drive a person batty if they’re watching the 
clock, but we weren’t for the first time in 
months. We enjoyed the sensation of not 
having to be anywhere or do anything.  

It was brand new and fine by us. Like so 
many others, our lives move at breakneck 
speed most days. But that day, we had 
nowhere to go and no time to be there, and 
we had found the perfect way to do just 
that.  

When we got back on the road, we let 
ourselves meander from back road to back 
road, frequently noting how wet the area 
was from the last weeks of rain. Seeing that 
some of the streets had been closed to trav-
elers due to so much water was heartbreak-
ing. It reminded us of how fragile this area 
is and how worthy of protection. 

Along the way, our youngest texted us 
about stopping at the Blackwater Trading 
Post, and so, with the happy thought of 
nowhere else to go, we did. We then spent 
over an hour sitting on the porch rocking 
chairs, greeting fellow customers, and 
watching the day go by. Our agent called 
to tell us it was safe to come home. We 
thanked her. Then we kept on rocking.  

I often took my youngest for rides to the 
rural area because it reminded me of my 
favorite childhood places. We visited farm 
markets, stables, the library and stores. 
It has always been the place I like best in 
Virginia Beach.   

While serving on the Transition Area 
Committee and then on the Planning 
Commission, I frequently found myself 
in the rural area meeting with residents or 
simply driving around to understand better 
the area and the residents’ environmental 
and development concerns. Always, my 
time out there reaffirmed my conviction 
that the area must be preserved for future 
generations.  

Since that “Sunday” drive together, my 
husband and I have often commented on 
what a great day that was, despite the rea-
son for our ride or the stress before we got 
on the road. We know we’re lucky to live 
where it’s possible to recapture the peace 
we found that day in the country. 

All we have to do is let the rural area 
roads take us there – and safeguard the area 
so our grandkids can do the same. 

The author is a former Virginia Beach 
Planning Commissioner and college pro-
fessor. Reach her at leejogger@gmail.com.
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VIRGINIA BEACH, VA 

Authentic slow cooked Authentic slow cooked 
barbecue at its Finest!barbecue at its Finest!

We love great BBQ.We love great BBQ.
We love it even more when We love it even more when 
we can share it with friends.we can share it with friends.

(757) 301-8661(757) 301-8661
1776 Princess Anne Road, Virginia Beach1776 Princess Anne Road, Virginia Beach

Pulled Pork • Sliced & Chopped Beef Brisket
Handmade Smoked Sausages • Pulled Chicken

Brunswick Stew (Fall/Winter) • Five Amigos BBQ Baked Beans 
Creamy Cole Slaw & More

   Family Meal In Store Packages 
    For 10 Or More People
      Catering for up to 250 people

Specials:
•  Beef Short Ribs — Fridays
•  St. Louis Style Pork Ribs — Every Day

Beer & Wine On & Off
Open Wednesday — Sunday, 

11 a.m. — 6 p.m. unless we sell out
We strive to prepare the best BBQ 

available and sell out daily. Give us a call or 
check out our website for availability.

Order online at
www.pungoboysbbq.com
Social media: @pungoboysbbq

✓
✓

C O L U M N

T i m e s  m a y  c h a n g e , b u t  t h e  n e e d 
f o r  y o u n g  p e o p l e  t o  g e t  o u t s i d e 
o n  t h e i r  o w n  re m a i n s  a  c o n s t a n t

VIRGINIA BEACH

When I was growing up, the neigh-
borhood parents pushed us kids 
outside on summer afternoons 

and told us not to come back until dinner. 
Mom rang a cowbell to herd us home when 

the sky darkened. 
Stars lit the night 
as we headed 
back. If lucky, we 
could return out-
side after dinner 
and play flashlight 
tag a half mile 
away in some-
one’s backyard.  

We roamed all 
over town. We 
went ice skating 
in the woods by 

ourselves. We took our shoes off to hike up 
the creek. We bought candy and sodas at 
the corner store and walked the streets in 
deep conversation about important things. 
If we were beyond cowbell earshot or 
our mother’s second sight, another parent 
would be on the lookout. 

Did we get into mischief? Sometimes.  
Were we ever in stranger danger? I doubt 
it. Our freedom was essential and not 
unique to our small rural community. 

My family has lived in Ashville Park for 
12 years. It is a sprawling subdivision still 
under development. Our first years here 
were a time of transition for the develop-
ment’s owners, and many of the few exist-
ing houses around us stood empty. There 
was nothing behind us, in front of us, and 
only one vacant house beside us. 

Our youngest was seven and the only 
child still at home. My husband and I spent 
many weekends exploring the area with 
him, behaving like children, getting muddy 
and wet as we tromped through the wooded 
paths and around the lakes at the back of 
the development. 

Slowly, the neighborhood filled out 
enough that our son found playmates 
nearby. Some of the other parents shared 
our willingness to let the kids ride off on 
their bikes and be gone for hours. Our son 
didn’t have a phone until he was 14, so he 
and his crew used a set of long-range walk-
ie-talkies to stay in touch with us. They 
filled their backpacks with goodies and 
other necessary supplies needed by great 
explorers and disappeared – sometimes 
from lunch until sunset.  

We put limits on how far they could go 
into the surrounding woods or the unde-
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veloped sections of the subdivision. They 
knew they had to answer that walkie-talkie 
whenever one of us buzzed in for a check-
up. My husband and I rarely had to jump 
in the truck to scout them out because the 
walkie-talkie stayed silent after check-in. 

They’d return home hungry and exhaust-
ed with grand tales of their escapades. 
Dropping their bikes at the edge of the 
driveway, they’d rush into the house, out of 
breath and always dirty, that outdoor smell 
trailing after them from the garage to the 
bathroom to the kitchen. We’d listen wide-
eyed, oohing and ahhing at the appropriate 
story points and laughing at their antics.  

As the development grew, more kids 
could be seen riding their bikes on summer 
evenings or setting off with their sleds if 
winter brought snow. I love the nostalgic 
feeling I get when I watch a set of kids 
travel down the street. Their voices echo 
as they move past, sparking a melody of 
memories of my childhood adventures.  

There was silence on the streets of my 
neighborhood during the pandemic. But the 
sound of kids out and about has returned. 
In my view, there’s nothing quite like it to 
remind us of how essential it is for kids to 
have that time outside on their own. 

I watched a group of them sail past my 
porch the other evening, their faces to the 
wind, their phones nowhere in sight. I was 
reminded of the secret things they have to 
discuss that just can’t be done in the house 
– like whether those are muskrats, otters or 
nutrias in the nearest lake or if the fishing 
is better at the lakehouse pond or one fur-
ther from home.   

The author is a former Virginia Beach 
Planning Commissioner and college pro-
fessor. Reach her at leejogger@gmail.com.

Patricia Breen

Supports Community Journalism


