
How We Met: The Flanarys 

 

Joan, as all our friends know, is English, having come to America to be in a wedding of a friend 

who was marrying another Navy officer, then stationed in Key West, FL. I met the girl I dearly 

love in 1956, married her in 1957 and happily we are still together in 2015, with our 58th 

anniversary coming up in March 2016.  Along the way we raised two great children and four 

magnificent grandchildren. 

  

 Joan arrived in Key West in June in a tweed suit made by her brother, a dress designer in London.  

Following the wedding, she and another girl decided to travel to Virginia Beach so see more of 

America before returning to England.  She had promised her father that she would only stay for 

four months before returning home and to her job in the Chase Manhattan Bank in London.  She 

came from a family of mother, father   and three stepbrothers who lived near Coventry, England.  

You can read about her early life growing up during WWII in England during the Battle of Britain 

on our Patriots Colony web site Military Memories page. 

  

After their arrival on Virginia Beach she obtained a job at the Warner Hotel, one of only two large 

hotels at that time, the other being the Cavalier.  One night she was invited by friends to 

accompany them to the Naval Air Station at Norfolk for an evening listening to one of the 

successor Glen Miller Bands that was performing there.  And there we met. 

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I was a Lieutenant (Junior grade) who had   finished Navy Flight training about a year before and 

was flying in a squadron based at NAS Norfolk.  We met at the dance, I was smitten, and at the 

close of the evening, asked whether she would see me again.  Surrendering her phone number 

willingly, she warned that she was going home in a few months though.  Accepting the challenge, 

I immediately started a full court dating press which got tougher and  tougher as  I drove  to and  

from  Virginia Beach  nightly on Shore Drive, there being no Expressway in those days, to get back 

for an 0630 morning takeoff each day it seemed.  No concerns about sleep time before flying in 

those days. 

  

  

After about six months of this, we had agreed that we were destined to be married if her father 

would approve.  I   drafted   probably  ten  letters  before sending one, requesting  his permission, 

which  he thankfully granted  and we  started to  make   plans  for   our wedding.  We were 

married in Washington DC on 30 March 1957 almost six months to the day from when we met.  

Our wedding took place at the Washington Navy Yard with some of my family and friends from 

my squadron attending.  Joan’s family could not attend.  I was to meet all of them about a year 

later arriving in Southampton on the SS UNITED STATES, as we were transferred to RAF 85 

Squadron West Malling, Kent   for 3 years as an Exchange Pilot.  But that’s another story.  

  

  

  

              —— Joan and Tom Flanary ——– 

  

  

  

 


