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D-Day Anniversary 2024
	On June 6, 2024, I watched, on television, the 80th D-Day commemoration 
at the American Cemetery, Normandy, France. I was overwhelmed with sadness as I saw 
the 9,400 white crosses, each of which honored an American World War II hero. 
	In the front row of the 10,000 attendees, hunched down in their wheelchairs, 
clutching their canes, sat a few surviving veterans. The white-haired heroes, with no 
smiles on their wrinkled faces, some teary-eyed told me the old servicemen were 
remembering painful war-time experiences. Tears dribbled down my cheeks as I, too, 
was reminded of the anxious days I spent when Floyd was a Navy officer aboard a supply 
ship. 
After viewing the D-Day commemorative events, I know the battles and the 
heroes of World War II are well documented in books, movies, and pictures. But where 
were the stories of my own family’s home-front heroes preserved?
	Since I went back home when Floyd was at sea, I had home front stories of Swan 
Lake Farm to tell.


World War II Telegram

	By Christmas 1944, Mom and Dad Beneke had welcomed six family members, including me, to make Swan Lake Farmhouse our home. Floyd was now on duty aboard the USS Windrush, as a Navy officer. He was comforted, knowing I would be well cared for while awaiting the birth of our first child, Jane Lee.
	During the school Christmas vacation, Marcia Thompson, a high school friend and now a fellow teacher, had planned a baby shower for me. This would be a fun event, since several other former classmates would be attending. Marcia’s husband had been drafted and was now in the Army in Germany. Marcia continued her teaching job in Iowa.
	Shortly after Christmas, the date for the shower arrived. A sunny day with the ground covered with a blanket of newly fallen snow, made a perfect day for my special day.
	The telephone rang mid-morning. My mother answered. Her voice and composure told me something tragic had happened. She finally got the words out of her mouth. Marcia had received the dreaded World Ward II telegram, stating her husband had been killed in action.
     The shower was cancelled. Mom, Dad, and I immediately went to Marcia’s home to comfort her.
 Later, my mother’s friend, Cecelia Ford, came over with a much-appreciated shower gift, a white batiste baby dress. Clothing and material were impossible to buy during the war. The dress had been given to the Ford’s baby boy, but the husband declared, “No dress on my boy!” 
Jane wore the dress for her first picture and her baptism.
 After the first semester, Marcia resigned from her position, joined the WACs, overseas where she met and married Army Chaplain Bill Hogeville. After the war, they lived in Hagerstown, Maryland, where Bill pastored a Christian church for many years.

Road Trip Surprise
	
     	 In June of 1945, Floyd was given two weeks furlough before he boarded an oil tanker bound for an eight-month tour of Iran. Floyd was excited to get to spend time with baby Jane, who was now almost five months old. My sister, Marjorie's birthday was June 15th, and my dad thought it would be fun to surprise her with a visit from Lieutenant Floyd and baby Jane. 
With gas rationing and tires off the market, a seventy-five- mile road trip to George, Iowa was a luxury. The morning of the trip, the baby basket full Jane's needs, a flat of strawberries, and a birthday cake were loaded into the trunk. After an hour of driving on a gravel road, the car began to swerve. 
Floyd pulled onto the shoulder and announced a flat tire. The trunk had to be unloaded to get the spare tire. When the car stopped, Jane awoke and started crying. Floyd was unhappy, changing the tire in his dress white uniform. 
But before long we were all happy travelers again. 
Marjorie's husband, Perry Jensen, a veterinarian, had been rejected by the draft. He served by caring for the farm animals during the war. The Jensens lived in an apartment above the office.
 Upon arriving there, Dad knocked on the door and expected to be greeted by a surprised Marjorie. Several knocks produced no answer. When he checked in at the office, Dad got a real surprise. The secretary informed him the Jensens were staying with friends, Geert and George Summa, while their newly varnished floors dried. 
We were given directions to the Summa home. Floyd knocked, and when the door opened, Dad surprised Marjorie the way he had hoped.
 The Summas graciously invited us to spend the day- a fun day for all.




	





