
 
Hudson Church Epistle 
Thursday, January 21, 2021 
 
Hello Church!  

 As the inauguration was going on yesterday, I was on Zoom with our Wednesday study 

group as we discussed The Mister Rogers Effect: Seven Secrets to Bringing Out the Best in Yourself and Others 

from America’s Beloved Neighbor by Dr. Anita Knight Kuhnley (Baker Books, 2020). “Be kind and be 

thankful” is the fourth secret. “The words ‘Thank you’ are probably the greatest words in any 

language.” (Fred Rogers in an interview with Wendy Zoba, p. 74 Nook edition) We were 

encouraged by Knight Kuhnley to try Fred Rogers’ practice of grateful prayer for those who made 

our blessings possible, as well as to be visibly thankful for those we go through life with now. 

 Later I took time to watch live coverage of President Biden and Vice President Harris laying 

a wreath at the Tomb of the Unknown Soldiers in Arlington Cemetery. As Taps were sounded, one 

video image moved me to grateful tears: a drone shot of hundreds of United States flags flying over 

the graves on those who died, many in combat. Every grave in Arlington is a person a family 

grieves and remembers. My mom’s cousin, Art Bjorum died at Omaha Beach on D-Day. Is it 

possible that I was seeing the flag that flew over his grave yesterday?  

John and I once visited the American National Cemetery at Omaha Beach with our oldest 

son, who was then an infant in a backpack. I am still in wonder about the dedication of that 

generation, how many young people died with Art Bjorum at Omaha Beach to preserve human 

dignity and freedom. Yesterday, seeing those hundreds of flags waving in Arlington after discussing 

Fred Rogers’ practice of thankfulness moved me to profound gratitude, not just for all I have as an 

American, but for the generations before me that made what I have possible. 

 So, will you join me now for a few seconds of gratitude for all the people who have made 

your life in the United States of America possible?  

 

 

 

 Our psalm for the week is not a psalm of thanksgiving, but a psalm inviting us to trust in 

God alone. When I remember Art Bjorum, I must remember his mom. The only way I know Art’s 

face is my memory of his black and white service portrait on her dresser. Aunt Elise had a deep 

faith and appreciation, much like Mister Rogers. Her words of encouragement are a part of my own 

faith story. Not only was Aunt Elise my great aunt because her baby brother was my grandfather; 

she was also a genuinely great aunt because she supported my mom’s and my aspirations as young 

women by sharing real life skills and her faith with us.  

As Aunt Elisa taught me how to knit and dress well, she also taught me something about 

how to live a life of faith. I remember visiting when I was about twenty in her senior adult 



apartment. She always had acute arthritis, but near her favorite chair by the one window with good 

light for knitting was well-worn Bible in easy reach for reading regularly. The nearness of her well-

worn Bible spoke volumes to me about how I should live into my faith. One assumed her Bible 

was not there just for show. Its wear was a testimony to her living faith. 

 Today, I wish I could call Aunt Elisa both to thank her and to ask her what she would say 

about giving thanks and about our psalm for this week, the one I shared with you on Monday:  

For God alone my soul waits in silence: from him comes my salvation.  

He alone is my rock and my salvation, my fortress; I shall never be shaken. (Psalm 62:1 & 2)  

Would she say that we should thank God for being our rock and our salvation in our times 

of struggle? That is a rhetorical question, because in addition to teaching me to knit continental 

style, Aunt Elise also taught be to be thankful for all God has provided, including God’s own self 

as our rock and our salvation.  

So today, shall we pause and pray in gratitude for all God has done through the faith of 

those who made our lives possible? 

May grace abound,  

Rev. Dawn 

 


