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“What do you do with the labor and time that you save? The best use of time is to enjoy it, 
 as I do when working in peaceful silence.” —Wonder: The Lives of Anna and Harlan Hubbard 

After last year’s travel and siding, we alighted on 

1 Thessalonians 4:11 as our verse for 2020— 

aspire to live quietly 

—little knowing how appropriate these words 

would be for a year that uncannily resembled one 

of our favorite board games, Pandemic Legacy. In 

many ways we have felt uniquely prepared and 

situated; for us it has been a year of security, 

flexibility, and homebound tranquility. 

How is school at home? 

It’s been quite the adjustment for student and 
teacher living under one roof  24/7. Oh wait. 
Nope, we’re pretty used to laying out a routine 
and wearing pajamas, since homeschooling is all 
we’ve ever known. We miss time at the library, but 
thankfully, our own bookshelves overflow. At the 
end of  last winter Norah got to play Wilbur in a 
stage adaptation of  Charlotte’s Web. Now in 7th 
grade, she cares for the cat, dog, rabbit, and 
chickens, roams our 3.5 acres, and concocts all 
manner of  imaginative storymaking games. 

How is working from home? 

While Brett would love nothing more than to 
bring his machines home from work, we are 
simply glad his hours were steady and that the 
worst it got was having to reschedule our lake trip 
a month earlier so as not to lose the vacation 
entirely. Zoom has been a regular part of 
Reagan’s online writing group since well before 
distancing appeared on the scene, but she has 
slowly acclimated to all the new users. *wink* 

How has the isolation affected you? 

Here on the prairie, isolation is as familiar to us 
as breathing. Still, we were particularly attuned to 
the abundance of provision and rest. Our silver 
maples gave a bumper crop of  syrup from amber-
gold to deep molasses brown. Homegrown 
asparagus and apples graced our table, along with 
locally sourced beef  and garden shares. 
Streamlined trips to town left us blissfully 
uninhibited by shortages and closures. 

Trumpeting sandhill cranes have come and gone, 
unphased by human turmoil. Violets have sprung 
up and stars swept across the sky. Relentless wind 
pummels the clothesline, rattles windowpanes, 
sculpts snowdrifts, and rings, rings, rings our 
porch bell throughout all seasons. 

Over the summer we were pleased to host a 
stream of  visitors and grateful that good health 
attended outdoor family weddings in Colorado & 
Wisconsin. Brett found his long-sought tractor, a 
Ford Jubilee, and Reagan chose a car of  her very 
own at last, a Volkswagen Rabbit. Norah missed 
out on camp and her annual ferris wheel ride, but 
we all rejoiced in the unexpected bounty of  a 
Midnorthian Hutchmoot* under golden boughs. 
(midwest but further north—oh just google it!) 

Together the three of  us painted ceilings, built 
furniture, stacked wood, lit bonfires, and walked 
down our quarter-mile gravel drive to the 
mailbox. For those of  you curious about our next 
phases of  salvage, possibilities currently under 
consideration include outdoor building projects, 
upstairs windows, and basement repairs. As with 
so much else, we are learning to hold plans 
loosely and make peace with an utterly-
unpredictable-yet-full-of-silver-linings future. 

How have you weathered the year, dear ones?  

What have you lost? What have you gained? 
Hearing from you is always a joy to us at 

The Anchorage. 

Love in Christ, Brett & Reagan & Norah 


