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The Common Friars are men and women, married and single, lay and 

ordained, of an emerging monastic order in the Episcopal Church. We 

use the term friar, not in its literal sense of brother, but in its missional 

connotation of being sent out.  Much of our life together now revolves 

around the issues of living together. However, 

we do not see ourselves as only concerned 

with that question. Our home is the Good 

Earth Farm in Southeast Ohio where we live 

and work and aspire to be signs of the King-

dom of God. We live by the charisms of pov-

erty, joy, and hospitality. Altar & Table is a 

quarterly journal of our community and an 

expression of our common study and forma-

tion as we love and serve the Incarnate Christ, 

as we try to live close to the source, close to 

prayer, close to the Eucharist, close to food 

and farm, close to beauty and art. Altar & Table is an offering to all 

those who wish to share in our common life and learn as we learn. 
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Dear readers. 

Thank you for receiving our inaugural issue of Altar & Table. We 

have embarked on the adventure of this publication to bring some of 

the gifts of our life to yours. We wish to share with you some of the con-

versations that have been sparked by our lives together, which neces-

sarily include works of deep reflection and beauty. It is fitting then that 

our first theme be Harvest. The season of harvest acquaints us with the 

abundance of God as we reap the benefits of long hours of work, plan-

ning, and hoping. However, harvest also acquaints us with sacrifice. We 

are suddenly confronted with 

our limitations and reliance on 

factors beyond ourselves, be-

yond our control. Whether it is 

pumpkins that did not grow in 

a far-off neglected field, or to-

matoes and peppers that refuse 

to stop giving, we are left to 

ask, Why? Why should this one 

prosper and not the next? What 

hand did we play in this suc-

cess? What hand did we play in this failure? What do we make about 

the abundance in our lives? What about the scarcity? And what about 

the lives of others?  

As with any harvest, we receive it as a gift, whether it be bountiful or 

bust. For most of the Common Friars we are being transformed into a 

lifestyle that is tightly bound to the seasons and to the earth. We are 

learning the triumphs and struggles of farming, living in community, 

and praying for ourselves and others.  As we have received these gifts 

from each other, we now offer them to you. For gifts, above all, are 

meant to be given. Our hope is that you will read and see and be in-

spired. We hope that the thoughts embodied on these pages will stir a 

movement in you as well, a movement toward the margins, a movement 

toward understanding, a movement toward compassion. 

  ~Common Friars 

      Autumn 2010  
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T imes for planting and harvesting vary by crop, but we typically as-

sociate spring with planting and fall with harvesting.   This time of 

year, there are all kinds of harvest festivals.  Well at the Good Earth 

Farm, we follow that pattern too (for the most part).  There are some 

short season crops, second plantings, etc.  

We even had a harvest festival ourselves! 

Food is grown to be sure, but that really 

isn‟t the main crop we grow.  We first and 

foremost grow relationships; relation-

ships with our God, ourselves, our reli-

gious community, our larger community 

and with the creation itself.  

The seed of my relationship with the Common Friars was planted in 

late winter, but to stay consistent with the metaphor of planting and 

harvesting, let‟s call it early spring!  It was then that I received an invi-

tation to consider some connection to the community.  For a while, that 

seed lay dormant in the cold soil.  That‟s a pretty common experience of 

seeds.  They never sprout spontaneously.  It takes a while and often-

times some care for them to sprout.  God took very good care of this 

seed, and it shot up through the crusted soil when I was on retreat at 

the farm in April. 

What had been an interesting intellectual pursuit became a matter of 

heart and soul on that retreat when God decided to personally issue the 

invitation to consider what my connection with the Common Friars was 

meant to be, but the invitation was much more specific than that; God 

was inviting me to consider becoming an actual member of the commu-

nity 

A bit of personal history:  Though I first felt called to ordained priest-

hood in 1977 during my freshman year in college and was ordained a 

priest after a long journey on June 20, 2009, I have always said I would 

never be a part of a religious community.  So, when on this retreat, I 

Harvest‟s Discernment  

Fr. Thomas J. Fehr 
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began feeling a real connection with the Common Friars, I knew that 

any idea to consider becoming a part of the community was not my idea 

but God‟s.  

Over the course of the last six months, the Common Friars and I have 

been in a discernment process to determine if God was calling us into a 

deeper relationship.  More specifically, we were discerning whether or 

not God was calling me to live in the community as a postulant and to 

continue discerning my place within the community. 

This discernment was a lot like raising a crop, especially one raised by 

organic methods.  Organic growing methods draw you into a deep rela-

tionship with the earth and the crops planted in it.  Every action from 

watering to weeding, to mulching, to dealing with insects, to harvest, is 

a faithful act of relationship with what you are growing, with your fel-

low workers in the field, with those who will eat the produce of the 

land, and with God.  Much of that work is done on one‟s knees, a very 

common position for prayer.  Indeed all of our work is prayer and is 

done in God‟s great cathedral of nature.    

Our discernment involved both prayer and care.  My twice monthly vis-

its allowed time for both.  We worked side by side on the farm and in 

the house.  We came together for shared meals around the dinner table 

and the Lord‟s Table.  We prayed and worshiped together.  We shared 

ideas and stories.  We had fun together. 

Good discernment yields only good fruit.  It is not simply a matter of 

deciding what path is right as if all other options were wrong.  It is 

about choosing what‟s best.  It is a matter of deciding where God is call-

ing.  If you follow God‟s calling, then you are making the right choice no 

matter what it is.  As I write this, we are upon the day of harvest.  We 

are confident of a good crop for there has been such care and prayer in 

our discernment.  Whatever the harvest, it will be blue ribbon, prize 

winning and record breaking!   

You are one of our companions along the way.  We depend on your help 

in the field.  Won‟t you join us in God‟s harvest?  It is a harvest of abun-

dance.  Let‟s not leave any of it in the field! 

Fr. Thomas J. Fehr is Assistant to the Rector at St. Luke’s Episcopal Church 

in Granville, Ohio and a friend of the Good Earth Farm.  
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Koheleth and the Good Soil 

Paul Clever  

I  lowered the plow to the furrow in our new four acre field.  The plow, 

made for another job fifty years ago, would not stay straight. It 

floated from one side of the hill to another as it vacillated between turn-

ing up potatoes and vacant dirt. Forward and backward, I made sure 

the plow did its job and hit the missed spaces. Neck strained and agi-

tated, I could not fail to notice my brothers and sisters sifting through 

clumps of soil for a meager harvest.  “Don‟t even bother harvesting this 

year”, my friend said. We had failed on our new four acre field. 

Late summer always makes me think of Ecclesiastes.  The body is tired 

from a long season of work and 

the heat has finally taken its 

toll. Yet there is still much more 

work to do. It is the peak har-

vest season, canning brings 

long days by the hot stove, and 

fall planting must be underway. 

I begin to think of killing frosts 

and the short days of winter. 

Added is the present contemplation of many farm failures. What other 

book than Ecclesiastes could console my nihilistic tendencies. “All is 

vanity. What do people gain from all the toil at which they toil under 

the sun?” I always hear this passage in the miserable heat. Certainly the 

voice is loud now as I contemplate my own failure. The author, 

Koheleth, looks far beyond my failure. He wistfully questions the mean-

ing of my work. He reminds me, like all those who have tried in this 

same soil, that a “generation goes, and a generation comes, but the 

earth remains forever”. 

We had such enthusiasm. It came, like so many things, as an act of 

grace. A random conversation followed by a phone call and a major de-

velopment company allowed us to use this land. I began estimating the 

bountiful harvests while spending hours, mowing, plowing, and tilling. 

The planting was joyous as many volunteers turned up to put the seeds 

and tubers in the ground. We ran our hoes over the field numerous 
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times with giant crews of laborers. It was a thing to behold, fifteen peo-

ple working together, cultivating the land by hand.   

This beautiful bottom land had not been planted in many years.  Sev-

eral generations made their life here. Farmers once alternated between 

hay, row crops, and pasture. A decade ago, when all the other farm-

houses on Armitage but ours had crumbled away, a farmer rented it to 

grow his corn.  Brome grass predominates now, a sign of mineral defi-

ciency that often comes from overplanting corn.  Brambles and honey-

suckle also now hold sway. They forgot to take notice when the land 

was bought by a large development.  They grew strong while the owner 

failed to find investors to “plant” a golf course.   We now had a turn.  

At some point the weeds won. The seeds, 

strong and resilient, seemingly remembered 

their wild parents with a fierce desire to re-

gain their hold.  We eventually retreated to 

our one acre garden by the house, trying our 

best not to think of the weeds‟ increasing 

stranglehold.  The ragweed was chest high 

before I mowed it down.  We would be lucky 

to get back what we planted. 

It is easy gathering in abundant fields swol-

len with pride.  Your hands fill bags upon 

bags, knowing that not only will you help 

feed many people, but you, good farmer, 

brought it to fruition. It is much harder min-

ing through your failure, sifting through scat-

tered golf ball sized potatoes. The rows keep 

getter longer while you think “what is the 

use”.  Even though there are still enough po-

tatoes buried to feed dozens of family 

through the winter, I want to forget the fact that I failed. 

What does it mean to fail? Many people before me have tried to bring 

something up from these quiet acres.  You can barely find the founda-

tions of their houses today and few even remember the names of the 

families that inhabited them. Did they fail? Millions have been spent to 

I have learned a few 

things about building 

good soil. It is long 

slow work. It is said it 

takes a hundred years 

to create an inch of 

top soil.  I have also 

learned it is deeply 

mysterious.  Its smell 

in the spring can 

quicken your heart. Its 

feel between your 

fingers can be like 

rosary beads. Its yield 

will always be better 

contemplated by faith 

than chemistry. 
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bring about a “golf course community”, yet the deer and groundhog 

seem to be the only creatures making use of the open greens. Is this too 

a failure? Now on this tractor, I contemplate another failure as we fall 

far short of our promise.  

Back to Ecclesiastes, I do not think I could live with the author 

Koheleth. At some point, I would simply stop waking up. While I love 

Ecclesiastes, I must remember our Gospels are much richer.  We wor-

ship life, death, and resurrection with a God who has been made flesh.  

And yes, there is mean-

ing to our work, only 

this meaning is much 

more complicated than 

the Koheleth‟s dead 

ends allow.  Jesus 

teaches that the first 

will be last and blessed 

are the meek. We are 

not given a simple out-

come based evaluation. 

In fact, we can even 

count among our bless-

ings the persecutions we encounter in Christ‟s name.  

How then do we measure success or failure?  

I think it is important to say flat out that we did fail. There is nothing to 

say that can explain that away. We did not fail because the harvest was 

not plentiful.  We did not fail because we employ less efficient practices.  

We did not fail because we did not erect a lasting monument.  Our fail-

ure was one of discernment. We failed to realize our limits. We allowed 

ourselves to be caught up in hurried work for the promise of tripled 

yields. We were not the good soil.  

As a farmer, I often think about the parable of the sower.  I have come 

to know a few things about soil. I have learned to judge tilth, depth, and 

well cultivated from compacted, thin, and brambled soil.   I have 

learned a few things about building good soil. It is long slow work. It is 

said it takes a hundred years to create an inch of top soil.  I have also 
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learned it is deeply mysterious.  Its smell in the spring can quicken your 

heart. Its feel between your fingers can be like rosary beads. Its yield 

will always be better contemplated by faith than chemistry. 

We failed because our vision for our new field did not build the good 

soil. Success or failure is about hearing God. We were shallow and thin. 

The sower sows the word, and we must have the depth to hear, receive, 

and bring forth fruit. Discernment is our constant work.  It is the hear-

ing, receiving, and bringing forth. Too often we listen for the only big 

words and forget we must listen for the continuous word. While we re-

ceived the gift of this new land, we quickly became too busy to hear let 

alone abundantly harvest. The deep soil is not only about individuals it 

is also pertains to the body of Christ. Koheleth was a tourist looking for 

short term validation. Koheleth could not fathom the slow work of 

building soil. We build soil for many generations. Our “success” will 

never be deemed any great thing. We build the soil so the Word can be 

heard and, if we are lucky, take root.  We must dig down and commit to 

our place.  Our work starts with hearing. 

Paul Clever is founder of the Good Earth Farm and the Common Friars. He 

now assists more than he works and recently won the laziest farmer award. He 

is also an Episcopal Church Foundation Fellow. 



7
        Table of Contents 

H arvesting is a time for cele-

brating the earth‟s joys and 

abundance.  It is a time of fresh 

tastes, beautiful flowers and an 

overflow of fruits and roots.  Dur-

ing it one reaps the benefits of 

months of hard labor.  It is like a 

child finally waking up on Christ-

mas morning after weeks of wait-

ing.  But what if the harvest isn‟t 

there?  What if something unex-

pected happens and all your hard 

work went for naught?  I think, in 

that case, that farming can be a lot 

like most of life where nothing is 

promised and what often happens 

is not what one had hoped for in 

the first place; and yet sometimes, 

like a dandelion growing through a 

crack in the pavement, comes a 

glimmer of hope for the future.   

We are taught that things happen 

in a linear fashion and that one 

action causes another.  And we 

tend to have certain expectations 

and presuppositions about what is 

and what isn’t.  Doing the season 

long work of tending a crop, how-

ever, challenges that view.  Some-

times, you carefully water and cul-

tivate (after plowing, tilling, etc.) 

only to find out after it‟s too late 

that your seed had gone bad.  Or, 

sometimes, the rains don‟t come, 

and there isn‟t enough time or en-

ergy to water by hand.  Similarly, 

tragedies in life happen unexpect-

edly and without warning.  A car 

wreck happens, a storm hits, wars 

break out, famine is rampant, and 

the tide of justice continually 

seems to be overwhelmed by ha-

tred and evil.  So, how can one 

view death and pain through 

agrarian eyes? 

I think that death and pain must 

be re-examined and re-defined.  In 

nature, nothing ever really dies.  A 

tree rots into the mold only to pro-

vide sustenance for millions of liv-

ing creatures.  A rabbit gets 

The Unexpected Harvest 

Dan Kauffman  
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snatched to feed a den of hungry 

fox cubs.  Death leads to life which 

leads to death.  Without death 

there is no life.  Our very existence 

utterly depends on the death of 

plants and animals; the vegetables 

we eat are the roots of some 

plants, the fruits of others and still 

the leaves of others.  The animals 

we keep sacrifice something of 

themselves in order for us to be 

sustained by them.   

Our clothing comes 

from plants that 

are no longer alive.  

The coal we heat 

with comes from 

former plant and 

animal matter.  The 

wood that we con-

struct with comes 

from formerly living beings.  

Though I should here mention that 

I do believe that symbiotic rela-

tionships can exist for the mutual 

benefit of animal, plant and hu-

man.  The death of living beings 

gives life to other living beings.  

And so, death must not be feared 

for it is the inevitable path of life.   

This isn‟t to say that we don‟t 

mourn death and rage against evil.  

Rather, I am suggesting that we 

don‟t give them so much power.  

We do this by re-interpreting 

events in the light of what nature 

teaches us about death.  For death 

brings life and life is born only 

from death.  The peak oil crisis in 

Cuba in the early 90s is an exam-

ple of what I'm exploring.  The oil 

supplies Cuba was obtaining from 

the USSR were severely depleted 

as a result of the fall of the Soviet 

Union.  As a result, Cubans had to 

re-think how they sustained their 

lives.  In short, they re-imagined 

how to practice agriculture without 

oil.  And so the dev-

astating loss of oil 

imports led to ram-

pant hunger and 

poverty but also to 

community collabo-

ration and sustain-

able farming meth-

ods.  Hope was born 

from tragedy in 

Cuba.  Death and life; they are 

mysteriously intertwined and are 

not far from one another.  

And so in this world there will be 

pain, evil, and death.  But there is 

also laughter, love, beauty, joy and 

life.  Though death ends one thing 

it is life from death which contains 

the power to continually sustain 

us, both literally and figuratively.  

It is beauty in the midst of pain 

and joy in the midst of struggle 

which gives meaning to our exis-

tence and helps us to see the world 

with hopeful eyes.  Life reminds us 

that it is because of death that we 

 Death and pain  must be 

re-examined and re-

defined. 
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exist.  And death teaches us that it is not the end, but only a path to 

bring about new life.  

The field which does not produce, then, is a reminder to us of our own 

frailty.  It reminds us that we are small and meek in the world.  But it 

also teaches us important lessons about renewal and work.  It might 

take a few years to renew the soil and build the infrastructure.  It might 

take more work than originally anticipated, but we also know that our 

work thus far has not been in vain.  For whatever work we did in the 

field this year has both gone to improve the soil, but more importantly 

to expand our knowledge and deepen our resolve.  We come to see that 

out of death comes life.  

 

Dan Kauffman is from Chillicothe, Ohio and graduated from Ohio University in 

2006 after studying Philosophy and Spanish. He loves his wife Heidi and en-

joys gardening, baking bread, and playing strategy games.  
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A s Common Friars we often 

joke that we are of a particu-

lar strand of lazy farmers. As 

proof, we have instituted a two 

hour siesta in our normal work day 

following lunch. We stop to pray 

twice a day and we generally meet 

with our friends and landlords 

Robert and Margaret every morn-

ing over coffee to talk about the 

day‟s tasks. There are also seven of 

us who manage a garden and pas-

ture totaling 5 acres. What‟s more, 

faithful weekly vol-

unteers work 

alongside us in our 

normal responsi-

bilities. But before 

you lose confidence 

entirely in the way 

that we work, what 

I would like to sug-

gest is that perhaps 

we all suffer from a distorted view 

of what our work is ultimately for. 

This is not to say of course that we 

haven‟t labored diligently to reap a 

good harvest as farmers. However, 

what seems more compelling to 

me about this work is the 

„agricultural grace‟ which we inevi-

table rely upon. That is to say, the 

mysterious power of the earth 

which we cannot create or direct 

that brings forth the harvest. So it 

seems to me that though harvest 

necessarily brings to mind requi-

site work, in many ways it has 

more to do with the way that we 

wait and receive which inevitably 

changes our perspective on what 

our work is ultimately for.  

But first I want to talk about work. 

For a monastic community that 

grows the majority of its food for 

donation to food pantries, it might 

seem obvious to say that our work 

is slightly different from 

that of a market garden or 

CSA or even a large scale 

farm. We operate entirely 

from the generosity of 

other people, and we make 

little money from what we 

produce. For most farm-

ers, this might seem down-

right absurd. However, 

this precarious work is intentional 

on our part. Not only have we all 

committed to a life of poverty to-

gether, but our insistence on pov-

erty forces us to examine why we 

work and grow food in the first 

place. One large critique of our 

modern food system (and of most 

profitable industry) is that it draws 

us away from serious considera-

We are called to see 

that our lives are 

constituted not by 

what we do, but by 

how we wait for and 

receive God’s gifts to 

us.  

Waiting and Receiving 

Kyle Watson 
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tions of how the work put in to growing and distributing our food either 

promotes or destroys natural life. We therefore live without knowledge 

of the true cost for the things we consume (apart from its monetary 

cost). Without true knowledge of how something came to be, we are un-

able to truly give thanks for it and without such awareness we are unable 

to properly care for the very things that sustain our lives. “Modern 

work,” writes Norman Wirzba, “rather than being an activity that con-

nects diverse human needs and 

desires, is often symptomatic of 

a life that is fragmented and 

without a unifying context.” 

And so, our work and economy, 

distracted by the obligation of 

utility and profit, lacks a neces-

sary awareness of the „unified 

context‟ by which our lives are 

sustained.     

So it seems to me we must also talk about the way that we give thanks 

for the things that give us life, the way that we wait for and receive the 

harvest, for this necessarily directs the way that we work. As a German 

philosopher once said famously, “Man is what he eats.” Food is essential 

to man‟s basic condition. Alexander Schmemann in his book For the Life 

of the World makes clear that the Bible begins with the image of man as 

essentially a hungry being. More importantly, in Genesis the food that 

man eats, “the world of which he must partake in order to live, is given 

to him by God, and it is given as communion with God.” And so it should 

not seem surprising that the story of the Fall centers again on the issue 

of food and how we consume it. Man chose to eat the forbidden fruit, the 

fruit that was not offered as a gift to man. “Not given, not blessed by 

God,” he writes “it was food whose eating was condemned to be com-

munion with itself alone, and not with God. It is the image of the world 

loved for itself, and eating it is the image of life understood as an end in 

itself.” This idea of the world loved for itself should seem an obvious de-

scription of the way we continue to consume the world now. Consuming 

for the sake of consumption with no true understanding of what this ac-

tion is ultimately for has produced the most efficient and destructive 

food production industry in history- farms operate more like factories 
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and food is grown like a commodity, giving the illusion of plenty but at 

great cost. And thus our work only serves to perpetuate our propensity 

for consumption devoid of greater meaning or context.       

But I want now to return to this idea of „agricultural grace,‟ and how it 

gives meaning to our work and moves us to thankfulness for the life that 

we receive from God. God has given himself to us in the world as food 

which is life and has endowed all the earth with his goodness that brings 

forth fruit of itself without our doing. What then are we to do besides 

consume? We are called to participate in this life. We are called to see 

that our lives are constituted not only by what we do, but even more so 

by how we wait for and receive 

God‟s gifts to us. And if we work 

and receive without awareness 

that we are loved by God, inevi-

tably our lives and work remain 

a closed circuit content upon 

destroying the world for the 

sake of our own satisfaction. 

But if we are mindful of God‟s 

love and generosity towards us, 

we participate in His love for 

others by working to harvest, give thanks for and share in the abundance 

that surrounds us.  It is this love that, according to Schmemann “puts 

the value, the very meaning of life in the other and gives life to the other, 

and in this giving, in this sacrifice, finds the meaning and joy of life.”   

As Common Friars we work that we might better understand how to re-

ceive. We farm to remind ourselves that we cannot bring the harvest, but 

must simply participate in waiting for and receiving it with care. We har-

vest in order to understand that we are loved by God and that he gives 

himself to us in the world abundantly so we might know the joy of life 

lived in communion with him. We work closely with the soil and with 

each other in order that we might be moved to true thankfulness for the 

life God gives us as a gift.       

Kyle Watson is originally from Malta, Ohio and joined the Common Friars in 

May 2010. His interests on the farm include beekeeping, sharing meals with 

people, making ice cream, and DJ-ing the occasional dance party.  
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 Betsying 

Sonya M. Whetstone 

 “What was it you were calling this thing, Sister?” I was clawing at the 

earth with a wooden handled instrument and digging out hidden 

weeds. One of the sisters had coined the name for what I was doing, 

and now I was wondering what it was.  

“Betsying,” said Sister Carol Bernice, was what we were doing. We were 

digging out weeds and pulling up the remnants of the former crops that 

had already been harvested. “Betsy” was the name of the garden tool 

that Sister Carol Bernice found particularly unique for this task. She 

explained that when she did the same task before, she was supplied 

with a long-handled tool. It seemed an appropriate choice, not having 

to kneel in the dirt, but Sister Carol Bernice always found herself aban-

doning the long-handled tool to get closer to the dirt. So she traded her 

comfortable distance for Betsy.  

“Where did I get that name? I don‟t know. Maybe it‟s because I was 

singing while I was using it.” She then mentioned a singer who I did not 

recognize that must have inspired her.  

 We worked on in silence a little longer, and then Sister Carol Bernice 

broke in again.  

“Betsying is my favorite kind of work. It doesn‟t carry the stress that 

planting does. I am always wondering if I am doing it wrong. Then 

when nothing grows, I know I was doing it wrong. Or harvesting. There 

are so many questions to consider, Is it ready? Is it not? Should I pick 

it? Should I leave it? But with this you can just work and not worry. You 

can‟t fail.”  

Sister Carol Bernice‟s comment reminded me of the recent failed potato 

harvest of the Good Earth Farm. We are so afraid of failure and wish to 

avoid it, with good reason. Failure hurts; it makes us vulnerable. It con-

fronts us with our own limitations and frailty, a reminder difficult to 

digest. But Sister Carol Bernice was not enjoying the work in the garden 

simply because it was impossible to fail. It is still hard work, dirty and 

necessary. We were getting the earth ready to receive the promise of 

new crops. At this point, we did not have to worry over the success or 
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failure of the next harvest. We did not have to wonder if and how we 

went wrong or even anticipate the possibility of an abundant reward. 

We were simply working hard so that a new crop could be possible, so 

that we could hope in another harvest. 

Maybe, sometimes our work is rewarding for this reason: It is a rest 

from failure. In this way, our work becomes our rest. Maybe it is ok 

that we can avoid failure sometimes. Sometimes we can kneel close to 

the dirt with a Betsy and enjoy the hard work without fear. We can 

cradle the hope for what might be, knowing harder work will come, 

failure will happen, but for today, for now, we can rest.  

  

Sonya M. Whetstone is originally from Georgia and joined the Common Fri-

ars in August 2010. Her interests include writing creative non-fiction, obsess-

ing over movies, and acting as editor of the Altar & Table.  



Common Friars at the Good Earth Farm 

10011 Armitage Rd. Athens, Ohio 45701 

740-594-2425  

goodearthfarm@commonfriars.org  

Facebook.com/goodearthfarm  

http://commonfriars.wordpress.com/  

 

Donations 

If you would like to support the Common Friars, you may send your contribu-

tions to  the Good Earth Farm.  

Common Friars receive status as a non-profit 501c(3) organization through the 

Episcopal Church . If you would like to make a contribution by check, it should 

be made out to the Episcopal Church of the Good Shepherd with Common Fri-

ars in the memo line.  

Submissions 

 If you are interested in submitting material for future  quarterly publications 

please contact us.  Altar & Table  would like to include essays, poetry, crea-

tive non-fiction, fiction, original art,  or photography. The theme for the Winter 

quarterly will be Poverty. 

Send Us Your Letters 

Thank you for reading this issue of  Altar &  Table. We would appreci-

ate your thoughts and responses. Send your  letters to the Good Earth 

Farm 10011 Armitage Rd. Athens, OH 45701 or email us at goodearth-

farm@commonfriars.org. Letters may be edited for length and content.  

 

 

 

 

 

Illustrations in this issue of Altar & Table were created by Kelly Latimore 

and are taken from photographs of the Good Earth Farm. All photographs in 

this issue were also taken at the Good Earth Farm.  
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