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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, work and aspire to be signs of the 
Kingdom of God. We live by the charisms of poverty, joy, and hospital-
ity. Altar & Table is a quarterly journal of our community. It is an ex-
pression of our common study and formation 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 com-
mon life and learn as we learn. 

Altar & Table is published four times a year by the Common Friars of the 

Good Earth Farm. © 2011 Common Friars 



 Dear Readers, 
  
Winter is nearly passed and with it goes the cold wet blanket of snow. 
The trees have been bare; the brilliant colors of autumn have long since 
faded. The garden of the Good Earth Farm has been buried under 
leaves, mulch, and snow. You would have to dig to find some green, but 
it is still there, slowing emerging. Poverty seems an appropriate theme 
for our winter issue; nature seems to mirror it. 
  
Throughout this issue of Altar & Table, we have included quotes to 
spawn discussion, but we are also wrestling with questions about pov-
erty. What is poverty— a spiritual state, a calling, a weakness, a finan-
cial crisis? How do we respond to poverty? Where are the poor? Are we 
among them? With these questions in mind, we have included statistics 
about poverty and hunger from our immediate setting, Athens County 
and the state of Ohio. 
  
We are also examining our charism of Gospel Poverty. It is one of three 
charisms that we hope to embrace in our life together, the others being 
joy and hospitality, which will be addressed in subsequent issues.  In 
examining Gospel Poverty, we try to understand how to live it and how 
it differs from the poverty we see around us. Some of the questions we 
find ourselves asking are: How do we use the power and privilege that 
we have? How do we share everything that we have? How do we sacri-
fice our own comfort for the sake of others? How can we begin to under-
stand the oppression and suffering of those around us and throughout 
the world? How can our small efforts make a difference? 
  
What we are hoping to do by asking these questions is to exhibit an 
imagination that the entire Church could practice. What if poverty was 
not something we discussed but something we lived? What if the poor 
were not nameless faces but were our names and our faces? And in 
counting ourselves as poor we also take on the divisions, misunder-
standings, and hardships that come with it. Let us ask difficult ques-
tions. Let us ask uncomfortable ones.  
  
Sincerely,  
  
Sonya M. Whetstone, Editor 
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Poverty 
 

Gospel Poverty is a charism of the Common Friars. Below is an excerpt 
from our Rule of Life that explains our current understanding of what 
that means.   

 
We are called to a life of gospel poverty.  Jesus asks us to take nothing 
and to sell everything, and he reminds us that we cannot serve both God 
and wealth.  For each of us, this is a difficult task and a slow conversion.  
Poverty is a difficult word, ridiculous to the wealthy and poor alike.  We 
must acknowledge the sin of greed and its counterpart, abject poverty. 
We must realize the desire to consume damages our ability to love. We 
must be a witness of gospel poverty while working through the ensuing 
difficultly with honestly and integrity. 
 
For us the friar moves slowly towards giving everything, trusting in the 
order and the grace of God.  This takes years for anyone to consider.  An 
individual must slowly learn to consider the lilies of the field over the 
desire to consume.  Gospel poverty has to be the product of joy rather 
than compulsion. For the order, poverty means that we must not fall 
into the trap of pursuing collective wealth. Instead the order must al-
ways invest in people, in ministry, and in place, always leaning towards 
precarity. 

 
Common Friars Rule of Life, Poverty 2010 

Photograph | Samantha Goresh  
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R 
ecently, we butchered 
about 100 chickens. We 
had been taking care of 
our heritage breed birds 

for the previous 3 months, pastur-
ing them on grass in movable 
chicken tractors.  We had been 
raising them for meat to help feed 
the community of folks with whom 
we share meals and also those who 
live in the house.  During morning 
prayer, Paul 
prayed that we 
might be thank-
ful for the gift of 
good meat and 
also reverent 
for the sacrifice 
that we were 
requiring. I had 
a grudgingly 
dutiful mindset 
for going about 
the work that 
day—work that 
used to be com-
mon to all those 
connected to 
food and farm. Though this wasn‟t 
my first experience slaughtering 
chickens, the day impacted me in a 
powerful way.  I began to seriously 
consider the power that humans 
have over other living beings and 
how that affects our connection to 
creation.   
      The morning was cold and wet.  
It was miserable really, and the 
gloomy weather amplified my mel-
ancholy.  We each had different 

jobs during the event, some scald-
ing, some gutting, some prepping 
the meat, some plucking and still 
others actually doing the killing—
that was my job.  After gathering 
the birds from the field they were 
loaded into the truck bed.  I 
grabbed a bird, held its wings, and 
put it beak first into a make-shift 
cone that would hold it still during 
the killing.  I then breathed a silent 

prayer and 
inserted the 
knife quickly 
through the 
beak, killing 
it instantly, 
before cut-
ting the 
jugular and 
letting the 
blood drain. 
We did it in 
as humane a 
manner as I 
can think of, 
p r o c e s s i n g 
each beauti-

ful bird carefully and deliberately.   
      During the course of the morn-
ing, I began to reflect deeply on 
what I was doing.  It certainly was-
n‟t an atmosphere that provided 
for introspection, though the scene 
was messy, with buckets of chicken 
remains sitting next to the scalding 
pot and piles of feathers near the 
plucking machine.  Yet, I began to 
understand something which I had 
taken for granted nearly all my life 

The Poverty of Humility 

Dan Kauffman  
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but seemed obvious to me in that moment; 
namely, that I have incredible power over 
other living beings, power either to treat 
them well or for ill.     
      I was ending the life of another living 
creature.  My strength and wits enabled me 
to handle the birds how I wanted, against 
their own instinct for self-preservation.  As 
they each took their last gasping breath, I felt 
the power in my hands, coursing through my 
mind.   And yet this act did not strike me as 
evil or wrong.  It felt sacred, somehow, and it 
reminded me that all my interactions in life 
affect real, living beings, and that I have real 
power over them—power to treat them with 
respect and dignity, or power to mar, maim, and destroy.   
    Whenever I eat I choose how a living being is treated—whether ani-
mal, plant, human, or the billions of microorganisms living in the soil.  
Whenever I flip on a light switch or stare at a computer or television 
screen, I choose, in part, how the energy obtained for those machines 
affects living beings.  Whenever I drive, I think about what it has cost to 
obtain the gasoline which moves me along the road. All this is not to 
condemn our culture or our lives as they are presently constructed.  
However, I do mean to call attention to the sacredness of life and the 
power which we have, however we have it, over other living beings.  
    The fact that we can alter the existence of other living beings should 
call us to reflect on what we do with that power.  Realizing our power 
can either make us think we are as gods, or it can humble us, lending us 
the ability to see ourselves in relation to other living beings, beings that 
we depend on for our livelihoods.  Unfortunately, it seems we operate 
mainly from the former attitude—that of “domination over” living be-
ings instead of “living with” them.  That we act thus is evident by our 
rampant destruction in extracting finite resources such as oil and coal, 
our toxic chemical treatment of crops and soils in our industrial agricul-
ture system, and by our increasing anxiety and perplexity over rapid 
environmental changes 
    We as a people have lost the humility that comes with a right under-
standing of our place in creation, the humility of “living with” instead of 
“domination over.”  That sort of humility allows us to look with a long-
view—one towards the preservation of soils and species.  And in being 
humble, thus, we would readily recognize our potential power over, but 
also our dependence on, other living beings and the subsequent duty to 
promote their respective livelihoods.  But we have lost that interior rich-
ness which comes from appreciating our power and place in creation—a 

We learn from our 
gardens to deal with 

the most urgent 
question of the time: 

How much is enough?   
 

 Wendell Berry 
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complex and bountiful system that contains all that is necessary to sus-
tain all life.  And so, we are a poor folk who walk haughtily over the 
earth and miss out on the rich necessities she wants so desperately to 
give us.   
   We are utterly dependent on other living beings and are connected to 
them in intricate ways.  Our small farm represents a myriad of ways this 
is so.  The milk from our cow goes to make cheese, butter, yogurt and 
ice cream.  What isn‟t used is given to the pigs which in turn give us the 
strength to tend the garden.   We are but small specks on the continuum 
of time, blessed to be alive, to laugh and to love, and to enjoy life such as 
it is.  If only we could see our power, understand it rightly, and use our 
power to bring healing and dignity to others, would we shed our poverty 
of humility and take our proper place in the order of all things.   
 
Dan Kauffman is from Chillicothe, Ohio and graduated from Ohio University in 
2006 after studying Philosophy and Spanish. He loves his wife Heidi and enjoys 
gardening, baking bread, and playing strategy games.  
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T 
wo years ago my friend 
and I sat in the back row 
of St. Paul‟s, the church I 
attended while in college, 

when it came time to receive the 
Eucharist. We stood and began 
walking together toward the ele-
ments.  
     A car had hit my friend at a very 
young age, which has made walk-
ing, speaking, and other motor 
skills difficult for him; those that 
walk with him are ready with 
hands of support. My friend and I 
had walked together to receive the 
Eucharist many times. At first we 
would come to the table, my friend 
in his wheel chair, myself by his 
side, and I would rip a piece of 
bread and hand it to him, receive a 
small cup and pour it into his 
mouth, then receive these gifts my-
self. However, this began to 
change, and my friend wanted to 
receive the Eucharist himself; I 
understood. He would walk up and 
with some effort rip the bread and 
shakily touch it to the cup, his fin-
gers often being completely sub-
merged. I began to simply stand 

with him in case of one of his occa-
sional sways.  
     We came to the bread that Sun-
day, and each of us took and ate 
and turned back down the aisle to 
take our seats. My friend was be-
side me when he suddenly disap-
peared. Thinking I had failed to 
support my friend, I quickly turned 
around to see his bright blue eye‟s 
wide open just above the broad 
shoulders of our senior Pastor‟s 
father; the rest of him was 
wrapped in the embrace of the fa-
ther‟s arms.   
     Our senior pastor‟s father was-
n‟t someone I knew very well, but 
his presence was a powerful and 
silent one. He always gave the best 
handshakes during the passing of 
the peace and, as my priest and 
professor had said numerous 
times, was a symbol of strength for 
many even in his old age.  
     The father let go, my friend and 
he exchanged a glance, and then 
both continued down the aisle, us 
to our seats and the father to the 
Eucharist. My friend turned to me 
and with a big smile asked slowly, 
“Who was that”? 

Pondering Eucharist: 
Simple Actions Transformed 

by Kelly Latimore  



 Table of Contents 
                                        6 

      Two years later that seemingly 
simple embrace and my friend‟s 
response is one of the most impor-
tant moments I have been given 
the chance to witness. In this one 
moment, the juxtaposition of the 
visible body of Christ, the impor-
tance of the Eucharist, and Eucha-
ristic Mission all started to become 
a little clearer to me.  
     At the end of each Gospel, al-
most every encounter Jesus has 
with his disciples after the resur-
rection he eats with them. In Mark, 
Jesus appears before them as they 
are eating at a table. In Luke, on 
the road to Emmaus, Jesus, in true 
„companionship,‟ breaks bread 
with his two disciples before he 
disappears. Right after this, as the 
disciples are discussing the Em-
maus road appearance, Jesus ap-
pears to them.  They think Jesus is 
a ghost, until he asks, “Have you 
anything to eat?” Whereupon, he 
eats fish and bread as the disciples 
watch him in astonishment. In 
John‟s gospel, the disciples see 
Jesus on the shore calling out to 
them. After coming to the shore, 
they find a charcoal fire waiting 
with cooking fish and bread on it 
for breakfast (which they eat to-
gether). I am sure the disciples 
cherished every single meal after 
these occurrences as a place where 
Jesus might show up. It seems so 
simple, so ordinary, but to whom 
could they go? Jesus is the bread of 
life  
     Like the disciples in John chap-
ter 6, I often come to the Eucharist 
saying, “This teaching is hard.” The 
Eucharist is mysterious and takes 

imagination. In it God is taking an 
ordinary people and forming them 
into the body of Christ with some-
thing as common as food and 
drink. However, in the rhythm of 
taking the Eucharist, we come to 
proclaim with Saint Peter at the 
end of the chapter, “To whom 
could we go?” Jesus is the bread of 
life. At some point I began to recall 
that when Christ asked us to re-
member him it was through food. 
In the repeated actions of “taking…
blessing…breaking…and sharing” I 
began to see what a Christian ethic 
looked like. At some point “we 
come to understand that it takes 
imagination to realize that God has 
given us far too much rather than 
not enough. It takes imagination to 
open our hearts to receive God‟s 
overflowing gifts, instead of as-
suming his gifts are hard to come 
by and look elsewhere.” Continu-
ally and willingly receiving the gift 
of Christ‟s taken, blessed, broken 

Photograph | Dan Krauss  
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and shared body and blood, we 
come to recognize that our very 
lives are gifts. We receive these 
gifts and are given the chance to 
offer in return every possession, 
every responsibility, and every re-
lationship, our whole lives to God 
in the Eucharist. They become 
transformed: taken, blessed, bro-
ken and shared with the rest of the 
world as signs of God‟s friendship 
and love. In this context, “you are 
what you eat” makes sense. We are 
becoming what we have eaten. We 
are becoming signs in the world—
witnesses of what the Eucharist 
has made us.  
      God has transformed us in the 
Eucharist by transforming the 
most natural, common thing: food. 
Thus, why shouldn‟t this special 
food transform the way we look at 
everything? Why shouldn‟t this 
meal transform everything we 
touch, hear and see? I‟ve begun to 
realize that my life and the com-
mon friars, and us working on the 
Good Earth Farm, and the entire 
Church Catholic must learn to in-
corporate every gift, every prayer, 
every meal, every relationship, 
every responsibility— incorporate 
our whole world into the Eucha-

rist—transformed by Christ‟s life, 
death, and resurrection. 
     We often equate Eucharistic 
mission with the grand and ex-
travagant; something that merely 
informs our separate individual or 
parish missions. There isn‟t an in-
dividual or parish mission. As our 
Bishop, Rt. Rev. Thomas Breiden-
thal says, “The Eucharist is mis-
sion.” 
     As we work on the Good Earth 
Farm, our mission isn‟t to simply 
ensure the land‟s flourishing, or, 
conversely, to assert dominance 
over it; we hope to farm in a way 
that “brings creation into the rela-
tionship of praise and thanksgiving 
toward God epitomized by the 
Eucharist.” We want to enter into a 
relationship with the land that 
treats it as a gift, not a commodity. 
Even when our harvests may be 
small, they are still gifts.  
    It is through our habits and our 
practices of the liturgy that we 
learn how to see and remember 
that everything is taken, blessed, 
broken, and shared. It is a simple 
statement, but the Church cannot 
change the world; God changes the 
world, and God is changing us into 
the visible Body of Christ to be 
signs of his companionship and 
love. This is God’s means of chang-
ing the World. The simplest of ac-
tions can now change the world. A 
small collective of people living 
together can now change the 
world. Planting one seed can now 
change the world. Preparing and 
eating the food we have harvested 
and sharing it with friends and 
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strangers can now change the 
world. 
    These are gifts to be shared how-
ever insignificant they seem. My 
friend‟s question, “Who was that?” 
is actually a paradoxical question 
(one I don‟t dare attempt to com-
pletely answer in this article.) 
However, I do know that every-
thing in our lives— the economies 
of food in our cupboards or in our 
gardens (big or small), our clothes, 
our money, our words, and our 
shelter— has become part of the 
Eucharist. Our collection of food 
and money for the poor is not 
separated from the Mission of 
Eucharist. Our time itself is a gift 
(“each day gathered as was the 
manna in the wilderness…”). We 
can‟t separate any one thing in our 
lives. For all is Gift; everything is a 
sign of what the Eucharist has 
made us.  
      My pastor‟s father made an em-
brace a visible sign and part of Eu-
charistic Mission. Thus, I believe it 
is even the seemingly simplest of 
actions, like harvesting, baking 
bread, writing a letter, preparing 
and eating meals, teaching, paint-
ing, sitting with a friend in silence, 
trying to mud drywall, writing mu-
sic, studying, doing dishes, telling 
a story, building bird feeders, look-
ing after the bee hive, preparing a 
space for a guest, conversing, or 
yes, offering a strong loving em-
brace, that can all become signifi-
cant visible signs of the repetition 
of the saving pattern of Christ: tak-
ing, blessing, breaking, and giving, 
all brought before the Altar again 

and again, Eucharistic meal after 
Eucharistic meal.   
 
Notes: 
 
1. Mark 14:22-25 
2. Wells, Samuel. God's Companions:  
Reimagining Christian Ethics. Black-
well Pub., 2006 
3. Marion, Jean-Luc. 1991. God With-
out Being. 
  
 

Kelly Latimore regularly finds and 
and hopes to always share musical 
notes, words, stories, colors, ink 
and paper, and broken artifacts 
that a Wren organizes on his bed-
room window.   

 

For now I ask no more 
Than the justice of 

eating. 
 

Pablo Neruda 
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Our Next Door Neighbors 

Some Statistics about  Poverty in  Athens County, OH 

I want you to be 

concerned about your 

next door neighbor. Do 

you know your next 

door neighbor?  

Mother Theresa 
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Our Next Door Neighbors 

Some Statistics about  Hunger in  Athens County, OH 

We make our friends; 

we make our enemies; 

but God makes our next 

door neighbor. 

G.K. Chesterton 
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Four Days 
by Father Thomas J. Fehr 

 

F 
our days!  In four days from writing this I will have taken up 
residence as a Common Friar on the Good Earth Farm.  This is 
the bountiful harvest resulting from my discernment with the 
community that I spoke of in the last issue of Altar and Ta-

ble.  On October 25, 2010, I accepted their invitation to become a pos-
tulant with the order. 
    Much has been made by some of my downsizing from a three bed-
room house to a room in our farm house.  One day each week for the 
past few weeks, “Frankentruck,” the name given our multicolor Dodge 
Ram 4 x 4 diesel duly reclaimed from a junkyard, has left my driveway 
in Granville with a full load headed for the farm.  It reminded me of the 
opening from the hit TV comedy from years ago, “The Beverly Hillbil-
lies!”  Four days from now will be the last.  And all the Common Friars 
say, “Amen. Thanks be to God!”  
    Even though car loads of things have left for the homes of others, and 
I sold a lot of furniture, including an heirloom dining room set, it still 
seems as if I‟m moving in too much stuff.   
    I don‟t feel the poorer for making this change.  I feel as if I‟m gaining 
so much.  How then can I be said to be embracing a path that we call 
gospel poverty?  That I am feeling this way is precisely a sign that I‟m 
beginning to embrace this path because with God less is more.  With 
less, we depend less on our own resources, which can be here today and 
gone tomorrow, and begin depending more on God and each other.  
Certainly in these difficult economic times, many have seen employ-
ment income and retirement savings shrink, if not disappear altogether.  
Many have lost homes.  In times like these, “To whom shall we go?” 
   Here on the farm we rely on God and benefactors when our finances 
and our budget seem to have little in common.  If one of us runs out of 
gas, we go to their rescue.  If ones of us runs short of funds for the 
month, another can help cover things.  We pool what we have and share 
what we have in common.   If we are traveling for a conference, we don‟t 
automatically seek out a motel for the night, we seek out the hospitality 
of a brother or sister.   
    Let me be clear: God does not call us to live lives of austerity and mis-
ery.  Those who are poor because they are deprived by others of the ba-
sic necessities of life: food, clothing, shelter, safety and stability and 
must undergo extreme hardship to obtain what they do have are not 
living a life of gospel poverty.  Their poverty is the result of the greed 
and injustice of others.  Because some hoard, waste, and squander, oth-
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ers do without.  Those who em-
brace Jesus‟ call to gospel poverty 
are a corrective to this situation. 
By freely living in ways that are in 
dramatic contrast to the lives of 
the rich, we speak truth to power 
and serve as a witness to God‟s 
call to repentance and amend-
ment of life. 
    Living a life of gospel poverty is 
a life of sharing not hoarding.  It 
is a life of conserving rather than 
wasting.  It is a life of good stewardship rather than squandering re-
sources.  Living a life of gospel poverty is a life lived in good relationship 
with our fellow human beings, with the earth and all created things and 
with God.   
     By being poor in the manner of the gospel, we build relationships 
with each other and with God because we no longer make the assump-
tion that we can be totally self-sufficient.  Independence and self-
sufficiency are myths.  We are social and interdependent beings by 
God‟s design.  When we think we don‟t need others, we can quickly 
come to believe that we don‟t need God either.  I for one am thankful 
that I can‟t make it by my efforts alone.  What a grace it is to turn to God 
in every need, small or large!  What a blessing it is when we allow others 
to help us and when we help them! 
    By being poor in the manner of the gospel, we become the beloved 
community God calls us to be.  The needs of others become as impor-
tant as our own needs.  We begin to resource the needs of others before 
our own selfish desires of pleasure and excess.  We create a more egali-
tarian society where the divide between rich and poor narrows. 
   Can forgoing air conditioning in the summer and drying clothes the 
old fashioned way (no, not with an old inefficient dryer, but actually 
hanging them out to dry) actually make a difference?  Those are rela-
tively easy for me, but what about my expensive smart phone and the 
plan that goes with it?  Am I merely rationalizing the need, or are there 
real benefits to having such a communication tool?  The verdict is still 
out, but for now I‟m keeping the phone!  We will all make different deci-
sions about particular things.  In the end, what is important is the net 
result.   
    At the Good Earth Farm, we believe this beloved community must 
also reverence the earth and all its inhabitants.  We dream of ditching 
the tractor and having a team of draught horses.  We use recycled mate-
rials in our construction projects when possible.  We farm organically 
and our farming avoids machinery when possible and so is labor inten-
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 sive.  In forgoing machines that can do much of the work for us, we re-
claim the value of our own work as it reconnects us to each other, the 
food we grow and with the God we serve.  We try to work in harmony 
with nature rather than against it.  There is a poverty of spirit when we 
acknowledge that life on earth is not all about us and that we live inter-
dependently with all living things and with the earth itself. 
    This sense of poverty has not so much to do with how much one 
makes as it does with what one does with what one has.  In order to live 
a life of gospel poverty, one must be poor in spirit.  This life of gospel 
poverty leads us ultimately to the bounty of everlasting life.  Jesus says, 
"Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of 
heaven.” (Mat 5:3 NRS) 
    God, the One who with delight created all 
things saying, “It is good,” is the One who 
teaches us how to live this life of gospel pov-
erty.  God‟s love and abundance have been 
flowing into creation since the first command 
that started it all, “Let there be light: and there 
was light. (Gen 1:1 KJV)  God pours out from 
all that God is for us and the creation.  The 
One and Triune God who loves and shares by 
nature does not hoard, waste or squander, but 
rather freely gives to us the love that is our 
very life.  When we live a life of gospel poverty, 
we freely give in order that others may have 
life. 

And that we might always know that God pours out Godself for us, 
God sent the Son our Savior Jesus Christ who “emptied himself, taking 
the form of a slave, being born in human likeness. And being found in 
human form, 8 he humbled himself and became obedient to the point of 
death-- even death on a cross.  (Phi 2:1 NRS)  Here is the mark of true 
gospel poverty; one freely giving up one‟s life not for its own sake, but 
for the sake of something greater.  Jesus freely gave up his life so that 
we might know forgiveness of our sins, abundant life on earth and eter-
nal life in the Kingdom. 
    Living lives of gospel poverty serves as a sign of Christ‟s own life of 
poverty that reconciled us to God and all people.  In living this life of 
gospel poverty we experience joy and extend hospitality.  In living this 
life of gospel poverty, we are the richest people in the world! 
 
Fr. Thomas J. Fehr joined the Common Friars as a postulant on October 25, 
2010. As of February 1, he lives on the farm and commutes to Granville, where 
he continues to serve at St. Luke's through June as Assistant to the Rector. 

 

In this world of plenty 

every human being 

has a right to  food, 

clothes, decent 

shelter, and the 

rudiments of 

education. 

Elizabeth Cady 

Stanton 
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Wherever Two or More are Gathered… 
by Becky Code 

 

T 
here‟s a feeling of gentleness at Good Earth Farm. You feel it in 
how warmly the community members treat one another, in the 
tone of voice with which they speak to each other, in how they 
pitch in to help with someone else‟s chores when something 

unexpectedly comes up.  As a recent 5-day visitor, I felt it in the pa-
tience with which they answered all my questions about the farm and 
their community, in their willingness to share their space with me, in 
their generosity in just opening their home to me, a complete stranger. 

This is a working farm with cows, sheep, 
goats, pigs and chickens, yet the residents 
speak of the animals by name (except 
most of the 150 chickens) as if they are 
members of the family. There‟s Lucy, the 
befuddled little lamb, who hangs out with 
the chickens instead of the other sheep, 
that is, until an unsuspecting jogger runs 
down the road, at which point Lucy fol-
lows them like a dog chasing cars. There‟s 
Wendell, the goat, who has been known to 
give one of the hornless rams a black eye 
during their head-butting. There are two 
dairy cows:  Daisy, who, despite being 
milked every morning, still hasn‟t caught 
on to the drill, and Kitty, who is pregnant 
and all black except for some peculiar 

white markings on her right flank which 
look like “11   ?”. (Interestingly, accord-
ing to the I Ching, the symbol “11” 

represents “when heaven and earth meet.”) Inside the house are Peggy, 
the soulful beagle, and three cats, one of whom is Ginger, the Jekyll and 
Hyde feline, purring in your lap one minute then hissing at you with 
furry fury the next. She, like us, must have her tender breaking points, a 
reminder for us to be patient with each other and to not judge, lest ye be 
judged. 
    A typical day begins with communal prayer at 6:30 a.m. which cen-
ters and focuses the priorities of the day on something beyond mere 
physical labor. There‟s something about voices praying in unison at that 
time of the morning—pausing at the same moment, drawing in a breath 
at the same time—that conveys a sense of shared purpose, of intercon-
nectedness, that resonated with me and which I don‟t experience with 

Photograph | Samantha Goresh  
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individual prayer or with a once-a-week congre-
gational  service. After the morning milking, 
there‟s a group meeting to discuss and prioritize 
the projects that need to be worked on that day: 
garden, livestock, newsletter, grant writing, food 
distribution to local food banks, house chores, 
etc. Work is done until about 1 pm when lunch is 
served to whoever is there that day—residents, 
volunteers, visitors—none is turned away. Later 
in the afternoon, there‟s time to work on individ-
ual projects before evening prayer and dinner.                            
     What I found most refreshing is the scheduled 
time after lunch to rest. Like most Type A person-
alities who are addicted to production and ac-
complishment, I tend to work myself to exhaustion if I‟m not careful—if 
not physically, then most often spiritually, losing heart without noticing 
who‟s really cracking the whip. In addition, one afternoon per week, the 
members of Good Earth Farm get away from the farm work, the phone 
calls, and visitors for about an hour and half to discuss some inspira-
tional text they‟ve been reading: Thomas Merton, St. Francis of Assisi. 
These built-in respites help maintain a healthy balance and a sustaining 
rhythm of work and rest, work and rest, that seems so natural, so easy 
to settle into.  
    One of the missions of Good Earth Farm is to provide the Athens 
County food banks with quality fruits and vegetables grown on the farm. 
None of this substandard, restaurant-reject food, but top-of-the-line 
produce picked that day and delivered as fresh as possible to folks in 
need. Last year, the farm donated about 7,000 pounds of a wide variety 
of fresh produce to local food banks. This year, their third in operation, 
they hope to double that amount with the help of volunteers.   
    The farm operates under a principle of sustainable agriculture so the 
vast majority of food consumed there is what is raised on the farm.  I ate 
several dietary “firsts” during my visit there: bok choi (outside of a Chi-
nese restaurant), turnips, other greens, homemade butter. But what 
took the cake were the burritos made from beef tongue which were sur-
prisingly delicious. In the morning, I‟d usually have a bowl of home-
made granola topped with homemade yogurt and honey from their 
hives up on the hill. Lunches were usually hearty soups made with 
whatever vegetables were on hand and salads with fresh-picked lettuce 
and greens. Homemade applesauce or apple butter was all I needed for 
dessert. I don‟t think I‟ve ever eaten so nutritiously—such a variety of 
foods and so little preservatives. 
    The four men and four women of the Good Earth Farm community 
lives simply according to what they call “gospel poverty.” Many ride 

 

To forget how 
to dig the 
earth and tend 
the soil is to 
forget 
ourselves. 

 Mahatma 
Gandhi 
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 their bikes into town in-
stead of driving a car 
whenever they can. 
There‟s a washing machine 
but no dryer which be-
comes a challenge when 
the weather doesn‟t permit 
wet clothes to be hung out-
side. Then they‟re decorat-
ing all sorts of places in 
their bedrooms. Wet 
sheets get stretched out on 
several racks set up in the 
living room where there‟s 

space to spread them out. And, like so many people in this country, 
most of the residents live without the so-called safety net of health in-
surance. 
    What struck me is that the Good Earth Farm community isn‟t merely 
a group of housemates. It‟s not just a bunch of people sharing the work 
toward a common, albeit altruistic, goal.  It‟s a shared life. No one‟s 
playing taskmaster keeping track of who might be slacking in their re-
sponsibilities; no comparing of who might be working harder than 
whom, or who‟s not completing their chores according to certain unspo-
ken standards. They‟re all in this together—compassionately, lovingly—
living the reality that no one is perfect but trusting that they‟re all trying 
to do their best, even if that day, they might fall just a little short. It‟s 
not simply life on a farm, but a shared commitment to grounding their 
day in God, and supporting each other on each of their spiritual jour-
neys.  
    I feel so blessed to have had the privilege to witness this faith-
community in action. But I also felt a tremendous amount of grief in 
leaving Good Earth Farm that Friday night—a place where paradoxi-
cally the soul can rest in the midst of much physical work. And I won-
dered how I could hold the farm‟s peace in my heart while re-subjecting 
it to the clanging cymbals and beating drums, the dog-eat-dog mentality 
that all too often predominates in our everyday culture. There was a full 
moon on that cold November night, and as I slowly drove down the 
lane, the low beams of my searching headlights caught a glimpse of 
Kitty standing in the pasture calmly munching on the hay and alfalfa 
from the feed bin, radiating her “11 ?” like some cosmic, cud-chewing 
question. 

 
Becky Code teaches part-time at Ohio University’s College of  
Osteopathic Medicine in Athens, OH. 
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T 
hroughout the summer, 
the farm hosts mission 
groups of various ages.  
This is a great opportunity 

to not only teach about agriculture 
and farming but also about re-
gional issues that fit into broader 
concerns.  One topic we explored 
last summer was coal history and 
how it connects to our present-day 
energy use.  

     We took one visiting group of 
middle schoolers to Ohio Univer-
sity‟s Eco House, an off-campus 
residence for students meant to 
educate the public about “green” 
living.  This field trip was devoted 
to exploring energy use, and al-
though we attempt to live 
“sustainably” at the farm (like 
grow and preserve our own food) I 
was excited to see new, technologi-
cal devices that could excite 13-
year-olds.    

     Alana, the resident tour guide, 
showed us a really impressive solar 
hot water system.  Two solar col-
lectors towered and tilted before 
us.  As Alana explained, these col-
lectors contain coils filled with gly-
col that heat the water used in the 
house.  It was a great example of a 
fairly-affordable technology that 
decreases their dependence on the 
power grid.  What I was really 
struck by, though, was a deliberate 
stop Alana made in the back yard.  
We paused in front of a single um-
brella clothesline.  This device is 

far from technological.  In fact, it‟s 
pretty darn simple.   

    I recalled a recent ecumenical 
dialogue led by Matthew and 
Nancy Sleeth about their inspira-
tion to care for God‟s creation.  
During the discussion, Nancy 
talked about using her own 
clothesline: “Every time that you 
hang your laundry on the line in-
stead of us-
ing a dryer, 
you save five 
pounds of 
coal from 
being taken 
down from 
the moun-
tains of Ken-
tucky and 
T e n n e s s e e 
and Appala-
chia or Wyo-
ming. And you save five pounds of 
greenhouse gasses from going up 
into the sky. It‟s also a time of al-
most monastic simplicity and just 
a time to pray and be with God and 
listen to the birds.” 

    Alana stopped by the clothesline 
to show the children a simple way 
to save energy.  As I stood with the 
group, I thought about the clothes-
line next to our farmhouse.  It was 
broken:  one metal arm was bent 
beyond repair and the wire sagged.  
It had been so easy for me to use 
the clothes dryer while we procras-
tinated buying a new line.  I would 
absently pitch towels into the 

Even if I knew that 
tomorrow the 
world would go to 
pieces, I would still 
plant my apple 
tree. 
 
 Martin Luther 

The Clothesline 
by Sarah Parker-Clever  
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mouth of the machine and con-
tinue with my hectic day on the 
farm. 

    That night with the youth group, 
we watched the amazing documen-
tary Coal Country.  On the screen, 
we saw aerial images of perma-
nently disfigured mountains and 
valleys.  We saw the irreversible 
destruction of mountain-top re-
moval.  We heard the desperate 
pleas and angry appeals of Appala-
chian folks whose homes and 
health were 
disrespected.  
Folks high-
lighted in the 
film, like Kathy 
Selvage, Judy 
Bonds, and 
Chuck Nelson, 
are local he-
roes, though, 
and not just 
victims.  They 
speak out with courage and ask us 
to consider the real cost of coal.  
Indeed, coal helps us “keep on the 
lights,” but I couldn‟t help to think 
to myself that maybe we should 
consider turning them off. 

   Inevitably, I thought again about 
my clothes dryer and my clothes-
line.  It‟s a crucial decision each 
time I clean my clothes:  do I toss 
them in the dryer or hang them on 
the line?  A clothes dryer repre-
sents convenience; a clothes line 
represents care.  In my constant 
struggle to, as Thoreau puts it, 
“live intentionally” my goal is to 
make the most loving decisions 
daily.  Hanging clothes to dry is 
loving in many regards:  it respects 

the earth, acknowledging her 
power to meet my needs; it re-
spects time, acknowledging the 
beauty of slowing down and living 
in the present; and, most impor-
tantly, it respects people, acknowl-
edging those struggling in regions 
devastated by coal mining.  Think-
ing through all of this, I made a 
personal vow to never use a clothes 
dryer again.   

   But I knew that this wasn‟t 
enough. 

  One of our in-
tentions of living 
a shared life is to 
be a sign to the 
world of what 
the Kingdom of 
God might be 
here and now.  
Instead of living 
a staunchly per-
sonal and pri-
vate life, we 

choose to live an open, welcoming 
life that acknowledges the beauty 
of dependency.  My hope is that 
we, as a body of people, make lov-
ing decisions daily.  And, so, at the 
following house meeting, with 
trepidation, I asked everyone to 
simply think about getting rid of 
the clothes dryer.  The response I 
got was surprising.   

   Everyone, without pause, agreed 
vigorously.  It seemed that no con-
sideration was necessary.  In fact, 
we excitedly discussed creative 
ways to hang lines in the house for 
the winter.  I was awestruck!  A 
suggestion that I worried would be 
met with hesitation was actually 
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welcomed with joy.  By the 
end of the week, the 
clothes dryer was moved to 
a dark corner of the base-
ment. 

     I‟m reminded again and 
again that living simply is 
not always simple.  It is 
now winter and we have to 
strategize our time when 
we consider when to do 
laundry.  Sheets are the 
most difficult.  Once I tried 
to use the clothesline out-

side; instead of drying, they froze.  The dampness turned into crunch.  
So, a visitor might walk in some evening and see bedding spread across 
the living room like a child‟s fort:  fitted sheets hooked around the back 
of chairs stretched flat.  But at least the smell of fresh linen wafts 
through the air!   

   We are now responsible for and aware of each other in more ways 
than before.   Someone else might hang kitchen towels and washed up 
old rags one evening, and when finally dry (24 hours later), I might no-
tice and fold them and put them away.  If a drying rack is full, I wait to 
wash until it‟s free.  It is a practice in teamwork and patience.   

   We sacrifice convenience, but we do it together with a mind toward 
what it means to pin up my shirt to dry by the heat of the woodstove.  
And what it means is that we share a common hope:  a hope that moun-
tains will someday not be blasted away, a hope that all people can live 
justly and not be bitter, a hope that Christ‟s love can be reflected in sim-
ple care.      

      Choosing an intentional life in a shared home is complex in ways 
that would make most people cringe, I imagine.  We hold each other 
accountable.  We must constantly be aware of our moods and our ac-
tions.  Nothing is taken for granted.  Very little goes unnoticed.  How-
ever, the common decision to banish the clothes dryer is just one exam-
ple of how I‟m inspired by this beautiful life.  It is a testament to the way 
living together urges us to listen closely, to be creative, and, above all, to 
love fully. 
 

Sarah Parker-Clever is a member of the Good Earth Farm and the Common 
Friars.  When she's not growing flowers, she teaches reading, writing and think-
ing at Hocking Community College in Nelsonville, OH. 

 

 



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 Good 

Earth Farm  in the memo line.  

Send Us Your Letters 

Thank you for reading this issue of   

Altar &  Table. We would appreciate 

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.  

Submissions 

 If you are interested in submit-

ting material for future  quarterly 

publications please contact us.  

Altar & Table  would like to 

include essays, poetry, creative 

non-fiction, fiction, original art,  

or photography. The theme for the 

Spring  quarterly will be Joy. 

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 belong to the Common Friars with the exception of the photograph on 

pages 1 and 14 taken by Samantha Goresh and  the photograph on page 6  taken 

by Dan Krauss.  

Visit us Online  

Commonfriars.wordpress.com allows you to download an electronic version of 

Altar & Table. You can also offer comments on our individual articles, make a 

donation, view individual profiles of the Common Friars, and learn more about 

the Good Earth Farm.  

Pass It On 

We would like to share our publication with as many people as possible. When 

you have read our publication and desire to share it, pass it on to anyone you 

think may be interested. Anyone interested in receiving a copy of Altar & Ta-

ble should contact the Common Friars to make a request.  


