
2020 A N N U A L  U P D A T E

It has been a wonderful journey on this road called life.  We have been so blessed with God’s 
provisions:  A beautiful home and ministry we call Freedom Farm Community, a loving and 
supportive family,  extended community affiliates nearby, and an awesome career at the 
FDNY.  As the saying goes,”all good things must come to an end”; my time at the fire 
department has come to a close.  It was a great experience and I will always say (as well as 
most of my colleagues) “it’s the greatest job on earth”.


   The Next Chapter by Edgar Hayes

YOUNG ADULTS FROM CAMP 
DEERPARK, LEARNING ABOUT THE U.S. 
“FOOD CHAIN”-  HOW LONG FOOD 
TAKES TO GO FROM SEED TO PLATE.

FREEDOM FARM NEWS



Spring 2020:

Now it is time to turn the page to the next chapter in my life.  God has extended the book for 
other adventures to unfold.  I’m very excited to have more time to work on the farm.  As I look out 
from the barn into God’s creative space, I am awestruck everyday by the presence of life.   The 
sun’s afternoon radiance is providing power, heat and light, buds are popping open on the trees, 
Teo is chasing squirrels, the air is a little warmer, and signs of Spring are bursting forth.  


Last year was our second Sabbath year since 2004, where we allowed the land (and supposedly 
ourselves but that didn’t really happen) to rest.  It’s a time for repair, spiritual renewal and 
rejuvenation, contemplation, and refining.  Although, we still had to tend to the perennial fruit 
trees and bushes as well as the chickens.  We also continued hosting youth and young adult 
groups.  Sabbath happens every seven years and we are looking forward to these next six years 
of growing, harvesting, sharing, hospitality, homesteading, and teaching.  I will also be doing 
pulpit supply (guest preaching) as part of God’s calling for us.  


Summer 2020:

We had a great start to the growing season but alas, the bugs, long dry spell, and crazy Covid 
slowed our production down.  We still grew a lot of food, but the pandemic caused problems in 
getting it out to people in need.  Thankfully, Cornell Cooperative Extension was able to send 
people to us to help distribute the produce.  By July, we welcomed interns Katrina, Isabelle, 
Loyalty, and her husband DJ.  To be safe, we lived apart in the house, yurt, and barn, and ate 
meals and prayed together outside.  We got the chance to work with a mixed aged group of 
young people, learning about farming, reflecting on God’s love, and discussing social justice 
issues.  I am so looking forward to growing more food next year to get it into the hands of people 
who are really struggling to feed their families.  I am also looking forward to working with youth 
and young adults to cultivate their hearts, minds, and spirits. 


Winter 2020:

Our first real snow covers the ground.  Winter is here.  The sewing needle that’s been in my foot 
since July is finally out.  I’ve been missing out on the sledding opportunities, but I think God is 
telling me to rest.  A very hard undertaking.  Once I’m all healed up, I’ll finally start working on 
cleaning out the garage, building the garden wash station, chopping and stacking wood, creating 
space for a wood shop, finish working on the tool shed, start the process of building another 
hoop house.  Ahhh! The joy of work.  


Jesus is the foundation and cornerstone that supports and upholds Freedom Farm Community, 
and we look forward to serving all of God’s children (our neighbors).  So get ready folks!!!  As Kirk 
Franklin sings, we are ready to follow the “One who makes your next chapter, your best chapter”.

     The Next Chapter continued...



                   Remembering You, Remembering Why We’re Here   by Ann Rader

      

	 Edgar made the tough decision to retire from the fire department after 20 years on March 4, not 
knowing that we were on the brink of a pandemic. It was such a confirmation and gift to have him 
home from the city just in time, finally here full time to help run the farm. 

   	 Edgar’s retirement came a year after Dad died Sunday March 17, 2019.  Somehow it still hasn’t 
fully registered. Although we spent a lot of time with Dad, and began the grieving process as we 
navigated his physical decline over the last few years, I still feel kind of numb.  Even though he had a 
long beautiful life and let us know his love for us, there’s still an  place.  Without our parents, Bill 
and Clara, Freedom Farm and our family is sorely missing it’s wise elders (and biggest fans).

  	 In the morning, shortly before Dad died, my brother Ben and I were with him, searching for that 
day’s “Losung,” the German daily devotional Dad always read.  The first reading (translated) was, “The 
living, the living, they thank you as I do this day; fathers make known to children your 
faithfulness.” (Isaiah 38:19) The second complemented the first saying, “But Jesus said, “Let the little 
children come to me, and do not stop them; for it is to such as these that the kingdom of heaven 
belongs.” (Mt. 19:14).  These passages seemed so fitting and were a real comfort to us.

	 When I was in seventh grade, my best friend told me that humans invented religion to explain 
things like fire, “and” she added, “Christianity is totally sexist.”  When I got home, I barged into Dad’s 
office and adamantly repeated what I had learned. As was typical, Dad slowly nodded, then tilted his 
head, listening intently before responding.  I don’t remember what he said, but I remember the way he 
made me feel —- like it was ok, it was good for me to ask questions.  His intent to show me love 
outweighed his need to “be right.”

	 We pray that the faithfulness Dad made known to us, a faith that welcomes young people 
(including their questions), and those who are often considered unworthy, will grow and be experienced 
on this land, in this place.  


 Growing in Faith:  Finding Courage to Walk with You


	  Dad and Mom showed us that the walk of faith is one for justice.  “What does the Lord require 
of you but to do justice,... love kindness and to walk humbly with your God?”(Micah 6:8)  God’s call for 
us to do justice is repeated again and again.  “Is not this the fast that I choose:  to loose the bonds of 
injustice, ... to let the oppressed go free, and to break every yoke?” (Is. 58:6). Jesus embodied and 
echoed this call, ‘The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he has anointed me to bring good news to 
the poor, ... proclaim release to the captives and recovery of sight to the blind, to let the oppressed go 
free…” (Luke 4:17-18).  

	 Dad got fired from a church in PA before Ben was born because he challenged racism in schools 
and churches and welcomed African Americans to be a part of the community.  He lost his job, but 
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 Peaceful Embrace   by Katrina Maendel

Freedom Farm was a place for  
me that had a lot of space and  
freedom to speak with God and  
connect with nature....  
I needed that very much after  
coming back from oversees  
mission.  
The gorgeous scenery and  
working with the garden was  
therapy unlike any other. 

Something important we had  
there was prayer and  
community. To not go thru life  
alone... To have people that  
care...  
Lifting up even the little things to  
the higher power...  
I just felt so incredibly loved and  
supported as a person.  
Freedom Farm for me was an  
emotional embrace !  

Awake my soul there's light  
outside 
Walk across that hard wood  
floor  
Your heart sings of a new day to  
the birds overhead 
As you stroll out to pick your first  
meal fresh 

The possum scurries to his hole  
The squirrel runs up the tree so  
tall  
It seems I disturbed nature's  
peaceful flow 
Or perhaps I'm part of it all  

Pull some weeds from amongst the rows  
Of fresh planted garden greens  
Put the chickens in their coop 
And take delight in the sunset scene 
  



PHOTOS FROM THIS YEAR



Paradise  
         by Loyalty JeanAime

Land so sweet 
Kiss me please
With your wisdom 
And your words 
From the depths 
Of my soul 
I heard 
You call 
"Cry, tell, fall"
She'll be there to catch me 
Momma rules 
With heavenly law 
White picket fence
White daisies
Go the distance 
To find 
We're worthy too
Built for here too
We're good.
Cows grazing below
Galaxy above 
Half man 
Half amazing 
Sacred love, love, love. 



Power Outage in Late Summer During the Global Pandemic
by Isabelle Appleton

During the day, we loop twine through tomato vines onto 
stocks, strip kale, all pause to watch an iridescent bug. There’s 
a sun shower and a rainbow and then I try upstate New York 
sushi. I breakout in full-body hives. Ann slices open a piece of 
aloe with a knife and slides the slimy chunks down my swollen 
arms. She puts hands on my gel-y shoulders and offers a 
benediction for the subsidence of my hives, for my abundant 
peace. 

The next day Hurricane Isais keeps us inside. Rain forms 
pools on the concrete floor of the barn, wind rips open 
windows, deposits debris inside, blows my egg off the counter 
where it exhumes its yolk on the floor. In borrowed galloon 
boots, I brave the storm to acquire yarrow, tomatoes, basil, 
and lemon balm from the garden. I call food pantries and ask if 
they want any of our excess chard (they do, but don’t have 
refrigeration). The storm knocks out the power, so Edgar 
makes us vegetarian sausages and baked beans that we eat 
off paper plates by candlelight. 

Later that night, I set a fire in the barn, cuddle with Teo, 
consider a prophetic word offered to me by Ann and Edgar’s 
friends—the image of an arborist’s hands grafting a broken 
tree so that it may produce new fruit. The darkness and 
solitude give the feeling of winter, though perhaps that’s mostly 
because in the global pandemic and civil unrest time has 
folded in on itself. 

When farming: You attend to the conditions, to the airiness and 
health of the soil, to the presence of iridescent bugs. In the 
midst of tending and toil, something begins to arrive. Then, a 
miracle: Everything yields, peppers are born so glossy and 
beautiful. Witnessing this again and again, I feel the 
confirmation of the presence of Another.

In deep summer alone in the barn, I consider the gift of space.



God’s Love and Justice must be present when All Lives Matter  
      by Edgar Hayes 

While sitting at the psychiatrist’s office one day, I told him about a dream I had.  I was in a Race on a track getting 
ready to run in Lane 7.   I hadn’t read the fine print about Lane 7.  It was obvious to everyone else on the track but 
unbeknownst to me, anyone running in lane 7 had to be held back at the start of the Race. The starting sound went 
off and I waited and waited.  I thought to myself, this isn’t fair.  Somehow, someone in the crowd knew what I was 
thinking and shouted “life isn’t fair.  It’s just the way it is”.   After I was lapped 246 times, I was allowed to start 
running.  So I took off with deliberate speed.   After only 12 measly laps of trying to catch up, the only part of the 
track that started to erode was Lane 7.  It was hard trying to run on a broken road with so many obstacles and 
tripping hazards.  Even the other racers started throwing pieces of anything into my lane to slow me down or hinder 
my run.  This went on for 88 more laps.  Finally, a race judge stepped in and called foul.  So he had the steam roller 
placed ahead of me to smooth out my lane as much as possible although it still remained bumpy.  For 55 more laps, 
the other racers still threw obstacles into my lane.  And for some reason, the announcer who was calling the race 
was really loud in my head.  I thought it was weird that he kept mentioning why was I running so slowly and was so 
far behind.  He also said “since the steam roller hadn’t been used for the other lanes.  It should have given me 
enough for an  advantage”.  I thought to myself, did he not see my lane with all these obstacles vs everyone else’s?   
Did he not remember the 246 laps I was held back at the start and wasn’t allowed to run?  Did he forget I made up 
12 laps, then hindered for 88 more laps?  How can I be caught up in just 55 laps when the race started 346 laps ago?  
Doc you have to help me.  I’ve been having sleeping problems.  My health is failing.  I get sick a lot and have so 
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could only imagine the daily personal indignities endured, such as by Edgar’s mother, Rosetta, who was 
grossly underpaid for picking cotton, had to eat at a separate table in the white home she cleaned, and 
enter through the back door only.  Unfortunately, related disrespect continued in our generation, as Edgar 
often noticed white women clutching their purses when he walked by.  One afternoon when we lived in 
Washington DC, he had to show his i.d. to an officer on our front porch to prove he wasn’t stealing his 
own bike because someone had reported a “suspicious character.”  Tragically, we’ve witnessed the 
injustice of racism in the next generation, working with youth in the South Bronx whose neighborhood 
contained illegally low amounts of green space, land polluted with buried toxic waste, some of the 
highest asthma rates in the nation, lack of decent fresh produce, and schools with grossly inadequate 
resources to teach the students.  More recently upstate, our son has been told he’s not a “ni- - - - ” 
because he doesn’t act black, and I question how do I even begin to talk about racism.  These stories 
just barely scratch the surface of what people have to deal with every day.  

	 Sometimes it’s hard to take a stand because I wonder if our neighbors and friends will understand.  
I’m anxious that someone might hurt my husband and sons, seeing them as criminals.  Or maybe just be 
misunderstood by someone who watched news that made them think saying Black Lives Matter is 
somehow synonymous with violence (although well over 90 percent of the protests were completely 
nonviolent.)  We believe in peaceful protest, even though after generations of experiencing racism, I can 
see why people would want to break things. Though often misrepresented, following Jesus’ way means 
choosing the less traveled road of compassion,...justice..., and peace.  May the Spirit of the Lord be upon 
us, so we recover our sight to see, and ears to hear those suffering from oppression, and find the 
courage to stand with them.  Then we can march on for freedom, like in one of our favorite songs to sing 
with young people here, a joyful South African freedom song, “We are Marching in the light of God.”  



much anxiety.  I break out in a sweat just thinking about it.  It’s like I have PTSD.  What does this all mean doc? 
The psychiatrist quietly said  “you mentioned on the intake form a strange ending to your dream, correct?” Yes.  I 
replied.  Around the 401st lap, the lanes started to merge in and out.  Some time later after running more laps, they 
all converged into one.  At the end of the lane, a huge bright light began shine.  That’s when I awoke.  The 
psychiatrist paused for a moment then slowly began to speak.  “You know, I think that dream represents a time in 
American history.   You see: 
1619-1865  (246yrs) slavery  you being held back 

1865-1877  (12yrs) reconstruction start of your race in a positive direction 

1877-1964/65  (88yrs) Jim Crow  obstacles and challenges placed before you 

1965-2020 (55yrs)  covert racism  Civil Rights, Voting Rights, Affirmative Actions 

       the 55 yrs of  “everyone is equal, get over it” 
The end of the dream is the convergence of the lanes to reach the Beloved Community.   The 
Beloved Community is filled with God’s love, justice, compassion, and human dignity, where we 
are seen not as an object to be exploited, or degraded, but rather as God’s loving creation.   

This story is a fictional account of the plight and scourge of racism in America.  It is written to spark  

conversation and dialogue, with the help of the Holy Spirit, to guide us all towards the peace of Christ. 

Key Terms to Understand: 

Antiracism- the internal (within you) and external work being done to dismantle racism 

Structural racism/Systemic racism 

 - the engine, the building, the design that allows racism to thrive 

Implicit bias (unconscious bias) -implicit bias refers to the attitudes or stereotypes that affect our   

 understanding, actions, and decisions in an unconscious manner. 

     

INTERNET PHOTO FROM THIS 
SUMMER’S BLACK LIVES MATTER 
MARCHES.



Explicit bias (conscious bias) -Explicit bias” refers to the attitudes and beliefs we have about a person or group on a  

 conscious level. Much of the time, these biases and their expression arise as the direct result of a perceived  

 threat.  When people feel threatened, they are more likely to draw group boundaries to distinguish themselves  

 from others.   

Race as a social construct- race is not divine or natural but a false human construct to divide cultures for the basis of  

 defining one as superior to another 

White privilege-inherent advantages possessed by a white person on the basis of their race in a society characterized  

 by racial inequality and injustice. 

Black Lives Matter- It’s not a condemnation of a group of people while uplifting the superiority of another.  That’s  

 Racism.  Rather, it’s a caring, loving, demanding, undeniable fact that my life matters.  Yes we can say that All  

 Life Matters.  That statement has an intrinsic value to God’s moral, creative compass.  But if a racist, soulless  

 system of oppression in America continues to deny people of color human dignity and worth, then we  

 negate the term All Lives Matter.  Ultimately, we negate God, because All Lives (can’t) Matter until Black Lives  

 Matter 

Freedom Farm Community is a small non profit 

Christian farm that shares food with folks who 

can’t afford or don’t have access to fresh 

produce.  We welcome youth and young adults 

from all backgrounds to come and learn about 

the connection between sustainable agriculture, 

food justice, God, and one another.   You can support our ministry through prayer, donations, or volunteering.     

For more info: Visit us on the web at www.freedomfarmcommunity.org  

Email info@freedomfarmcommunity.org  or  Call us at (845) 386-8117  
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