Pastor Letter: Heritage Beans (9/19/21)
As I look back over the experiences of my life, I am amazed how Almighty God has put significant individuals in my faith journey in order to enable me to grow into the person that I have become today.  Two of those unique Christian individuals are described in the following gardening narrative.

Following my military service, I found myself working at the Quaker State Oil Refinery in Emlenton, PA.  I encountered a wide range of human beings as I worked in various departments of the refinery during my five years at this facility.  

One of my duties was working in the slab wax house department where we turned food grade waxes into ten-pound slabs.  Hot liquid wax was piped into a water-cooled press that contained metal molds for forming individual slabs of wax.  These rectangular molds were sandwiched between two water-cooled plates that were held together by a hydraulic press.  Each unit produced about 350 slabs weighing ten pounds each.
When the press was opened, two men systematically slid the cooling plates backward, removed the solid slabs of wax, and stacked the slabs on large metal carts.  These wax slabs were manually packaged into 60-pound cardboard containers or 2000-pound palletized boxes.  Two presses were filled and unloaded each eight-hour shift.  
I was blessed to work with a fine Christian man I will call Joe for the purposes of this article.  Joe was a big tall lanky man with an extremely strong physical stature.  Although Joe was very large in size, he had an unusually calm quiet disposition.  One of Joe’s coworkers once commented that all Joe said in an eight-hour shift was, “Hit the pump switch.”  Many coworkers found it very difficult to spend an eight-hour midnight shift in the stone-cold silence working along-side of Big Joe.
After several weeks working side-by-side with Joe in silence, I discerned that Joe was not giving me the silent treatment.  He was just very shy.  Once I gleaned some of Joe’s personal interests, we engaged in many long in-depth discussions.  I found Joe to be an intellectual human being encased in a very large physical body.  I also discovered that Joe had a deeply rooted Christian faith and was well versed in the Bible.
One of topics we spent hours discussing was our common love of gardening.  One day Joe brought me a precious small handful of dried heritage beans that he had grown in his garden.  Many years before Joe had obtained some seeds from these unique white beans with a red spot.  Each year, Joe would save some of the dried heritage beans for the next season’s crop.  This simple gardening process had been performed for many years of Joe’s life.  
Our close friendly relationship had developed to the point that Joe was willing to share some of these cherished heritage bean seeds with me.  I felt honored that Joe thought enough of me to share his very valuable treasured seeds with a coworker.  

Not long after receiving this memorable gift of beans, I had the opportunity to show my windfall to my wife’s grandmother, who also raised a large garden each year.  She was petite in stature and possessed the same calm sweet peaceful spirit that Joe always demonstrated at work.  

She poured about half of my stash of beans into her frail and wrinkled hand gazing with sheer delight at her new found treasure.  “Where did you get these beans, I haven’t seen them in years,” she excitedly exclaimed.  She shared that they are the most wonderful beans because they taste good and do not produce the human gastro problems that most legumes create.  She had raised these same heritage beans for many years but had lost the source of her supply of the dried seeds.  
Much to my chagrin, her feeble fingers enclosed around the valuable handful of beans she held and never returned them to my supply of beans.  I deduced she had been blessed with a new found source of the beans of her own past and had intended to plant them in her own garden next spring.  I finally came to the conclusion that the growing process of these heritage beans would continue with Joe, Grandma, and me.
This personal story was brought to my mind by the reading of this week’s scripture lesson from the book of James, “But the wisdom from above is first pure, then peaceable, gentle, willing to yield, full of mercy and good fruits, without a trace of partiality or hypocrisy. And a harvest of righteousness is sown in peace for those who make peace,” (James 3:17-18).  Both Joe and Grandma were pure kindred gentle spirits that embodied divine wisdom, planted the heritage seeds of peace, and reaped a harvest of righteousness as they walked their Christian faith each day of existence.
Just as Joe and Grandma planted the heritage beans in their respective gardens, harvested the beans, dried them, and saved some for next year’s crop, they wisely and unselfishly served the Lord in a peaceful manner, reaping the harvest of righteousness.

This coming week in the liturgical calendar is Evangelism Sunday.  We celebrate the active process of sharing the “Good News” of the gospel message with a sinful and fallen world.  The process of evangelism is greatly enhanced if we use the same peaceful attributes demonstrated by Joe and Grandma in my heritage bean narrative.  The seeds of faith are peacefully planted with divine wisdom, gently harvested with love, and systematically replanted elsewhere for a new crop of Christian fruit.
May you be blessed with a source of heritage seeds of faith, the wisdom to plant them in fertile soil, the courage to reap a bountiful harvest, and faith to repeat the enduring growth process of evangelism.
Pastor Larry
