
Thursday, March 4, 2021 

Scripture  1 Corinthians 1-10 

Paul, called to be an apostle of Christ Jesus by the will of God, and our brother 

Sosthenes.  To the church of God that is in Corinth, to those who are sanctified 

in Christ Jesus, called to be saints, together with all those who in every place 

call on the name of our Lord Jesus Christ, both their Lord and ours. 

Grace to you and peace from God our Father and the Lord Jesus Christ.  

 I give thanks to my God always for you because of the grace of God 

that has been given you in Christ Jesus, for in every way you have been                    

enriched in him, in speech and knowledge of every kind –just as the testimony 

of Christ has been strengthen among you – so that you are not lacking in any 

spiritual gift as you wait for the revealing of our Lord Jesus Christ.  He will also 

strengthen you to the end, so that you may be blameless on the day of our 

Lord Jesus Christ.  God is faithful; by him you were called into the fellowship of 

his Son, Jesus Christ, our Lord. 

 Now I appeal to you, brothers and sisters, by the name of our Lord Jesus 

Christ, that all of you be in agreement and that there be no divisions among 

you, but that you be united in the same mind and the same purpose. 

 

Devotional  Steve Pendziszewski     sirworkalot060@aol.com 

Who are You? Paul answers for himself – he is called to be an apostle of Christ 

Jesus by the will of God.  Paul answers for his readers – you are the assembly of 

saints, given everything, lacking in nothing in these last days.  Who are You?             

A great question for us all.   

 

Who are you? As I answered for my self while preparing this moment, memories 

came in answer. 

 

As a grade-schooler, on most summer Fridays after dinner, I am the one who 

loads the Lawn Boy in the trunk of Auntie Lou’s Biscayne, piles in with her, Mom. 

Nona, my brother and sisters, and rides to the Italian cemetery.  We cut and 

trim the grass, plant and tend flowers around the headstones of family.  Some 

stones have pictures on them and I wonder who they are.  Sometimes I hear a 

story about one.  Usually, though, I am simply told they are saints who I will one 

day meet in heaven. 

 

I am the cousin who lives uptown, not across the canal on the Italian side.  But 

every summer we all gather for a picnic on Zi’ Teresa’s farm down near the 

stream in the pasture where a grand maple was outfitted long ago with an 

electrical box for all the roaster ovens, electrical fry pans and coffee pots.   

 

Cont. 

Manna Moments 



I am the boy, smiling with no front teeth, eating an ear of corn, sitting at the 

end of a long row of aluminum picnic tables.  And I am the one who, bare-

footed, jumped on second base while playing ball with cousins – only to dis-

cover the stone base was a barely crusted cowpie.  Thank God for that 

stream!  And for all those saintly relatives who smiled and laughed with me. 

 

I am also the grandson, nephew, cousin and family member of all the Italian 

men and women who worked at the Texas Company refinery, with its acres of 

tanks and pipes and Friday-at-noon test of the emergency whistle.  They tend-

ed to demonize the office workers from the Detroit headquarters who would 

drive tankers in and out of the plant when they were on strike.  I remember           

telling my uncle he was wrong, that they were good people.  I eventually met 

one of those drivers, a saintly man; but I would not meet him until I met his              

oldest daughter, my wife, saintly woman that she is. 

 

I am also the fellow who, as he wrote this, realized that if you go to the north-

west corner of that cemetery and look through the bushes, down the hill there 

is a rusty electrical box hanging on to a decaying tree.  And if you look off to 

the west, both north and south is where the refinery once stood.  Never                   

realized, until this moment, that all my life I have been surrounded by saints 

looking down from above, up from below, and towards from nearby and the 

distant future. 

 

I encourage you to ask yourself, “Who am I?”  Write down your responses –             

single words, sentences, memories.  Pray to God that you rediscover that you 

are sanctified in Christ Jesus, of the saints, together with all those in every place 

and time, who call on the name of our Lord and God. 

 

Prayer or Thought of the Day 

The whole world lives in your love, holy God, and we are your people.  Send us 

out in faith to tell your story and to demonstrate your truth to people of every 

race and nation, so that, won by your powerful word, the world of humankind 

may consciously join together one communion of saints giving you praise, and 

living to serve you in Christ the Lord.  Amen.   

     Modified from The Worshipbook, Presbyterian, 1972  
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