
Christina Riffel Herbel

After twenty-four years of children living at home, we are now empty-
nesters. Our youngest, Carson, is seen above, escorting us at Senior 
Night of his last home varsity basketball game. If I could somehow count 
up the amount of food I’ve prepared for a husband and three sons, and 
all the food for games, locker note treats, and fundraisers, it would be 
unbelievable. But I love to cook and bake for others! 

This week we will focus on the blessing of food that God provides and 
explore stories that go along with the blessing of sustenance. Each of us 
may have special recipes and prepare foods that remind us of a loving 
grandma or some special person. Even smells from the kitchen can take 
us back to our childhood or past celebrations. You can find the recipes 
for some of the food I mention this week on Barclay Press’s website 
(http://www.barclaypress.com/christine-riffel-herbel-recipes).

DeLayne and I are at home in rural central Kansas on the western edge 
of the Flint Hills. After twenty years of teaching, I am now substitute 
teaching and enjoy focusing my humbly creative talents at a local 
consignment booth. Our oldest, Landon, lives nearby, specializing in 
precision agriculture technology. Erich, our creative middle son, is 
studying architecture at Kansas State University, and our youngest, 
Carson, is a freshman at KSU, studying business for now, and loving 
collegiate intramural sports. We attend First Baptist Church of Durham. 
I love to bake bread, write, and create. It seems that God always sends 
the next creative project to my mind around 4:00 a.m.
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Sunday
March 4

Food, Family, and 
Faith Traditions

BIBLE READING: Deuteronomy 4:9

Old recipes passed down through the years usually include 
simple ingredients because our ancestors used what they had 
available. My heritage is Volga German. Way back, my German 
relatives were unhappy living in Germany. In 1763 Catherine 
the Great, czarina of Russia, offered foreigners free land and 
other benefits in southern Russia. My ancestors settled some of 
the first villages along the west side of the Volga River, even-
tually emigrating to the United States in the early 1900s when 
new leadership reigned and the freedoms offered them began 
to disappear.

In Deuteronomy, Moses tells the people to pass on their 
love for the Lord their God, and to teach their children every-
thing about God. As parents, they are commanded to talk about 
God when sitting down, when walking, when lying down. 
This commandment to parents is not something they were to 
take lightly. A man took Scripture along with him, literally. 
Phylacteries, little leather boxes worn on their forehead and 
arm, included Scripture written on clean animal parchment. 
They even had very specific rules about what pen to write with 
and how many lines for each verse.

In the same way, we pass down our family traditions, 
including recipes. Some have very specific steps to follow for 
the perfect end result. Maybe you come from a long line of be-
lievers, or maybe you are the first. We can start today to follow 
God’s command to pass our faith on to our families.

SONG: Find Us Faithful (Steve Green)
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Holy Father, thank you for my 

ancestors who followed your commands and kept the faith. 
Amen.

—Christine Riffel Herbel
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Monday
March 5 Peek into the Future

BIBLE READING: Jeremiah 29:11–13

Recently I made a major job change. God made it very clear he 
wanted me to move on, yet it took me several years to finally 
have enough courage to step out in faith. We can’t peek into the 
future, but we can trust in God’s promises that he will take care 
of us. Verse 11 affirms for me that I don’t have to know what the 
future holds. He will prosper me and not let me fall.

Grandma Riffel made hava glace. With basic ingredients 
of dough, butter, and sauerkraut, it would seem fairly simple. 
But what made this recipe special is the no-peeking rule. 
Grandma would place a heat diffuser plate over the gas stove 
fire. She would load the pot with small dough balls that had 
risen, followed by sauerkraut from a jar, continuing to layer, 
adding a little boiling water only around the edge. Then for 
one and a half hours with the lid on, it would cook over low 
heat. The lid could not be removed for the whole time! Peeking 
into the pot would cause the dough to fall. It was so hard to 
resist lifting the lid to check. She had to trust the clock. When 
the time had passed, it would be dished up with melted butter 
drizzled over the top. Yum!

How many times in life, do we wish we could lift the lid 
of life and peek into the future? It is a struggle to wait and to 
watch, but God is faithful, and our reward awaits.

SONG: I Don’t Know about Tomorrow
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Protector, you hold me in the 

palm of your hand. I can’t peek into the future, but I know you 
hold my future and I’ll be OK. Amen.

—Christine Riffel Herbel
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Tuesday
March 6 God’s Servants in the Kaffeehaus

BIBLE READING: Hebrews 13:2

Every third Saturday in September, our town, Hillsboro, 
Kansas, hosts a huge arts and crafts fair. Our church makes 
bierocks to serve in the kaffeehaus. Making up to a thousand 
bierocks gives our church ladies group an avenue to provide 
generous support to missionaries whom we have sponsored for 
decades. According to aerial photographs, our town of under 
three thousand suddenly booms to over forty thousand people 
for that one day each year. It’s an exciting day full of hundreds 
of vendors from fifteen states.

Bierock is an ethnic Volga German dish that is also made 
different ways in other cultures. The filling of ground beef, 
chopped cabbage and onion, with salt and pepper, is enclosed 
in yeast dough and baked, forming a tasty meal in itself.

As our ladies group ages, we ask at our meeting if we want 
to continue all this work. One lady commented that if we don’t 
make them, how will we support our missionaries. Although it 
requires many hands and baking days at the church, we enjoy 
the fellowship and laughter. Most of the craft-goers are strang-
ers to us, but a few customers return year after year for bierocks 
and for our homemade angel food cakes, another item we sell.

Sometimes we are at our wits end and too tired to enter-
tain others. Our verse today is a command. I want to rearrange 
my schedule to include serving others, for there have been 
times when that stranger was one of God’s angels. What a priv-
ilege to serve him!

SONG: Legacy (Nichole Noredman)
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Ultimate Servant, how often do I 

make excuses when it comes to serving others? Please help me 
serve others with joy, even when I don’t feel like serving. Help 
me follow your awesome example. Amen.

—Christine Riffel Herbel
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BIBLE READING: Luke 10:25–37

My parents had just returned from working in Greece. Moving 
back to the United States, they purchased a home across the 
street from Friends University. They missed the fellowship and 
food of their Mediterranean friends, but God is amazing; he pro-
vided an unexpected friendship. Their new neighbor stopped 
by to offer a gift of food, Lebanese flatbread. Mrs. Farris was a 
widow from Beirut, now living in the United States near family. 
Our family with small children provided much entertainment 
for her. She and my mother became good friends as they shared 
recipes from Crete and our ethnic dishes, and as Mom learned 
to make Lebanese foods.

Najiba made stuffed grape leaves. Our adjoining backyard 
fence was filled with luscious grape vines that grew profusely. 
Mom and Najiba would visit across the fence while we played 
on the swing set. She would make flatbread, spread with tangy 
homemade yogurt. We would run to her house and knock, 
asking for “Bread, bread!” She would invite us into her clean 
kitchen that smelled of different spices than ours. The taste of 
the flatbread rolled up with yogurt is something I still crave!

The Lord’s timing of Mrs. Farris living in the house next 
door was good for both of our families. Dad helped her with 
things around the house, and she would attend some of our 
family gatherings. Who is my neighbor? Anyone can be my 
neighbor, one with whom I can share food and fellowship. This 
is God’s command—to love our neighbors as ourselves.

SONG: Love Your Neighbor (Todd Agnew)
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Father, that neighbor I have yet 

to meet just might be the best friend I haven’t yet made. Give 
me courage to take the first step of friendship. Amen.

—Christine Riffel Herbel

Wednesday
March 7 Who Is My Neighbor?



81

BIBLE READING: John 6:30–40

Aunt Violet and cousin Autumn taught me the art of making 
yeast bread. Aunt Violet made the best sweet dough twists, and 
Autumn can whip up perfect bread faster than anyone I know.

Making bread is simple. Amazingly, water, yeast, salt, 
sugar, oil, and flour produce a loaf of bread. They taught me 
the method of getting the water to the right warm temperature 
and how to add the right amount of flour. The nice thing about 
yeast bread is that you can knead it a lot, and it is actually good 
for the bread. Kneading bread dough is a great way to work out 
frustrations.

In verse 35, Jesus says if we come to him we will not hun-
ger or thirst. We sometimes find ourselves past normal dinner 
time, and we’re really hungry. Our boys say they are “starving.” 
We prepare a meal, eat, and are satisfied, but then even as quick 
as a half-hour later, someone is hungry again. A friend calls it 
pizza love. Unlike pizza love, God’s love is always there and is 
unchanging. He provides a fullness that doesn’t come undone 
in a half-hour. We may waver in our spiritual growth and faith, 
but God never changes. He is the constant Bread we need to 
sustain life.

In my daily interactions with people, I want to share the 
Bread of Life with others. It can be as simple as one of the bread 
ingredients: salt. Sometimes it is not easy, but the main thing is 
that I want to be salt and light, bringing the aroma and flavor of 
Jesus to the world.

SONG: Salt and Light (Lauren Daigle)
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Bread of Life, thank you for 

being my steady, unwavering Savior. Amen.

—Christine Riffel Herbel

Needs and Wants
Thursday
March 8
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BIBLE READING: Ecclesiastes 3:12–13; 9:10

Our recipes have changed greatly from those of our ancestors. 
The butterglace (butter ball) recipe my grandmothers made 
most certainly is one to eat sparingly, as one serving is 470 
calories. Simple ingredients of bread crumbs, eggs, allspice, 
butter, salt, and sweet cream rolled into walnut-sized balls, are 
dropped into boiling chicken noodle soup. Once they rise to 
the top, they are done. Serve three balls in each bowl of soup 
and you have a good meal.

Grandma was very careful how she measured the ingredi-
ents. She would go by feel as she formed the ball in her hands. 
If the mix isn’t just right, they fall apart in the boiling broth. As 
verse 13 states, Grandma saw good in her labor; in verse 9:10, 
whatever she did with her hands, she did it well.

She took the time to teach me. More than making 
butterglace, I remember just being with her, the smell of the 
allspice in the kitchen, the click of her heels on the kitchen 
floor. I remember her smile and her strong German accent that 
came through as she spoke to me in English.

Our Christian faith is shared in our foods, whether enjoy-
ing a potluck or carry-in at church, or bringing a meal to a loved 
one who is recovering at home. I am thankful God has provided 
food as a way to share his life-giving Bread to others; having 
been on the receiving end, a meal brought by friends or loved 
ones just tastes so much better.

SONG: Break the Bread
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Father, thank you for loved ones 

who have taken the time to teach me Christian traditions. 
Help me go and do the same. Amen.

—Christine Riffel Herbel

Butterglace
Friday
March 9
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BIBLE READING: Deuteronomy 9:10; 2 Corinthians 3:3

The most cherished recipes are handwritten by the cook’s own 
hand. There’s something about using those recipes and feel-
ing like our loved ones are in the kitchen, too. When cooking, 
I don’t just look at the recipe once. Instead, I refer back to it 
often, double-checking that all the ingredients are included. 
Scripture is the same. If I just look at the Bible once, it will be 
difficult to really follow what it says. I know it is vital for me to 
study it well, referring back daily, checking my life. I want to 
know what God’s specific directions are to me.

Each year on my birthday, my husband makes a German 
chocolate cake with a special icing recipe that was hand- written 
by Aunt Violet. The recipe calls for evaporated milk. When we 
were first married, my husband used regular 2 percent milk. 
The cooked icing was runny and absorbed into the cake, but 
it still tasted good. Like following the recipe to a T, we benefit 
from knowing the Bible well so we can do the same.

God engraved the Ten Commandments in stone. The Lord 
used humans to write his Word—his love letter to us. Through 
the years, hand-written recipes may be lost. Isaiah 55:11 states 
God’s Word will go to where he intends it to go. God’s Word 
will not be lost or forgotten.

The Lord handwrote the story of our lives, and makes us 
perfect in his image. He entrusts us with gifts so we can fulfill 
his purposes on this earth. We are his hands and feet and have 
a lot of work to do.

SONG: You Will Remain (All Sons and Daughters)
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Author, your words will never be 

lost; your love remains. For this I am thankful. Amen.

—Christine Riffel Herbel

Hand-Written with Love
Saturday
March 10


