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    Advance Praise for
Our Daily Biscuit


    “Todd and Michelle have delivered a heartwarming collection of devotions that will satisfy your soul—like a hot plate of biscuits!”


    —Dr. Robert Jeffress, First Baptist Church, Dallas


     


    “This book is a buttermilk biscuit for the soul.”


    —Governor Mike Huckabee


     


    “Southerners are known for many things. Their charm. Soft drawls. Fine cooks. Amazing (and sometimes over the top) stories. And a deep and abiding faith. Todd Starnes and Michelle Cox feature all of those things in their new devotional book, Our Daily Biscuit: Devotions with a Drawl. (Even if you aren’t from the South, they’ll still welcome you into the family.) So pick up a copy today. You’ll laugh, wipe tears away, draw closer to God, and even find some recipes from those great Southern cooks. What could be better than that?”


    —Brian Bird, Co-Creator and

    Executive Producer of When Calls the Heart


     


    “You’re gonna love these Devotions with a Drawl. Matter of fact, you might ‘drool’ over them like ‘The Swan!’ Get yourself a napkin and a cup of coffee and be fed spiritually and emotionally. You might want to grab a biscuit as well.”


    —Dennis Swanberg (“The Swan”),

    America’s Minister of Encouragement


     


    “What could be finer than biscuits and gravy? Biscuits and devotions! In Our Daily Biscuit: Devotions with a Drawl, Todd Starnes and Michelle Cox share funny and poignant stories about colorful Southern characters, devotions, recipes, prayers, and Bible verses, and then they add a little gravy on top with questions for reflection. I can promise you’ve probably never read a devotional book quite like this before, but you’ll be glad you did (even if you’re just a Southern wanna-be).”


    —Megan Alexander, National Correspondent

    for Inside Edition, Author and Mom


     


    “Are you from the South? You’ll love this book. Those of you from the North, East, and West will too. Todd and Michelle bring bursts of side-splitting laughter, tons of out-of-this-world Southern food (yes, there are recipes!) and a whole lot of Jesus in this much-needed devotional. Truly, in this day and time, I can’t think of a better combination. I laughed. I snickered—there might have even been a guffaw or two—but mostly, I drew closer to Jesus. I highly recommend this book. And the recipes.”


    —Lynette Eason, Award-Winning, Bestselling Author of the Danger Never Sleeps series
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    ISBN (eBook): 978-1-64293-893-7
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    Dedicated to the dear citizens of Starnes Country for filling our lives with great cheer on the radio.


    —Todd


     


     


    And in loving memory of my sweet Grandpa Haynes. He was a true Southern gentleman whose daily example taught me about life, love, and Jesus.


    —Michelle
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    Welcome to Our Front Porch



    Country is not just a geographic location. It’s a state of mind. A shared sense of values like faith and family.


    Michelle is from North Carolina, and I’m from Tennessee. But we’ve met plenty of country folks from places like Chicago and New York City and even San Francisco.


    So, what’s so special about country folks? Well, I reckon it starts with the people. They greet you with sincere hospitality, soft Southern drawls, and timeless manners.


    The children say “Yes, ma’am” and “No, sir” out of great respect and under threat of granny’s switch or momma’s cast iron skillet.


    Country is a place where neighbors lend a helping hand. Whether it’s harvesting a crop or raising money for a Little League team or buying groceries for a family on hard times. As a country song writer once crooned, I have “Friends with Tractors.”


    It’s a place where folks still speak to strangers and wave as cars drive down a gravel road. Where gentlemen are still gentlemen and ladies are still ladies. And where hugs are just as plentiful as the Mason jars of sweet tea at a small-town meat-and-three.


    If a country lady invites you to partake of dinner at her table, you’d better jump at the chance—because they know how to cook! And somehow, there’s always room at that lace-covered table for one more.


    Enjoy potato salad. Banana pudding. Cobblers made from peaches picked fresh from the tree. Fluffy biscuits. Crispy fried chicken. Pork tended with love in the smoker. And Granny’s famous sweet potato pie. Are you hungry yet?


    Drive through the country. Stop and watch farmers on tractors in their fields and families working together in the garden. Visit roadside stands for fresh-picked produce and home-canned fruits, vegetables, and jams made from the bounty of the farm.


    Mosey through the back roads of our great nation and discover a genteel, slower pace of life. You’ll find majestic blue-ridged mountains. Tranquil meadows filled with wildflowers. Beaches with sugar-white sand. Swamps filled with alligators and mystery. Fields ready for the cotton harvest. Trees draped with Spanish moss blowing gently in the wind like a grandmother’s shawl. And forest glades that invite you to enter in and sit a spell.


    Pull up a rocking chair or discover the squeak of the swing as families sit on the porch talking and laughing as they string and snap beans, tossing them into a chipped porcelain dishpan handed down from their grandparents.


    Enjoy small towns where everybody knows everybody else’s business—and often shares it. As a prayer request, of course.


    And soak in the countless things that make us love life in the South. Clotheslines with quilts and laundry flapping on the line. Old houses and barns with stories to tell. Sweet honeysuckle on a fence. Climbing roses on garden gates. And the aroma of fragrant lilacs drifting through the kitchen window.


    Listen to children laugh as they chase lightning bugs or wade in the creek catching salamanders and crawdads. As they walk barefoot in tender blades of grass and swing far out over the creek on sturdy vines. Cast a fishing line into the pond. Relax and take a few turns on the tire swing hanging from the tree. Or hang out at a Friday night hometown football game.


    But the best part about life in the country? There’s a deep and abiding faith. You’re welcome to worship at little white churches where bells still clang throughout the community, reminding everyone that it’s time for church. Stay afterward for gospel singings and potluck dinners on the grounds. Come back for summer revivals and sweet baptisms in the river. And experience God’s precious truths that have been handed down from generation to generation—the most priceless gift our ancestors had to leave behind.


    That’s why we decided to write Our Daily Biscuit: Devotions with a Drawl. It’s a celebration of faith, family, food, and our Southern heritage. Each chapter features a verse of Scripture, a funny or poignant story about Southern culture—with a devotional tie-in to bless your day or make you think—a prayer, and questions to help you deepen your relationship with God. We’ve even sprinkled in some recipes from some of those fabulous Southern cooks.


    In the South, the welcome mat is always out, so invite your family and friends to share a heaping helping of Our Daily Biscuit: Devotions with a Drawl, and then enjoy your day with hearts, souls, and bellies filled to overflowing.


     


    Todd and Michelle


     


    PS: Some names in the following stories have been changed to protect the innocent…and the authors.

  


  
     


     


     


     


     


    Give us this day our daily biscuit.


    Matthew 6:11


    (Southern paraphrase)
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    The South is famous for wonderful cooking, and Granny Rice was one of the best of those Southern cooks. Friends and family were always excited to receive an invitation to sit around her table and enjoy one of her feasts.


    Granny Rice was a sweet lady, a loving mother, and the glue that bound her family together. So you can imagine her joy and relief when her son arrived home safely from his tour of duty in Operation Desert Storm. That mama couldn’t wait for the opportunity to fix him a home-cooked meal to welcome him back.


    She set about planning a special dinner and purchased one of those round hams in a metal can. It was her first time buying one, and she’d heard you didn’t have to take it out of the can to bake it. So she put the canned ham in the oven, set the temperature to the recommended setting, and went outside to visit on the porch with her soldier son and his brother.


    One can only imagine the delightful time they had catching up with everything that had been happening in all their lives, enjoying a soft mountain breeze that drifted by as their rockers creaked gently on the porch.


    But then their relaxing visit came to an abrupt end when they heard a loud explosion. Her son who’d just returned home from the war thought a bomb had gone off, and he immediately hit the porch floor.


    They couldn’t imagine what it might have been, but when they walked into the kitchen, they discovered the source of the explosion. The oven door had blown off. The stove burners were sticking up. And the ceiling above the stove was ham-pink.


    They never found a scrap of the ham or any of the can, but the story of Granny Rice’s ham bomb has become a family classic that has been told many times throughout the years.


    Friends, I’ve never had an exploding ham situation before, but I’ve had many times when unexpected moments have burst into my life with just that much shock and intensity—and I suspect you have as well.


    Job losses and financial hardships can shatter everything we’ve worked for and put our families in jeopardy, and it’s devastating when we get one of those phone calls from the doctor that changes our lives forever.


    A prodigal child, a splintered relationship, or the death of a loved one can break our hearts with swift intensity. I’ll never forget the shock of the phone call that shared the news of my dad’s suicide. That moment was so unexpected.


    But the good news—as I learned from experience—is that we never go through those moments alone. God promises that He will never leave us, that He will comfort us, and that nothing will separate us from His love. And those stories of God’s faithfulness? Well, they for sure will become family classics that we can tell numerous times throughout the years.
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    Father, I’m so grateful that when those unexpected moments slam into my life and take my breath away, that You are there with me. The precious promises in Your Word bring me hope and comfort. So many times, when the tears have overwhelmed me, I’ve felt Your love wrap around me, comforting me like a warm blanket around my shoulders. You are a faithful God, and I can never thank You enough for always being just what I need. Amen.

  


  
    [image: ]


     


    1. Granny Rice’s ham bomb was totally unexpected. What are some unexpected moments that have happened in your life? What did you learn from them?


    2. What are some ways that God has comforted you during difficult times? Spend some time thanking Him for always being there for you.


    3. What are some Bible verses that ministered to your heart when you needed them?


    4. What are some of the stories you can tell about God’s faithfulness? Have you told your loved ones about those moments? Your children need to hear those stories.


    5. Take a few minutes today to call, email, or write someone to encourage them as they go through unexpected circumstances.
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    I didn’t know about my husband’s arrest record until long after we were married. Paul’s life on the wrong side of the law began early. His family lived across the street from the elementary school. On summer days, he and his brothers loved spending time on the playground, swinging from the monkey bars and flying high in the sky on the swings. That was back in the era when few folks in the South locked their doors, and it was safe for kids to play throughout the neighborhood.


    Paul’s mom tried hard to be a good parent. She kept her children faithfully in church, teaching them about the Bible and praying for them, but sometimes despite our best efforts, children just go astray. And that’s what happened to Paul, his brothers, and some neighborhood kids on the day of the great school caper, when they went in through an unlocked window and vandalized the building.


    The long arm of the law caught up with them quickly, and they ended up going to court to stand before a judge. This might be a good point for me to mention that Paul was just three years old at the time. The judge looked at him and said, “Little man, I’m going to give you a lollipop and send you home.” The rest of the boys were duly punished, and all of them grew up to become law-abiding citizens.


    Paul married me, became a great dad for our sons, and started a contracting business. He hadn’t thought about his life on the wrong side of the law in years—until he went to estimate a job for a client and discovered the man had been one of his partners in crime at the schoolhouse all those years before.


    The two reminisced about that schoolhouse moment, and then the man shared some information that Paul hadn’t known before. He said, “You know how we got caught, don’t you?” Paul replied that he didn’t. The man continued, “Well, Philip (Paul’s brother who was about six at the time of the school incident) had just learned to print his name, and he wrote ‘Philip Cox’ on all the blackboards.”


    I’m sure glad those boys got their act together before they became grown-ups. I don’t think they would have made good criminals.


    Those little boys made a bad decision, but we adults often make bad decisions as well—and sometimes those choices can haunt us for the rest of our lives. Just as Paul’s mom had to go to court with her boys, we’re often not the only ones impacted by our wrongdoing. And it’s not fun when God’s long arm of punishment is extended to us.


    But just as that judge had mercy on a little boy named Paul, God has mercy and grace waiting for us—if we’re willing to turn from our wrongdoing. But by far, the wisest choice for all of us is to never make that bad decision in the first place.
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    Dear Lord, I mean to do good, but so often I make wrong decisions and then I bear the consequences. I don’t want to grieve You, so keep me close to You. Give me a heart that’s tender toward You. Remind me that others are watching and that my actions can harm those I love. Thank You for Your grace and mercy and for Your willingness to forgive me. Amen.
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