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I’m Drunk Off Tea was born in the quiet spaces of caregiving, spaces where love meets repetition, and patience is tested by memory’s slow unraveling.

When I began caring for my parents, Mildred, who lives with dementia, and James, who battled Alzheimer’s in silence, I started noticing patterns. My father grew quieter, withdrawn, his words fewer, but still full of weight. My mother, on the other hand, repeats the same questions, same stories, same concerns over and over. What was once memory became melody. Over time, I learned to meet each repeated sentence with grace, each familiar phrase with fresh understanding.

But something else happened, too.

I realized that it wasn’t just those diagnosed with dementia who lived in loops. Most adults, many fully capable, sharp, and sound, are walking around serving I’m Drunk Off Tea daily.

Different faces, same brew.

It’s the kind of talk people keep pouring about someone else and it resembles signs of Dementia.

Old stories reheated. Timelines twisted.

Sweetened with fake concern, brewed in bitterness, under the guise of care and curiosity.

But it’s not conversation.

It’s a rerun.

A broadcast of someone’s rumored reputation, looped in selective storytelling.

I’m Drunk Off Tea that doesn’t nourish. It drains.

I used to think dementia was only a diagnosis.

But now I see, it’s often a decision by people living in circles, intentionally.. 

They don’t need healing. They need attention.

They don’t need truth. They need a new audience.

So here’s my gentle warning:

Be careful who you let pour into your life.

Be mindful of what you sip.

Just because someone speaks with concern doesn’t mean they’re coming from care.

If a conversation doesn’t enrich your life...mentally, emotionally, spiritually, or relationally, why engage in it?

Before indulging in dialogue, ask yourself:

What value does this bring to my life?

What wisdom does it offer?

What elevation does it inspire?

If the answer is none, then so is the purpose.

Choose intentional conversations.

The kind that nourish, not drain.

The kind that build, not break.

Because words are investments and your peace is not up for negotiation.

In the pages ahead, you’ll explore imagined scenarios that may feel uncomfortably familiar, because while the characters are fictional, the behaviors, conversations, and consequences often mirror real-life patterns we see, live through, or unknowingly repeat. Ask yourself, how many cups have you sipped or poured without realizing?

“Not My Cup”

A soft gospel instrumental plays in the background. Women are gathered around linen-covered tables with tea cups and fruit platters. Sister Geraldine, 70s, is seated at the head with pearls, pressed curls, and a presence.

SISTER GERALDINE

Let me tell you something about I’m Drunk Off Tea, baby. That’s the kind of gossip you done heard four times already, just now it’s Brenda instead of Barbara.

MISS SHAQUITA (30s, chewing a grape)

So basically... same sin, new spokesperson?

SISTER GERALDINE

Exactly. And the saints will pass that cup like communion.

But guess what? I’m delivered from sipping disorder. I don’t care who did what on what street, if you couldn’t fix it last time, don’t retell it this time.

MISS JANELLE (40s, nodding)

What do you say when they start pouring it?

SISTER GERALDINE (wipes her mouth gracefully)

I say: “That’s not my cup. My peace don’t process reruns.”

(A round of mmhmms and quiet claps.)

SISTER GERALDINE (cont’d)

A mature person knows the difference between concern and consumption. Don’t sip everything that’s hot, some things will burn your character.

Etiquette Lesson:

“Just because the tea is warm doesn’t mean it’s worthy. Maturity lets it cool without comment.”

Boundaries Reminder:

If they always come to you with recycled gossip, it’s because they know you’ll host it. Shut the table down.

Scripture Tie-In:

Proverbs 26:20 (NIV) – “Without wood a fire goes out; without a gossip a quarrel dies down.”

“Same Sip, Different Cup”

MAYA (40s, emotionally worn but wise) and her aunt BERNADETTE (late 60s, sharp tongue, resistant to change) are having a tense but revealing conversation.

A chipped teacup sits between them. MAYA cradles her mug, thoughtful. BERNADETTE is mid-rant, arms crossed.

BERNADETTE

I just think people these days got no respect. You don’t answer your phone, you don’t visit, and you always got some opinion about how I talk.

MAYA(tired, calm)Auntie... you’ve told me that story about Cousin Dee and the family reunion, six times this week.

BERNADETTE

Because you need to remember what she did!

MAYA

I wasn’t even born when that happened.

BERNADETTE

So what? Blood don’t expire.

MAYA

Neither does bitterness, apparently.

(beat)

You’re not sipping tea anymore, you’re swimming in it. And now you want me to drown with you?

BERNADETTE

Watch your mouth.

MAYA

No, watch your cycle. You keep steeping your pain until it’s strong enough to serve, but nobody’s drinking it anymore. That’s not respect. That’s ritualized resentment.

BERNADETTE

I just don’t want you making the same mistakes I did.

MAYA

Then let me live different. Let me grow different.

BERNADETTE

But you’ll forget who we are.

MAYA

No, I’ll remember, but I won’t repeat.

There’s a difference between honoring your history and hosting it at every meal.

MAYA

You’re not crazy, Auntie. But you’re stuck.

And stuck feels a lot like sickness.

I love you. But I’m not sipping this anymore.

BERNADETTE

What if this is all I got to offer?

MAYA

Then it’s time you made something new.

False Assignments, Real Distractions

What makes a person go after someone...

Not because they were harmed 

but because they heard a story?

What makes you take a rumor and wear it like a badge?

What convinces you to become an adversary in a fight that was never yours?

Who told you this was your assignment?

Who called you to carry the banner of bitterness like it was your purpose?

Who convinced you that false advertisement about another soul was somehow God’s direction?

Because it’s not.

Let’s be clear:


-  Gossip is not a calling.

-  Jealousy is not discernment.

-  Assumption is not spiritual insight.

-  Your curiosity is not confirmation from heaven.



And still, many people pour their energy into investigating, narrating, and debating the lives of strangers, 

while their own lives sit untouched, unhealed, and unraveling.

You’ve traded your own progress for someone else’s backstory.

You’ve delayed your own growth to sit in the audience of someone else’s downfall.

You’ve put your life on pause...

To press play on a story you were never part of.

That’s not purpose.

That’s a distraction dressed in conviction.

It doesn’t matter how juicy the story is.

If it didn’t come through truth, love, or assignment, 

it’s a detour.

And the danger of detours?

You don’t always know how far off track you’ve gone until the damage is already done.

So ask yourself:


• Why does this person’s downfall fascinate me?

• Why am I more committed to their past than my future?

• What part of me is so disconnected from purpose that distraction feels holy?



I’m Drunk Off Tea will keep you investigating others while your own mind erodes in denial.

Flee from it.

Before you’re stuck in a war God never told you to fight 

And calling it obedience.
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“Stats and Silence”

Setting: Front porch. A late afternoon breeze. Two men CALVIN (50s, reserved) and DWAYNE (early 60s, opinionated) sit in silence for a few beats, sipping from mismatched mugs.

CALVIN flips a bottle cap. DWAYNE leans forward, elbows on knees.

DWAYNE

Man, you see that final quarter? Wild.

CALVIN

Yeah. They fell apart when it mattered most.

DWAYNE

Every season, same story. Can’t hold pressure.

CALVIN

That’s what happens when folks play scared of mistakes.

(beat)

DWAYNE

Or when they listening to everybody but the coach.

CALVIN chuckles, nods slowly.

CALVIN

Ain’t just a sports problem.

DWAYNE

(realizing)

Nope. That’s a life problem.

They sit with the weight of that truth. DWAYNE adjusts his seat, clearing his throat.
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DWAYNE

You know, I tried talking to my son the other day. Felt like I was speaking in stats and he was tuned out like a halftime show.

CALVIN

That’s ‘cause sometimes we coach like we still playing. Don’t know how to sit in the stands and just... support.

DWAYNE

(fighting it)

Hard watching folks fumble what you spent years building.

CALVIN

Harder pretending that building it didn’t leave folks bruised.

Silence. DWAYNE exhales deeply. They sip again.

DWAYNE

Well. Preseason coming.

CALVIN

Yeah. Maybe they’ll do better this time.

DWAYNE

Maybe we will too.

Daily Symptoms of Unspoken Dysfunction

1. Memory Loss

Some people forget what they said yesterday, yet cling to a version of the past that benefits them. They forget who apologized. They forget what they promised. They forget they were forgiven, and start the same fight all over again. No diagnosis, just selective recall.

2. Difficulty with Problem-Solving

They have issues in relationships or family, but can’t solve them. Instead, they complain, lash out, or avoid. No solutions. No growth. Just repeated behavior wrapped in emotional paralysis. Even worse, the people around them don’t offer clarity, they cosign the confusion.

3. Confusion with Time or Place

Some people don’t know what season they’re in. They try to live like they’re in a chapter God already closed. Others have no sense of direction in life, just floating, searching for a place to belong but refusing guidance. They’re lost without a GPS and pride won’t let them ask for help.

4. Trouble Understanding Visual Images or Spatial Relationships

They can see the picture but not the point.

They see other people succeed and call it fake.

They see boundaries and call it betrayal.

They misunderstand what’s right in front of them because it requires deeper discernment, not just eyesight.
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5. Difficulty Concentrating

So focused on the problem, they can’t enjoy life.

They replay offense, analyze who said what, and miss the entire moment they’re in. While life moves forward, they stay emotionally paused.

Breakdown in Communication

6. Language Problems

They struggle to express themselves. Not because they’re incapable but because they haven’t learned how to communicate without ego, accusation, or assumptions. They dominate or detach. But dialogue? That requires emotional vocabulary they haven’t built yet.

7. Repeating Questions or Stories

They keep reliving betrayal, childhood pain, or “what happened that one time” on loop. They’ve told the story a hundred times and never healed once
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