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Introduction: Who is this Chick? 
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If you were to go online and search my name, you would find some basic information about me. I am an author who has written five books, most of them Inspirational Romances. You would also see that I am a pastor’s wife. My husband is the lead pastor of Discovery Church, a dynamic and growing church on the west side of Oklahoma City. You might read that I have three sons who bring me a great deal of joy and exhaustion. When you search online, you won’t find anything about my personal struggle with the drama-filled life, though. The unforgiveness, anxiety, self-pity, comparison, rage, impatience, fear, and pettiness I struggled with for so long aren’t chronicled on my social media or on my blog or in my author bios. 

What you won’t find online is that I am a recovering drama queen. 

At some point in my teenage years, I became a drama queen. I don’t mean that I was a fabulous actress, (although I definitely thought I was!), I mean that I reacted to real life situations like a soap opera star. Disagreements with friends turned into bitter feuds, minor disappointments turned into life-altering catastrophes, and everyone seemed to be prettier, smarter, and more popular than I was. 

The memories are quite embarrassing, and I really don’t want to share some of them, because they make me look, well, silly. But, I’m aiming for complete transparency in this book, so here goes. I remember my eighth grade choir concert when I ran out of the building with tears streaming down my face when I didn’t win the award for “Most Talented.” I remember spending hours poring over Seventeen magazine, looking up from the pictures into my bedroom mirror and plotting how I could make my hair, skin, and figure look like the images on the pages. I remember how I ruined a friendship with a truly special girl all because of a dumb disagreement. 

People tend to overlook it when a teenage girl acts that way, but I carried my dramatic tendencies into adulthood. I became a wife who cried over the laundry, a driver who had fits of rage in traffic, and a friend who held onto offenses. In my twenties, I did grow spiritually as I grew older, and I did shed some of those dramatic tendencies, but some of them stuck with me. At age twenty-five, I became a mom for the first time. My husband was the lead pastor of a church. I taught a Sunday School class and was a public school teacher working toward a Master’s degree, played piano at the church, went on regular missions trips . . . and on and on. Yet, even with this long list of “qualifications,” I still struggled with drama. You would think someone in my position would be calm, mature, forgiving, and wise, but I was still controlled by anxiety, comparison, pettiness, and unforgiveness. The worst 
part is, I didn’t think I had a problem. I thought I was justified in holding on to these old attitudes. 
For me, it took seeing the effects of someone else’s drama-filled life to recognize it in my own. In my early thirties, I had a dear friend who was a charismatic leader with a deep empathy for wounded people. I loved her. I admired her heart to reach and help people. She was funny and full of life, and I really enjoyed spending time with her. Our husbands were friends and our children were friends. The only problem was that she was always upset with someone. There was always someone in her crosshairs. The targets of her fury ranged from her family members, to her co-workers, to her fellow church members. 

After a few years of close friendship, I noticed that she had a pattern. She would have a spat with someone, and that person and situation would be her focus for the next few months. The argument and her annoyance and frustration with that person would be the constant topic of her conversation and a great deal of her energy was spent on this person and their disagreement. Then, after she got over or forgot about that situation, another situation would arise. This pattern repeated every few months. 

Everything became clear after my friend told me about her childhood. Her childhood home had been a place of constant turmoil. Her mother brought home a variety of boyfriends over the years, and some of them became stepdads, but none of them stuck around for very long. She recalled that it was common for their home to be filled with screaming, and that the kids had to often fend for themselves, because her mother was preoccupied with the latest drama in her own life. It was a monumental day when my friend finally realized that she created the drama in her life because of her upbringing. She admitted that deep down she always felt that the drama-filled life was “normal.” 

After seeing how the drama-filled life wreaked havoc upon my friend’s life, I began to notice how drama affected my own life, and I began to take steps to break up with drama. I learned that no matter how hard I tried, no matter how many books I read, no matter how much advice I received, the only thing that really worked to get rid of the drama was when I read the Bible, meditated upon it, and asked the Holy Spirit to help me apply it to my life.

The Myers-Briggs personality test tells me that I am an INFP personality type – Introversion, Intuition, Feeling, and Perception. According to personality tests, I am the type of person that is prone to drama. In my life, it has definitely been a struggle. There are people who are naturally calm and even-tempered. Bless them. For me, I needed a lot of Jesus to get there. Even writing this book has been a struggle with comparison and anxiety. Every time I sit down to write, the critic in my head tells me a list of other authors 

who would be much more qualified to write this book, and that no one wants to hear what I have to say. I have learned to tell that inner critic to shut up, because God has tasked me to write this book, and He doesn’t make mistakes. 1 

Today, I can testify that my life isn’t perfect. I still have setbacks. There are days when I am overcome with pettiness or anxiety. The difference is, I have learned how to recognize those attitudes and kick them to the curb. I have written this book filled with some of my real-life stories to show you that you are not alone in your struggles. This book is primarily filled with scripture, because God’s Word is truly the only place where all of the answers are found. I want to always point you to the Bible, because that is where you will find the keys to a drama-free life. It is my desire to help YOU learn how to break up with drama and know the peaceful and abundant life that God has prepared for YOU.
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Chapter One: No Drama for This Mama! 
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We were at the Wal-Mart Supercenter in Van Buren, Arkansas. It was my weekly grocery shopping trip, a dreaded, but necessary task. 

“I’ll help you pick that up, Mama. It’s too heavy for you,” my three-year-old, Kale, told me as he stood up in the grocery cart.

“Sit back down, right now. I’ve got it.” 

As I bent to pull the humongous bag of dog food from the shelf, my ten-month-old let out a deafening scream. 

“What’s wrong? What happened?” I rushed to my baby who was sitting in the seat of the cart with his chubby legs sticking straight out of the leg holes. Tears were already forming in his eyes and his face was bright red. He pointed to the cart at his two brothers who squatted inside with angelic faces. 

“We didn’t do it!” My two-year-old, Keaton, professed his innocence. 

“Karter wouldn’t cry for no reason and then point to you just to get you into trouble.” 

Let me pause here and say that in the fifteen years that have passed since that day I have learned that Karter would, in fact, do just that . . . often. 

Karter’s crying continued, and I couldn’t figure out what was wrong with him. He held his hands out to me, begging me to take him out of the cart, and I caved. 

Let me pause again and say that I have since learned that my youngest child can be quite manipulative. 

So, I held my stocky baby with his crazy, wavy, thick brown hair and quivering lips as I stood in the dog food aisle wondering how I was going to get a twenty-pound sack of dog food into the cart with a baby on my hip. 

“I’ll get it for you, Mama.” Kale, always the helper, stood and threw a leg over the side of the cart, preparing to jump out. 

“No, no, don’t –”

It was one of those moments that seemed to happen in slow motion. I saw what was going to happen before it happened, but couldn’t react quickly enough. The metal grocery buggy, containing half of my grocery list and my two older boys, fell over on its side. Poor Keaton and Kale screamed as it fell and then crashed to the ground. After they were over the shock of the cart falling, they looked at each other and began laughing. 

“Martha, is everything okay?” 

Just my luck. Of course, someone would see me like this – messy ponytail, no make-up, screaming children, toppled grocery cart. 
I turned on a fake smile and said hello to the woman and her teenage son who stood at the end of the pristinely stocked aisle.

“I knew that was you! When we walked in the entrance, I heard you. I told my son, that sounds like the pastor’s family.” 

I laughed like I thought it was funny that when they heard children’s screams in the grocery store they immediately thought of my family. 

They helped me raise the cart, gather the spilled groceries, and set the boys back into their places. I thanked them and chatted with them for a few minutes, but the whole time we talked the same thought kept running through my mind: I just wish I could go to the grocery store without causing such a ruckus that everyone in the place knew I was there. 

What is drama? 

Those noisy trips to the grocery store have long past for me. Now that my boys are all teenagers and don’t have to accompany me everywhere I go, my shopping trips are quite peaceful. However, there are plenty of other areas of my life that are still noisy and chaotic. 

That’s the mom life, though, isn’t it? Messes, accidents, noise, dirt – all of these are part of the package, and there’s nothing wrong with that. It’s not just the mom life. It’s everyone’s life. We all have our own craziness – maybe yours comes from your co-workers or the demands of your job, or from the annoying people in traffic, or from bickering neighbors, or your cat! (I’ve had a bit of cat craziness, and that is no joke.) However, there is another level of chaos that has become very important for me to avoid. 

What I want to avoid is drama. The word drama has many meanings. It can be a play performed in a theater or it can refer to the art of acting. It can also refer to stories or movies that are serious in nature. For the purposes of this book, I’m going to define drama this way: 

Drama – a frenzied response to the trials of life. 

We are going to have trouble in this life. Your child will probably get sick, your husband will irritate you sometimes, your appliances will break, you will be late for work, you might be involved in a car wreck, be sued, lose a job, and on and on. In John 16:33, Jesus assured us that we will have trouble. 

John 16:33, “I have told you these things, so that in me you may have peace. In this world you will have trouble. But take heart! I have overcome the world.” (NIV)

None of us want trouble, but it is unavoidable. Drama, on the other hand, is avoidable. It is possible to face trouble without drama. Let’s look at the grocery store incident again. A toppled grocery cart and screaming children in the middle of Wal-Mart is very likely to happen to you if you have three kids under the age of four, like I did. To this day, I honestly don’t really remember being that affected by the incident, but I could have easily turned that incident into drama in my life. If I would have chosen to magnify that situation and focus on it and allow embarrassment or self-pity or jealousy of people who didn’t have wild kids to take over, that would have created drama. If I would have taken the incident to social media and whined about my terrible life, or if I would have become offended at the woman who spoke to me in the store, or if I would have become angry with my husband for not watching the kids while I went to the store – all of those actions would have created drama. 

Did you know that sometimes adults throw tantrums? I mean a full, all out, screaming, crying, throwing stuff, grown up tantrum. Did you know that sometimes adults give people the silent treatment? I mean a full, all out, walk into a room with the other person and pretend they aren’t there, grown up silent treatment. Did you know that sometimes adults get into wars with people over social media? I mean a full, all out, get on Facebook, Twitter, or whatever is the latest and greatest outlet and bicker and argue like babies? 

Did you know that sometimes adults hold offense? They can’t let go of something that was done to them years and years ago. Sometimes adults let fear rule their behavior and are crippled from going places because they are afraid of what might happen. Sometimes people are ruled by rage, and that rage spills out onto other drivers on the road, the waiter in the restaurant, or onto their own children. Sometimes we let impatience rule our behavior, and we feel like exploding if the line at the grocery store takes longer than we think it should. Sometimes we keep getting our feelings hurt over and over – we might even know that people aren’t intentionally hurting us, but we wear our feelings on our sleeve and find ourselves perpetually wounded.

Do any of these sound familiar? 

I’ll be honest. There was a time when I was guilty of every single one of the behaviors listed above. I finally made the decision that I wanted to break up with drama. I wanted to overcome the stronghold of drama and live that abundant life that God intended for me. 

Are you ready to break up with any of these strongholds in your life?  

Is it possible to face difficult times with peace in our hearts? Yes, it is! Is it possible to go through persecution and maintain love toward those persecuting us? Yes, it is! Is it possible to be in the middle of great trouble and have joy? Yes, it is!

Galatians 5:22-23, “But the fruit that the Spirit produces in a person’s life is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control. There is no law against these kinds of things.” (ERV) 

The key is found at the beginning of Galatians 5:22 . . . “The fruit that the Spirit produces.” We must abide in the Spirit if we want this fruit. John 15:1-8 expounds on the idea of abiding, or dwelling, or living each and every day in the Spirit. 

Love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control are called the fruit of the spirit. That means they are the outcome of a life lived in the spirit. These attributes are not something you can force yourself to do in your own strength for very long. You must have the Holy Spirit living in you and you must abide in the Lord. 

The Foundation for the No Drama Life 

When you know that Jesus is your Savior, that everything on this earth is temporary, and that you will live eternally with the Lord, that makes the trials of this life far less concerning, and you can start to live a life free from drama. Have you received Jesus as your savior? That’s the foundation for this life of peace. 

How can I receive Jesus as my savior? 

Just remember your A, B, C’s . . . 


1.)  Ask – Ask Jesus to forgive you of your sins. According to Romans 3:10 and Romans 3:23, we have all sinned. Sin is anything that we have done that separates us from God, and the blood of Jesus that He shed on the cross is the only thing that can wash away our sins. 

2.) Believe – According to Romans 10:9, Acts 4:12 and Acts 16:31 we must believe on the Lord Jesus Christ to be saved. We must believe that He is the only Son of God, the sinless sacrifice for our sins, and that He arose from the dead and is alive in Heaven and will return for His church one day. 

3.) Confess – Use your voice to pray and declare that Jesus is the new Lord of your life, ask Him to cleanse your sins, and tell Him that you will try to turn your back on your sin. Romans 10:9 and I John 1:9 tell us that confession is a vital part of salvation. 



If you Asked, Believed, and Confessed just now, I am so happy for you. Congratulations! It’s your Spiritual Birthday! Write it down on your calendar, and circle this day in red. It’s the day you became a follower of Jesus. Luke 15:10 tells us that the angels in heaven are rejoicing right now because you have repented and come to Christ. 

Now that you’ve laid the foundation, let’s look closely at eight attitudes that we need to dump: Unforgiveness, Anxiety, Self-Pity, Comparison, Rage, Impatience, Fear, and Pettiness. After giving your life to Jesus, the drama-free life isn’t automatic. We live in a fallen world, and we have a natural inclination to sin, so we need to learn a new way of thinking and behaving. When you change the way you think, that will eventually change the way you behave. A “renewed mind” comes through studying God’s Word. Because of that, each chapter contains a verse of scripture for meditation and memory. Take time and effort to commit these verses to memory. As adults, most of us don’t think about memorizing scripture. In most churches, scripture memory has become something only for kids, but according to Colossians 3:16, we should “let the word of Christ dwell” in us richly. (NKJV) And according to Deuteronomy 6:4-9, we should make the scriptures an integral part of our everyday life. We need to meditate and memorize the living and active Word of God!  

Drama – a frenzied response to the trials of life 

––––––––
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CHAPTER ONE MEDITATION and Memory Verse  

Galatians 5:22-23, “But the fruit that the Spirit produces in a person’s life is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control. There is no law against these kinds of things.” (Easy-to-Read Version) 
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Chapter Two: Good Riddance, Unforgiveness 
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I was twenty-five years old when my husband became a pastor. Our first church was in a tiny Southeastern Oklahoma town with a population of less than three thousand people. The church’s attendance averaged about fifty people or so every Sunday morning. Three weeks before we moved to this new place, I had given birth to our first baby, Kale. I had been a school teacher for three years, but I decided not to go back to work immediately and stay home with the new baby for at least a year. With me not working, and Kevin’s only income coming from the church, we knew we would have to live frugally, but we were fine with that. We were excited about becoming senior pastors, and we were overjoyed with our perfect, beautiful baby boy. It seemed nothing could get us down. 

We sold our house, sold one of our cars, and moved into a rented house that had formerly been a garage. We couldn’t afford to go out to dinner or buy new clothes or anything like that, but it really didn’t matter. We had been told that we would never be able to have children, and now we had a baby, so we didn’t care – we had our precious baby, and we felt rich. 

After we had been at the church for a couple of months, two families in the church decided that we weren’t the pastors the church needed, so they began a campaign to get rid of us. In a church that small, two families, which included multiple generations and in-laws, comprised well over half of the church. We later learned that their plan was to “starve us out.” They told people to not pay their tithes so that we would not receive a paycheck and be forced to leave the church. 

As our already small salary dwindled, we prayed. We felt the Lord was directing us to stay at the church, so we did. Kevin took odd jobs working on farms and doing manual labor so we could pay our bills. I spent my days cooking, cleaning the tiny house, caring for my perfect baby boy, and praying. 

I prayed for my husband and the church, but mainly I prayed for my baby, Kale. I prayed for him like I’d never prayed for anyone. I prayed that he would be blessed in every aspect of his life – his health, intelligence, future friendships, academics, future wife, and on and on. My little baby boy was the center of my world, and I prayed blessings upon blessings for him. 

One afternoon I held Kale in my arms as I cleaned a countertop, and I felt as if the voice of the Lord spoke directly to my heart with a strong, clear instruction. I didn’t hear an audible voice, but it was so distinct and clear that I couldn’t deny I had heard it. The Lord told me to do
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