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    Dedication


    This book is dedicated to Sister Queens everywhere — every woman & every young girl who desires to be Queen and use the Word of God and godly wisdom to enhance, empower, and enrich her life. Queen, I encourage you to live a life that will bring glory & honor to God. May you reign with Him in this life and in the life to come is my humble prayer.
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    Introduction


    A s a child I hated my name. “Marva” who names a child that? I never saw it on the fancy bracelets hung in the stores; never printed on mugs; and never heard it repeated by Miss Sally Claster as she peered through her looking glass and called out the names of smart obedient preschoolers on the 1964 children’s television show Romper Room. No matter how closely I sat to our floor model television and frantically waved my arms, she never saw me—never called my name. Therefore, I believed my name had no meaning, no purpose, and no beauty. I was invisible.


    But my mother saw my invisible self. She somehow knew what I needed most. I needed something to believe in—something to strive for. My mother soon called for something that would change my life, she insisted her daughters be ladies. Charm school was my saving grace and my secret passion. I loved everything there was to love about being a young lady—etiquette classes were my favorite times of learning. I loved learning how to talk, walk, serve, and navigate life as a lady. I would practice setting the table for 8; the proper handshake for a lady; how to sit; and when to stand. These lessons brought me great joy. I became a master of proper etiquette. Emily Post’s etiquette books were my bedtime stories and my daytime orders. Being a lady was non-negotiable. I was determined to be a refined, graceful woman of class.


    As I matured into a young woman, a strange phenomenon began to happen. I found myself shying away from my true calling. I would purposefully water myself down so that others would feel better about themselves. Beautiful, smart, creative, graceful, lovely—those words were like nails on a chalkboard to me. They caused me to shy away from life because others used those attributes as weapons against me. I found myself misunderstood by family, friends, associates, and even strangers. I would hear their remarks, “Who does she think she is? Marva thinks she’s so much? Who cares Marva if we sit with our elbows on the table or eat spaghetti with our fingers? Marva how silly can you be to want lace handkerchiefs for Christmas.” And so I learned to smile. I learned to cover up my true feelings. I learned to silence my true voice. At times I even practiced the disgusting habits of spitting on the ground or slurping my soup when eating just to fit in. I became what others expected me to be—just plain old invisible Marva. I became everyone’s favorite friend. And that was my life, my norm—and I was fine with that.


    Years later out of shear boredom I began to read my grandmother’s old ragged Bible. I read about this magnificent God. I was amazed by Him. Although Catholic, I began to attend a Baptist Church where this young, exciting preacher (Reverend Gerald M. Dew) talked about this same God in a way that made my soul yearn for Him. Could it be, was it somehow possible, that God Himself would accept me? Could this mighty God somehow see even little old invisible me? The more I heard of and read about Him, the more I wanted to know. I came to believe God and His Word. I accepted Him as my Lord and Savior and came to know Him in new and exciting ways. He became more than the God of my Catholic School catechism teachings. It was hard to believe that His Word was talking to and about me, but I kept reading, hoping, and trusting. And over time and through faith I came to know that He really does love and accept me just as I am. I came to know that I really am fearfully and wonderfully made. I came to know and believe that God is with me. I came to know that God has a plan and a purpose for MY life. God’s Word transformed me and changed my way of thinking. I came to depend on Him and trust what His Word says about me. It was a gradual progression, but I slowly and meticulously began my journey in life as His child. I was determined to reflect His image. I wanted God to be proud of me. I wanted Him to see me and say my name with pride.


    And then it happened, like a butterfly shedding its cocoon, I began to emerge from the safe, private cave I had built around myself for protection. I took a chance on God and decided to walk in the light of His love. I was no longer afraid of what others thought of me. As I embraced my true self I found others did too. They actually began to gravitate towards, not me, but the light of God that was within me.


    As the years progressed I came to know how blessed I was to be God’s child named Marva. I soon found out that my name actually means lady, mistress of the house; sage (wise); renowned friend. Over the years I have tried to purposefully live out my name for the good of others, the growth of the church and the glory of God. These things I now know… I am a woman of God. I have come into the kingdom for such a time as this. My soul makes her boast in the Lord when I say I am all-together lovely. I no longer apologize for walking in the light of God’s Word. I fiercely defend the Word of God through my walk and not my talk. And so I introduce myself to you today, my name is Marva. I am no longer invisible. I am she who was destined to be Queen.


     


    This book is a compilation of biblical principles, wisdom from my life experiences, and encouraging truths from others. They have served me well and I am convinced they will add value to your life. All scripture is from the New International Version or the King James Version of the Bible. I welcome you Queen to learn and apply the knowledge and wisdom found within this book. I support you as you continue your journey in life. And I celebrate you as you walk in your calling according to God’s plan.


    

  



OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Rules, Decrees, Directives & Proclamations
For Every Woman Who Is or Will Be

Queen

)V lwwa EDew





OEBPS/Fonts/MyriadPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/Images/new_septer.jpg





OEBPS/Images/new_septer1.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/GreatVibes-Regular.ttf




OEBPS/Images/Book.jpg
%ﬁ”@m@ Kules
O

Rules,
Decrees,
Directives &
Proclamations
For Every Woman
Who Is or Will Be

Queen

G)/Ha/zm @ew

PUBLISHED BY FIDELI PUBLISHING, INC.





OEBPS/Images/big_crown.jpg





