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This series is dedicated
to the women once dismissed,
misnamed, and cast aside—
the so-called soil doves
who heard a higher call.
To the curvy women,
to women of every nation, tribe, and people,
who rose into rooms
they were never expected to enter
and carried healing in their hands
and authority in their voices.
To the women doctors, healers, and midwives
who dared to study, to serve, and to stand
in a world that told them
their bodies, their backgrounds, or their birth
disqualified them.
And to every woman still finding her way—
may these pages remind you
that calling is not limited by size,
culture, or history,
and that God’s grace summons and 
was never revoked through His Blood.
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In 1890, Strawberry Brown discovers that answering a calling does not come quietly—and it certainly does not come calmly.

Plus-size, brilliant, and unapologetically present, Straw steps into a world determined to keep women like her contained. Instead, she brings motion wherever she goes. Healing follows her. So does disruption.

What begins as education and service quickly grows into something the town never planned for.

Patients multiply faster than schedules can hold.
Weddings begin happening in clusters instead of pairs.
Reformed lives start insisting on permanence.
Soon, the community is buzzing with mass marriages, unexpected courtships, and ceremonies so frequent the town can barely keep up. Love, it turns out, is contagious when dignity is restored.

But joy is only part of the story.

Land disputes arise.
Trespassers test boundaries they were warned not to cross.
Justice is not always gentle—but it is fair, firm, and unforgettable.
And then—just when the town thinks it has seen everything—oil is found.

Prosperity erupts where survival once lived. Plans expand. Dreams scale up. The future refuses to stay small.

Through it all, after she arrives Dr. Strawberry stands at the center—treating patients, confronting opposition, navigating romance, and learning that healing a community often requires far more than medicine. It requires courage, humor, authority, and the willingness to let God surprise everyone involved.

Curvy, Curvy, Curvy, Dr. Strawberry, MD blends faith, romance, and comedy with frontier grit—where prayers are answered loudly, consequences are real, blessings multiply, and a woman who was never supposed to lead becomes impossible to ignore.

This novel is part of A Call to Soil Doves, a historical series celebrating curvy women doctors of diverse backgrounds who answered God’s call—and changed entire towns in the process.
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The Strawberry of the town of Bayou Rosette.

Strawberry Brown arrived in the world looking nothing like her name suggested.

“She ain’t no Drusilla,” the midwife announced, wiping her hands on a flour sack towel and squinting down at the child like she’d just been personally offended. “That baby look like a Strawberry somebody rolled in cream.”

The child responded with a long, furious cry, face red as a summer Brown left too long in the sun, fists clenched, lungs strong. On the crown of her head sat one stubborn stalk of dark hair, standing straight up as if announcing her intentions early.

Her mother, Naomi Brown, exhausted but alert enough to argue, lifted her head slightly from the pillow.

“What you say about my baby?”

“I said,” the midwife repeated without apology, “you done birthed a Strawberry.”

The room went quiet for half a second—then laughter rolled through the small bayou house. Naomi’s sister clutched the doorframe. Elijah Brown laughed so hard he had to sit before he toppled over completely.

“Well,” Elijah said, wiping his eyes, “that settle it.” He leaned closer to the bundle. “You Strawberry now.”

“Don’t you dare,” Naomi warned, pointing a weak finger that held no authority at all.

By sundown, everyone called her Straw, short for Strawberry

She grew up in Bayou Rosette, Louisiana, on a slim, stubborn strip of riverfront land that everyone agreed was too valuable for the likes of the Brown family.

Men in pressed coats came around every few years, shoes too clean for the mud they stood in. They smiled big, talked smooth, and waved papers like blessings.

Elijah Brown waved them right back toward the road.

“My daddy fish this land,” he told them every time. “His daddy before him. We ain’t sellin’ our dead.”

There were ten children in that house. Ten. Loud, hungry, affectionate, and determined. Straw was the sixth, which meant she learned survival early—how to claim space, how to speak up, how to laugh loud enough to be heard over older siblings and smart enough to out-talk younger ones.

They fished to live. Not for sport. For supper. For winter. For next week. Nets went out before dawn. Lines baited by small fingers. Boats patched with prayer and stubbornness.

Straw learned fish anatomy before she learned long division.

“That one sick,” she announced once, barely seven, pointing to a catch before it was split open.

“How you know?” her brother asked.

“See the gills. Same as Uncle Henry’s cough.”

She was right.

At Rosette Mission School, Miss Eunice Porter ruled with chalk, scripture, and a ruler that knew the sound of a desk better than it knew knuckles.

"Straw,” Miss Porter said one afternoon, tapping Straw’s book, “you thinkin’ faster than you reading again.”

Straw smiled.

“Yes, ma’am. I try to let my brain catch up to my mouth, but it stubborn.”

Miss Porter turned away quickly, pretending not to smile.

Straw was plumb. Solid. Built sturdy like she’d been shaped for endurance instead of decoration. Rosy cheeks that never apologized for themselves. Thick arms that pulled nets clean from water. Wide hips that held balance in boats rocking harder than church women’s opinions.

None of it slowed her down.

She cooked better than most grown women before she turned twelve. Sewed seams that held through hard washing and harder living. Planted rows straighter than her brothers managed with string.

One evening, Naomi watched her work at the stove and sighed.

“She done surpassed me,” Naomi said, stirring nothing just to stay involved. “I don’t know whether to be proud or offended.”

Straw tasted the pot.

“Both, Mama. It respectful.”

At sixteen, Straw sat for testing she didn’t know the weight of until the letter came.

Douglass Colored Finishing Academy. New Orleans.

Her brothers stared like she’d been invited to the moon.

“She gon’ leave us,” one whispered.

Straw folded the letter carefully.

“I ain’t leavin’,” she said. “I’m expandin’.”

Elijah nodded slow.

“The river carry you where it will,” he said. “Just don’t forget how to swim.”

The finishing school didn’t know what to do with her.

She arrived with one trunk, three dresses, and opinions already unpacked. The other girls whispered before she even crossed the threshold.

“She wide,” one said.

“She country,” another added.

Straw stopped, turned, smiled pleasant as Sunday.

“And that mean I won’t starve.” She looked them over. “Can you say the same?”

She excelled anyway. Academics. Etiquette. Structure. Though she questioned why posture never included hauling a body through exhaustion or why gloves mattered more than hands.

Anatomy fascinated her. Bones. Systems. Failures.

“The human body ain’t no different than a fish,” she said once, tapping a chart.

The class froze.

“It got signs before it die,” she continued. “And consequences if you ignore ’em.”

Her instructor blinked.

“Miss Brown... have you considered medicine?”

“Yes, ma’am.” Straw smiled. “That the problem.”

Then came the announcement.

Henry College. Scholarships. Essays.

Girls panicked. Ink spilled. Prayers rose.

Straw sat still.

That night, she wrote by lamplight. About fisherwomen. About pressure and survival. About bodies learned river-side and inside living creatures pulled from water.

“I know anatomy,” she wrote, “because I have fed bodies, healed bodies, buried bodies, and learned their warnings.”

When she sealed the envelope, she whispered softly,

“Now let’s see what You do with me, God.”

Outside, the river moved steady.

So did she.

Straw’s last night at Bayou Rosette before leaving for the finishing school felt heavier than any net she had ever pulled from the river. The house was loud with forced cheer. Her sisters argued over borrowed ribbons. Her brothers hovered, offering help no one asked for.

“Don’t forget,” her oldest sister said, stuffing an extra pair of stockings into the trunk, “city folk think silence mean ignorance.”

Straw grinned. “Then they gon’ learn quick.”

That night, Elijah sat with her on the porch long after the others slept. The river breathed in the dark.

“You not scared?” he asked.

“I am,” Straw admitted. “But I been scared before. It ain’t ever killed me.”

He nodded, satisfied.

Douglass Colored Finishing Academy stood tall and proud, its brick face clean and intimidating. Straw stared up at it and thought it looked like it expected failure and tolerated excellence only by accident.

Inside, girls moved like they’d been rehearsed. Quiet. Careful. Slim as expectations.

Straw moved like herself.

Her first etiquette lesson ended early.

“Miss Brown,” the instructor said tightly, “you must not laugh so loudly.”

Straw blinked. “It escaped.”

The girls nearest her shook silently, eyes wide with terror and admiration.

She studied late. Slept little. Learned faster. Teachers began watching her the way fishermen watch tides.

The application and essay for the full scholarship for Henry announcement arrived on a gray morning. Hands shook. Ink spilled. Girls cried. One fainted dramatically and had to be carried out.

Straw sharpened her pencil.

She wrote through lunch. Through supper. Through the ache in her wrist. She wrote about her mother’s hands smelling of fish and flour. About how bodies told the truth long before mouths.

When the acceptance letter arrived weeks later, Straw laughed so loud the matron dropped her tea.

“You all right?” someone asked.

“Yes,” Straw said, clutching the paper. “I’m about to become a problem.”

She folded the letter carefully.

The river had taught her how to move.

Now the world would have to keep up.

Straw would not be leaving for Henry right away.

The letter was clear when read slowly, and Elijah made her read it slowly twice. The scholarship stood firm, but the start date did not bend. She would have to wait until the next fall semester.

Six weeks.

Six weeks meant new dresses. Shoes that would survive real streets. Money for travel. Money for food. Money for books that looked thicker than sense.

She sat at the table with the letter folded small, pencil tapping once, twice, steady.

“Well,” she finally said, “I reckon the Lord expect me to meet Him halfway.”

Naomi raised an eyebrow. “You got a plan, Strawberry?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What is it?”

“I’m gon’ sell fish.”

Her brothers groaned.

“We always sell fish,” one said.

Straw shook her head. “Not like this.”

The idea came to her before sunrise. If folks would not buy fish cold, she would not sell it cold.

She cooked at dawn, the house thick with the smell of seasoning, smoke curling like strategy. She fried, baked, and wrapped each piece careful as a promise. When it cooled just enough, she layered the fish into clean paper, then set them gently into a metal bucket lined with hot coals.

Heat held.

Flavor held.

By the time she reached the downtown market, folks smelled her before they saw her.

“Who cookin’?” someone called.

“I am,” Straw answered, already smiling.

She set up with no table and no shame. Opened the bucket. Steam rolled out like a sermon.

“How much?” a man asked.

“Enough,” Straw replied. “And worth it.”

They lined up.

By noon, her bucket was light and her coin purse heavy enough to make sound.

She returned every morning. Same method. Better seasoning. Faster sales.

Someone joked she should bring a chair.

“No need,” she said. “I ain’t here to rest.”

Six weeks passed quicker than hunger.

Straw bought shoes that pinched at first but promised longevity. Dresses that fit her body instead of fighting it. A ticket folded sacred into her trunk.

On her last morning at Bayou Rosette, Elijah helped her load the trunk.

“You earned every inch of this,” he said.

Straw nodded. “I know.”

She had learned long before that warm food, steady hands, and a sharp mind could move doors.

Henry would learn it too.
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On the Way North

Straw was now on her way to Henry College.

The ticket sat folded twice in her coat pocket, pressed flat by habit and hope. Every so often her fingers checked for it, the way some folks checked for prayer beads or lucky coins. It was still there each time, warm from her hand, real enough to steady her breathing.

Henry College was not just a school. It was a question mark. A bold one.

It was a place where different ethnicities could go and learn subjects that were often kept just out of reach, dangled like fruit too high to pick. Yes, society had places ready-made for her—cook, laundress, nanny, housekeeper. Respectable work. Necessary work. Work that kept bodies alive but rarely asked minds to stretch.

But doctor?

Lawyer?

Nurse?

Those words still landed strange in her chest, like shoes not broken in yet.

Straw stared out the train window as the land changed its mind about what it wanted to be. Bayou water gave way to fields, then towns, then stretches of nothing that made room for thinking.

"Lord," she murmured, low enough not to invite commentary, "You sure about this?"

The train rocked gently, steady as a yes.

She knew the odds. She had always known them.

Colored.

Curvy.

Kinda poor if folks were being polite about it.

Each one stacked like an extra weight tied to her name. Still, she remembered the stories Miss Porter told when lessons turned quiet and honest.

How God favored the overlooked. How He chose fishermen, shepherds, and stubborn women who showed up anyway.

"He got a habit of starting trouble for the right reasons," Miss Porter used to say.

Straw smiled at the memory.

She was trouble. Holy trouble, if things went right.

Across from her sat a woman clutching a basket of sandwiches, eyes watchful.

"You headed far, child?" the woman asked.

"Ohio," Straw said.

The woman blinked. "For what?"

"To become a doctor," Straw replied.

A pause.

Then the woman laughed—not cruel, just surprised.

"Well," she said kindly, "I pray God Himself open that door for you."

Straw nodded. "He already did. I’m just walkin’ through."

The train whistle cried out long and loud, cutting through doubt like a blade through water.

Straw sat up straighter, hands folded calm in her lap.

Jesus had always used the ones least expected.

The ones counted out.

The ones told to stay useful but quiet.

If God wanted glory, He had chosen well.

Because Straw was coming.

And she intended to learn everything they said she shouldn’t.

Straw had several days of traveling on the railroad, more days than she had ever spent away from Bayou Rosette in her entire life.

Trains were noisy, shaky, full of strangers, and somehow comforting all at once. She learned the rhythm quickly—the stops, the whistles, the long stretches of quiet where the only sound was the steady clatter of wheels chewing up miles.

At certain overnight stops, passengers had options. Some got off the train and stayed in boardinghouses—fresh sheets, warm lamps, and mattresses that didn’t shake unless you asked them to. Others stayed on the train, cramped but familiar.

Straw did not spend a single night in a boardinghouse.

But she did get off at every stop that served food.

“Why sleep somewhere new,” she muttered once, “when I got perfectly good exhaustion right here?”

She did, however, have enough coins saved from her fish-selling season to feed her appetite—and her appetite was strong, steady, and unapologetic.

At each stop, she walked into small-town restaurants and depot counters, surveying the food the way she once surveyed fish scales.

“Ma’am, you want a plate?” a server asked her in Mississippi.

“Yes,” Straw said, already eyeing the biscuits. “Two. One for eatin’ now and one for regrettin’ later.”

People stared sometimes—mostly at her confidence, sometimes at her curves, and occasionally because she laughed at her own jokes before anyone understood them.

She met all kinds on the train.

Colored folks traveling north for better jobs. White folks traveling south for business. Families visiting kin. Men who bragged about their money. Women who bragged about their children. Children who bragged about nothing but noise.

Through simple conversations, Straw realized something quickly: there were curvy women in every race.

Big hips in bonnets. Soft arms in shawls. Full cheeks behind lace veils.

She laughed to herself more than once.

“Look at that,” she whispered. “We everywhere.”

Living in the bayou, tucked away from the larger world, made you think small sometimes. Not unintelligent—just... contained. Straw was getting a first-class education in humanity that no school could have offered.

Some passengers were friendly, ready to talk for hours.

One old white man asked her, “Where you headed, girl?”

“To college,” Straw said.

He squinted. “To cook?”

“No,” she said politely. “To doctor.”

The man’s mouth opened so slow she thought it might crack.

“Well I’ll be,” he finally said. “World changin’ faster than my mind.”

Straw smiled. “Yes, sir. Try to keep up.”

Other passengers were not so friendly. Folks who sniffed when she walked by. Folks who changed seats. Folks who pretended not to hear her when she asked if a spot was taken.

Straw didn’t take it personal.

“You don’t know me,” she said under her breath. “So you can’t offend me.”

What did surprise her, however, were the colored folks who acted uppity.

She ran into one such woman in Tennessee—a light-skinned colored lady with gloves, curls, and judgment.

“Excuse me,” Straw said kindly. “Is this seat free?”

The woman sniffed. “I am reserving it for someone.”

Straw glanced around at the nearly empty car.

“For who? Jesus? ’Cause I know He everywhere, but I ain’t seen Him ride coach yet.”

A man two rows back choked on his coffee.

The uppity woman stiffened. “I prefer the company of refined people.”

Straw nodded slowly. “Well, good luck. They hard to find.”

She moved to another seat and laughed quietly.

Because the truth was simple—if you had even a drop of colored blood in you, society decided your whole identity. Pale as milk, dark as river mud, or somewhere in between—it didn’t matter.

“You colored,” Straw muttered, shaking her head. “Ain’t no such thing as half.”

It amused her endlessly how many pale colored people lived in New Orleans—folks who looked white until Sunday morning when they sat on the colored side of the church.

And if anyone found out your grandmother’s cousin’s sister had been colored?

“Oh, you colored,” Straw said aloud. “No need to argue.”

She leaned back against the shaking seat and grinned.

People were people.

Some kind. Some cruel. Some lost. Some found. Some pretending.

And she was learning them fast.

Travel was good for that.

As the train pushed farther north and the world widened mile by mile, Straw felt something growing inside her—a steadiness, a knowing.

She would fit at Henry. Not because she belonged. But because God had already gone ahead of her.

And wherever He went, doors had a habit of opening.

Straw’s education continued whether she wanted it or not.

The Third Day of travel

On the third day of travel, the train stopped in a bustling Kentucky town just before noon. The conductor announced, “Lunch stop! Twenty minutes only!”

“Twenty minutes?” Straw muttered. “That ain’t
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