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Father, in the name of Jesus,
I lift up this entire book ministry before You. You commanded Your people in Mark 16:15 to “Go into all the world and preach the gospel,” and I present these books as my obedience to that call. Every story, every chapter, every character, every recipe, every prayer, and every reflection is a seed sown into the world for Your glory.
Lord, Your Word declares in Mark 16:19–20 that You worked with the disciples and confirmed the message with signs following. I ask that You work with me the same way. Let Your hand rest on every manuscript I write, every upload I publish, and every platform where these books appear. Confirm every message with favor, reach, influence, and transformation.

I ask Jesus to take care of my needs personally. You are my Provider, my Source, and my Sustainer. Meet every need, bless every area of my life, and let supernatural provision flow from Your hand, not from human systems.

Lord, I ask that You keep my books on the top-selling and top-download lists—not for fame, but so more people can be reached than I could ever imagine. Let these stories go farther than my feet will ever travel.

Let young people discover these books and start reading, ordering, and sharing them.
Let book clubs, bookstores, libraries, churches, and organizations pick them up by the leading of Your Spirit.
And Father, I declare in Jesus’ name that these books are not restricted by human rules, laws, platforms, or systems. They are not controlled by social media, algorithms, or digital regulations. They are not held down by visibility rules, hidden gates, or shifting trends.

These books are not controlled by the computer age or modern technology.
They do not belong to the limitations of devices, software, or online systems.
They belong to the Kingdom of God.
Jesus is above every ruler, every authority, every platform, every system, every algorithm, and every power in high places. No earthly structure can override His authority.

These books are carried by the Spirit, not by screens.
They spread by grace, not by code.
They reach hearts by anointing, not by analytics.
No algorithm can bury them.
No technology can silence them.
No digital rule can restrain them.
No system can limit the assignment You have placed upon them.
Lord, let these books move freely through the world—above restrictions, above technology, above the computer age, and above anything created by human minds. Let Your angels carry them. Let Your Spirit guide them. Let Your power open doors that no man can shut.

Let this ministry be hidden in humility, yet lifted by Your hand.
Let every book glorify Jesus.
Let every reader be touched by Your presence.
And let Your will be done in this calling You have trusted me with.
In Jesus’ name, amen
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In the late 1800s, Seattle was not yet the bustling, glittering city we know today.
It was a rough coastal town of lumber, salt air, and sweat — a place where the sound of axes mingled with the songs of faith.
By 1890, around 40,000 people called it home: fishermen, shipbuilders, cooks, teachers, and the rough-handed lumberjacks who cut down the forests that built the West.
Wood was gold; sawdust was its dust of glory.
Among those who toiled in the timber were men and women from every walk of life.
Scandinavian, Irish, Native, Chinese, Japanese, and African-American families all carved out places for themselves in this young, sprawling world.
The Pacific Northwest held opportunity — and prejudice.
Yet, the people of faith found ways to fellowship across lines that the rest of the country was still learning to cross.
Out of this real history comes Super-Size Joe Green — a fictional man inspired by those very lumberjacks.
Joe is big, gentle, and honest, with hands strong enough to fell a tree but a heart soft enough to cry when he fails.
And fail he does — spectacularly.
One Saturday morning, a mighty tree lands where it shouldn’t — right into the side of Carol Buckley’s boardinghouse.
What looks like disaster becomes the beginning of divine design.
Together, Joe, Carol, and the colorful souls around them turn that mishap into The Gathering Herbs & Healing Farmers Market — a symbol of faith, forgiveness, and new beginnings.
The story celebrates not only love and laughter but also the birth of community, where God transforms tears into timber and mistakes into ministries.
“They shall build the old wastes, they shall raise up the former desolations.”
— Isaiah 61: 4

Author’s Historical Note

Though Oops, Fallen Tree is a fictional romance, its world is rooted in truth.

By 1890, Seattle had become the timber capital of the Pacific Northwest.
The forests that stretched from Puget Sound to the Cascades fed a growing empire of sawmills and shipping yards.
Lumberjacks worked long days under dangerous conditions, earning modest wages but wielding immense skill.
They lived in bunkhouses, often cut off from family life for months at a time.
Among these workers were people of many nations — Native tribes who knew the forests intimately, immigrants from Scandinavia and Ireland, and newly freed African Americans seeking a better life.
They found limited options but formed small, resilient communities of faith.
Many African-American women, barred from other professions, opened boardinghouses, took in laundry, or became midwives — serving as the backbone of early settlements.
Their kitchens were churches, and their tables were altars of grace.
African American Lumber Workers in the Late 1800s

After the Civil War, many freedmen sought opportunities outside the South, moving westward into industries like railroads, mining, logging, and cattle work.

The lumber industry in particular needed large numbers of strong, skilled workers. Many Black men—some formerly enslaved, some veterans—found steady work as lumberjacks, sawmill workers, and teamsters.

Where They Worked in the West

Pacific Northwest (Washington, Oregon, Northern California): The great timber boom in these regions during the 1880s–1890s included African Americans. Seattle and Tacoma, for instance, had Black laborers in sawmills and logging camps.

Montana & Idaho: Black men worked both as loggers and in connected railroad tie-cutting crews.

Arkansas & East Texas (Western frontier edge): These Southern lumber frontiers had significant Black labor forces cutting pine, and some migrated further west.

California Sierra Nevada: There are accounts of African American loggers and mill workers in Plumas and Nevada Counties during the 1890s.

Black Lumberjack Communities: African American workers often lived in segregated bunkhouses or small settlements near lumber camps. In some areas (like the Pacific Northwest), their presence was smaller but still significant.

Hazardous but Respected Work: Logging was brutal, dangerous work. Skilled lumberjacks—Black or white—earned respect in camp life, even if segregation and racism limited advancement.

Ties to Other Industries: Many Black lumberjacks also worked seasonally, shifting between logging, railroad construction, and mining.

The first African Methodist Episcopal Church in Seattle (FAME) was founded in 1891, serving as both a house of worship and a cultural hub for education and fellowship.

Population Context

By the 1890s, Seattle was a booming lumber and shipping city. The African American population was still tiny—around a few hundred people—but growing as the Great Northern Railroad reached the region (1893).

Women often came with husbands who worked as longshoremen, cooks, railroad men, or loggers. Others migrated on their own for opportunity and safety away from the Jim Crow South.

What African American Women Did in Seattle (1890s)

Domestic Work

Most Black women found jobs as housemaids, laundresses, and cooks in the homes of wealthier white families.

Laundry in particular was a major occupation because it could be done from home, offering some independence.

Hospitality & Service Industry

Some worked in boarding houses, hotels, and restaurants, especially near the waterfront where sailors, loggers, and miners passed through.

A few women ran small businesses like rooming houses or food stalls.

Community Builders & Church Leaders

Churches were the center of African American life. Black women often organized church auxiliaries, choirs, and charitable societies.

By the late 1890s, First AME Church of Seattle (founded 1891) became a cornerstone, and women played leadership roles there.

Midwives & Healers

In smaller settlements around Seattle and logging towns, some Black women were known as midwives, herbal healers, or caretakers, since professional doctors were scarce.

Entrepreneurship

While rare, a few African American women became independent business owners. For example, by the early 1900s, some were running beauty parlors, catering services, and boarding houses that served Black workers who couldn’t stay in segregated white establishments.

Challenges They Faced

Segregation in Housing & Jobs: Black women were often limited to service positions, no matter their education.

Small Community Isolation: With so few Black families, women often carried the weight of keeping culture, faith, and family traditions alive in new territory.

Pioneer Spirit: Despite restrictions, many of these women were seen as pillars in helping the community survive and grow.

It’s from this legacy that Carol Buckley and her mother, Anne, draw their strength in this story.

The idea of The Gathering Farmers Market springs from the spirit of those communities — places where neighbors traded goods, shared recipes, prayed, and built unity despite the odds.
Seattle, though imperfect, was more open than many regions; by 1890, there were no written segregation laws, and communities mingled in daily life, especially around the docks and markets.
This story honors their courage — the quiet builders, dreamers, and worshipers who left no statues but left faith in the soil.
They remind us that it doesn’t take wealth to build something beautiful — just vision, prayer, and perseverance.
“They that sow in tears shall reap in joy.”
— Psalm 126: 5
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Chapter One: Supersize Joe
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Seattle, 1897.

Along the salty stretch of Puget Sound, where gulls screeched and fishing boats bobbed on the water, Joseph Green was born the second child of a fisherman and a seamstress. And from the day he arrived, Mrs. Green always said, he was “just too much baby for one pair of arms.”

“Lord have mercy,” she would tell folks, “I had to hold Joe with both arms and a hip, and even then, he near about slid out the blanket. And don’t get me started on how much milk that child could drink!”

By thirty-two, Joseph—known by everyone as Super-Size Joe—had lived up to the promise of his infancy. Standing head and shoulders taller than most men, shoulders broad as a doorway, arms corded with muscle from years of swinging an axe, he filled up every room he walked into. His laugh was as loud as the church bells on Sunday, and his appetite, well—Seattle’s fishmongers knew him by name.

Joe was proud of his roots. His father still went down to the wharf most mornings, mending nets more than casting them these days, while his mother stitched and hemmed with hands that had softened only slightly with age. Together they raised six children in the little colored neighborhood along the coast: five daughters and two sons, Joe being the eldest boy.

At the Green Family Supper Table

One Friday evening, the whole Green clan squeezed around the supper table. Mrs. Green had set down bowls of clam chowder, plates of fried catfish, and collards seasoned with salt pork.

Joe dug in, his spoon clanking against the side of the chowder bowl like a church bell ringing for service.

“Joseph,” his mother scolded, hands on her hips, “slow yourself. You eat like a man that’s trying to scare the fish back into the ocean!”

Joe chuckled, wiping broth from his beard. “Mama, I’m a growing boy.”

“Growing?” piped up his youngest sister, Ruthie, only fifteen. She pointed at his broad shoulders. “If you grow any more, you’ll bust out the seams of that shirt. Again.”

Laughter roared around the table. Joe shook his head. “That’s why Mama makes my clothes. Ain’t no store in all Seattle got trousers long enough or jackets wide enough.”

Mrs. Green sniffed, wagging a needle she’d left stuck in her apron. “That’s right. Every time I walk by the dry goods store, those ready-made pants look at me and just fall over faint, whispering, ‘Don’t you dare put Joe in me.’”

The whole family broke into giggles, and Joe laughed till his sides shook.

His father, Mr. Green, tapped his pipe against the table. “Boy, if your Mama ever gets tired of sewing for you, you’ll be walking around in a potato sack.”

“Don’t tempt me,” Joe teased, “it might be the only thing big enough. Though I reckon it’d make me look like one of those circus strongmen.”

Work and Weekends

Joe worked harder than most men. Five days a week he felled trees with the other colored lumberjacks, his axe flashing through the woods, sweat pouring like rain down his back. He was proud to be called the best lumberjack in the county, though the title mostly came from his size and speed.

But weekends were for more than rest. Saturdays he did odd jobs around the neighborhood—mending fences, carrying crates for merchants, fixing squeaky hinges.

Sundays, though, belonged to the Lord.

At Mount Zion Colored Church, the tambourines rattled and the washboards scraped. But when Joe lifted his deep, booming voice in song, heads turned, babies stopped crying, and even the sinners on the back row felt their knees shake.

“Oh, Joe can sing,” the congregation said. “He don’t need no organ. That man’s voice is half the choir by itself.”

He loved it. Singing was the one place where being “too big” didn’t make him awkward—it made him powerful.

Joe’s Humor About His Size

Still, Joe often turned his size into jokes to ease others’ discomfort.

One evening after church, a neighbor lady said, “Joe, you’re such a big man, I don’t know how you sit in those pews without breaking them.”

Joe grinned. “That’s why I sit on the aisle, ma’am. Gives the pew a fighting chance.”

Another time, his brother Henry brought home a “store-bought” coat just to tease him. Joe tried to
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