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More than Ever Before Starry Belier a Mennonite lady of twenty three years old and capable of making her way through life. Except Mam and Pa need be around for a support system. I must admit being the eldest daughter of nine Children is no doubt a challenge at times. To those of you who have stood by me in times of need Danke. I shall cherish in my soul and spirit the strength of my heart wrapped around thine self to be sure of my own existence is important. 

Chapter One 

Special

Thurmond unsure of his future plans wandered into a new chapter of life. I’ve been chosen to live with the family picked out for me. You see I’m learning to build log homes with Uncle Joe Belier , built them all year round. 

He packed up his truck and drove with his brother Jonathan together drove to Ohio Town . The Trunk’s in the a Tiny House , you can drive. A new one he and Johnathon are paying together Then own it. 

In fact the Amish built it for a gut price made of brown varnished wood on wheels. Such a well built home and inside very nice and attractive. And is pulled like a travel trailer. Then is parked at your destination and can be moved again. 

The black truck a Colorado brand pulled the Tiny House to Ohio. About 170 miles , 3 hours to Walnut Creek Amish Township. Where they take up with the Hershberger family their Mam side of the family. Mam has brothers married with children 

His big Sheep Dog Henny Penny road along . She road sitting between them. Almost as if smiling , small tuffs of gold hair where eyebrows Go. A Good natured dog is a treasure to have. 

Reading the road map,” Turn right onto the highway there ,” he pointed to it. Thurmond directed him. 

The back country roads are a bit more than roads it’s the way home forever. Where dreams are made of a man who has many dreams. 

And so he started his journey of becoming a farmer in his village of Mennonite. He’d learned since a Children , Father taught him and Brother Johnathon. 

The last thing on a man’s mind at bedtime is his wife and Children, Jesus Christ and his farm livestock and crops . Amount tender for when selling his wares and Livestock. 

His Mother  , curled up into his body and mater of his blessed children . A fine feast of fowl, broasted , steak , sausage and eggs . All from this Man’s farmstead. Green pastures, Red and white washed barns , our big farm house. 

The old sound of the wiper will welcome us home to our own heart as it the farm. A sound of my heart beats with you . 

With enough said and love of the heartland , a heartbeat of Mennonite spirit to make a great song of old. He shall hear it in the crops , harvest and grow from which seed growth and be blessed from his heart to be able to live forever in peace. 

The spirit of my hands gripping the of a horse pulled plow. Lightening strikes across the sky . He stops to get in before the rain begins. 

Suddenly he realizes the rain started falling as he unhooks the plow away from his horse . Lighting an oil lamp using a stick match , a hurr of the mesh white pillow ignited light. Then another larger oil lamp lit ignites the same. 

The entire Horse Barn full of light , shadows of horses against the barn walls. Some horses whinnied to the sound of lightning. 

He shushes them as a Father does his Children . And a love for him unfolds letting him know it . Deep within the heartland of Mennonite Culture a tradition brought to America to cultivate the spirit of its inhabitants time to renew . Building a culture of freedom in their strict beliefs. Each Mennonite Sect created by its followers and the other was created by the rules made by the Fellowship made . 

Chapter Two

A New Member 

Our tiny home pulled into a farmhouse yard plenty of parking and squawking hens flew out of his way. 

A heavy Mennonite woman, pretty with a smile to remember always. Stood on the back porch feet planted hands on hips , a white dish towel in a clasped hand. Gray haired and ready to talk. “ Zah, what is up today ? 

I’m here for the job of training horses for you. My name is Thurmond and this is Johnathon. We have brought our house on wheels. Where can I park it? 

“ Step inside and I’ll Get lunch and drinks, I have a packet for you, it has maps , dress code,and everything else you need to be on board.”

They obliged parked there in the Parking lot. And getting out to walk up wooden steps hearing a boot hit each step. She opened the screen door letting them come on in. 

“ Please sit I’ll get lunch . My name is Grandma Belier, our son owns this farmstead. His name is Jack Belier , his wife Emma , My Man’s name is Harley Belier. They are out working the farm today together. I’m going to do all the cooking and Baking, cleaning for everyone living here. 

We live in a sturdy built rock house called a Daude house. Our  Granddaughter Starry Belier , lives upstairs along with her sister Leah Belier. Just the two girls she had miscarried too much only two.”  

Homemade chicken noodle soup, a chicken salad sandwich, a slab of raisin cream pie, lemon iced tea. Enough for thrashers , paper napkins for wiping face or mouth. 

Grandma , sat in a rocker reading ready to greet others who’d come to call. A cheery home, immaculately cleaned and polished to perfection. 

Amish made cupboards, pie safes in worn wood and an ice box to store cold food in. Otherwise it is all canned, stored in a shelf so pretty and easy to use. 

Pretty wooden floors, a large round rag rug lay on the floor. The large wooden table and matching chairs where they sat to eat . Observation of the place was very nice and welcoming. 

Chapter Three

Our Tiny Home

Parked under the hills of Forest Hill Township. A quiet, yet active Village. Very Rustic, and beautiful, back home to neighbors who care about farming. 

Creeping Charlie all around , a whisper of jasmine, cat tails and morning glory. The ground similar to a silk carpet of very green grace. With a hint of the trees glistening in dewy water droplets after a long steady rain. 

Black Cherry trees, Walnut trees, Maple Sugar. All to be admired for their treats , Cherries, Walnuts, and Maple Syrup. Such tasty treats are also available at your door step. 

The Tiny House , set in place an Amish built one, best money can buy for its price tag. Three steps pulled down, a porch pulls out then locks tight in place. They stepped through a door. There a couch and two comfy chairs one rocked, built in bookcase, an oil lamp pulled down from the wall . 

A large wooden cross on the wall, antlers from elk and a small deer head a buck. A kitchen, small wooden refrigerator it holds a block of ice to keep it cold. A black cast iron stove and built in oven. Plenty of cupboards and counter space, a small sink. Steps leading upstairs where a large room and two beds were to Sleep on. 

After getting everything situated and ready to permanently live inside left in the truck for a meeting with the head man. Jack Belier. 

“ Hallo , you are my friend? “ I’m Thurmond King and Brother 

Johnathon King with me .” 

“ Glad we hired you both, you will be in-charge of breaking colts , I heard from family members your gut at it. I am actually desperate for your help and support. Let’s walk around so I can show you both around the place.” They smiled nodding their head to agree with him. 

Chapter Four

The lagoon

As far back in history as anyone can remember The Lagoon was a place of happy times tranquility. Somewhat of a resort for those who need relaxation. A reminder of how much the soul needs nourishment from daily activities. 

More than anything else in life, the body needs a break from being used as a means for working to make a living. Instead it has to be healed and nurtured . 

Something is not always possible yet when it’s possible to make time and effort for yourself take a vacation at The lagoon resort rent a cabin. 

Before long people came in large numbers. Their families had been intrigued by this place. Places to go and venture a little bit of adventure.  

To take the surprise out of your vacation, a few days of exploring, hiking and swimming in a beautiful lagoon of water. What your not in for is a mud hole it bubbles up with heat of high humidity to rest in. 

Emma Hoffer, she has knowledge in Herbalism : knowledge in medicinal plants and natural remedies. Midwifery : expertise in women’s health. Apothecary: preparation and use of natural medicine. Nursing: Care for the sick and injured. Spiritual healing : practice in faith based healing practices. 

Emma, started announcing a healing mud. When emerged in the mud and up to the neck a full body Submerging, over the shoulders and your hands holding you up. While she prays over you. 

Her assistant Madeline Schumacher. She has the same background in healing they studied together in Mennonite College. 

They have an interest from folks from near and long distance. In addition to being healed and are paying the Healers  for time used healing. 

Interest has increased and the Family Medicine Magazine came to do an interview on them. Where the Lagoon can be contacted for further information about them can also follow them come and be dipped in the healing mud. 

Something about this makes one wonder what if .  I can see again, walked, healed tumors , skin cancer, bad backs, infertility, infections, inflammation and anything needed to be cured. Something for everyone in Christ name comes to mind. 

Summer has just begun, so we will have a chance for a little while to get the best possible chance to lay in the healing mud. Isaac Yoder, the DNR Man ran  the front desk. He being a tall blonde Mennonite with blue eyes and round wire rimmed glasses. 

His partner Alex Yoder his brother , tall brown hair big brown eyes drove around in a  black DNR jeep. He checked for fishing license, boat registration and other items of interest. For instance guests in Cabin rentals questions answered. 

Other items of value included fishing, Paddle Boating, Canoeing, small motor boat. A beach with white sand , floating devices available free to lay on while swimming. Mats for the sand to lay upon. 

All around the lagoon large Maple trees. They surrounded  the water making a crochet almost like a doily made from the tree leaves design made by  nature. 

As the day progressed a sun went down a reflection across the lagoon . A looking glass, mirroring trees it looked breathtaking. Something like a giant picture, smells of burning firewood, a tinge of steak , hamburger and chicken. 

Chapter five

Un chaperoned 

Many years past before the present. A young lady drowned her spirit linger the Village surrounded by rolling hills and lush greenery. The Mennonite Village known for its close nit relationships , traditional Values , simple way of life.  

However underneath the surface , secrets and unspoken tensions simmer. Gripping stories Reel and a new version are revealed.  

For reasons unknown to many townspeople who have been living since the accidental drowning of a young Mennonite lady. From obstacles to a variances of things going down at the time of her death. 

A young Mennonite under mysterious circumstances . Her spirit lingers wanting justice or closure . As the story the protagonist uncovers the truth about her death may be linked to a long forgotten family story , secret , hidden about her death. 

Thurmond and Johnathon King, hang back while watching the Belgium pull authentic to a truck pull. They decided to enter a team of Belgiums next time. And practice at home with their own. Yet for the time being will sit and watch getting ideas about what the team should look like. 

A mysterious Outsider came to live in the Mennonite village. Bringing with them a supernatural energy . As they interact with the community strange occurrences start happening. And The Villagers start to connect them with the ghostly appreciations. 

“ Hallo, I’m Anna Esh your next door neighbor. I brought you some food and to introduce yourself.”

“ I’m Margret and I live here with my husband August , Danke very much for the food. Here I have something for you to take with you. A book about “ Our Town”

I wrote myself,” She said her pale skin and deep set dark eyes made me feel indifferent for some reason a shiver going down my spine. Odd , simply odd that’s all it was. 

Anna then backed away as the new neighbor shut her door. She walked back to her horse and buggy’s got up in it and road away from this place. 

The horse kept in step with the teaching of his past training. She thought back to what occurred with Margret . Something was wrong with the picture. Her pale
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