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It’s hard to believe we’re celebrating our 10 year anniversary in McCloud!  When I 
started  gathering photos to add to this book I became a bit overwhelmed seeing faces I  
haven’t seen for awhile, remembering “life stuff” that has happened to each of us since 
then, the tears and laughter, the good times and sad.  I am eternally grateful and blessed 
to have spent these last 10 years with all of you in our special spot.   
 
You know  I love to share stories...this book will be a story book of sorts.  I’ll share some 
of my own memories of McCloud and have invited others to share theirs. Many of the 
photos need no words at all...they speak for themselves. 
 

The First Retreat~August 2008 

 

I love to teach but I was looking for something different to do and thought it would be a 
lot of fun to hold retreats!  Having never done 
it  
before I started asking around about facilities 
and my hairdresser recommended Richardson 
Springs which is just north of Chico.  This is a 
beautiful historic building where many church 
retreats are held and “it looked” to be perfect.  
It had loads of “charm” which turned out to be 
not so charming in the end. To make a very 
long story short the antique elevator decided to 
run occasionally or get stuck in-between floors; 
ladies had to haul stuff up and down two flights 
of stairs; bathrooms/bedrooms were in very 
poor shape, etc.  It was literally dangerous for 
my poor  retreaters to be there. 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Signature quilt made for me by 
Dee Danley Brown 

 In The Beginning... 
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I had to find a very quick Plan B for the next retreats so the Oxford Suites jammed us 
all into a small conference room.  It worked only if you didn’t breathe.  I had arranged 
for a masseuse for these two retreats and she decided not to show up with last minute 
notice.  As fate would have it Franci showed up to visit some of her friends and I found 
out she was a fabulous masseuse.   She agreed to fill in and do massages and she’s 
been with us ever since.  There is no such thing as a coincidence and I am grateful for 
the divine intervention that brought her us. 
 
Nancy Brenton was the new owner of the Sew Unique Quilt Shop in Mt. Shasta and 
she contacted me asking if I would be interested in hostessing a retreat for her store.  
She said there was a fabulous facility in McCloud and invited me to come up to check 
it out.  I brought along my friend Debbie D’Ewart for a second opinion.  I knew this 
was going to be the perfect facility even before I saw it...it felt good on the drive and I 
was beside myself when I saw it in person.  I felt I owed my retreaters something spe-
cial for hanging in there with me thru those first awkward retreats.  Debbie and I were 
SO excited on the drive back, talking the whole time, we drove past the exit to Chico 
and figured out we had missed it an hour later when we came up to the turn off for 
Williams.  OMG! 
 
 
The retreats filled quickly and it didn’t take long for me to fill four retreats per year.  
The first retreat was held for Sew Unique but I took it over from there.  Nancy was our 
vendor at the first few retreats but sadly her store closed and I was looking for a  
replacement.  Barbara McIver highly recommended Sandi Globus from Fabrics of  
Vision in Ashland and we brought her on board and she was a PERFECT fit!  Sandi 
not only brought  her fabulous fabrics but her keen eye for design and color.  She  
introduced us to her Swig and Stitch demos and her love of beer!   Sadly for us she  
retired from vending but has remained with us as a fellow retreater and very good 
friend 
 
 
 
  
      Hugs, Cindy   
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Kevin and Darlene are the owners of the Mercantile and live on the premises.  
When we started 10 years ago their son, Tanner, was very young.  We’ve watched 
him grow and become a young man leaving for college in Sacramento. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
These retreats are a success due to the team effort that we ALL put into them.  I 
keep telling everyone we need to appreciate and enjoy these retreats each time 
we’re there.  We have all been blessed with this wonderful gift that not too many 
quilters have.  I hope this book provides wonderful memories for you  for many 
years to come.   
      Hugs, Cindy  
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Thank you Beth!!! 
 

Beth and I have been friends for many years 
having met when I started my new job at  
Orthopedic Associates. 
 
I had learned how to machine quilt and she was 
a hand quilter.  We chatted once in awhile in the 
break room sharing what we were doing and I 
kept telling her that she REALLY needed to 
learn how to machine quilt! 
 
 

She was one of those “naturals” and she got her rhythm in less than 30 minutes.  Seriously? 
I couldn’t believe it and very soon she was off and running doing beautiful custom quilting 
for others. 
 
Our friendship grew and soon we were doing morning and afternoon walks and meeting  
secretly in the bathroom and in the break room sharing what we were working on.  Several 
times I would sneak quilting designs to her in a pile of paperwork and visa versa.   
 
Beth is my quiet strength.  She grounds me and keeps me sane and I’m always amazed that 
she knows what I’m thinking or what I need without me saying a word.  She is always there 
with a helping hand for everyone.  She has only missed a few McCloud retreats thank  
goodness.  When she isn’t there she is 
VERY missed...I hear all week long “I 
miss Beth, I wish she was here!”. 
 
Thank you Beth for everything. 
 
         Love you, Cindy  
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Thank you Franci!!! 
 

As I mentioned in the Introduction, Franci joined our group 
filling in on an “emergency basis” when the masseuse that was 
supposed to be there didn’t show up.  Nothing is a coincidence 
and I think it was a destiny thing.  I think more people come for 
her massages than anything else! 
 
Franci has a huge, warm heart and is always there to make you 
feel better...whether it’s a physical ailment or an emotional one.   

 
The only really funny story I have is she was helping Beth and I unload one morning and 
she had the box of cupcakes in her hand and decided to flip the box upside down to put it 
on the cart.  OMG!   The cupcake frostings all ended up on the lid of the box instead of 
the cupcakes themselves.  We did some serious redecorating before they were served.  I 
never told Emily!   
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Thank you Sandi!!! 

 
When the retreats first started, Nancy Brenton from Sew 
Unique was our vendor.  Due to unfortunate  
circumstances the store had to be sold.  Barbara McIver 
contacted me and highly recommended Sandi from  
Fabrics of Vision in Ashland so  I invited her to join us.  
It was another one of those “divine intervention” things 
as these retreats would not be the same without her.   
 

 
She was a great vendor suffering thru all sorts of 
weather temperature changes downstairs but she  
persevered and came to nearly every retreat.  I think 
Sandi is most appreciated for her fabulous eye for 
color and design and she is always there with good 
advice for anyone needing help.  
 
She’s a great teacher and provides lessons in her 
Swig & Stitch classes each Friday and Saturday 
mornings for quick small projects. 
 
 
She loves her beer and started up the “Beer O’Clock” 
each afternoon at 4.  It was always a nice break from the sewing machine to visit, have a 
snack and a cold beer or a glass of water. 
 
Thank you, Sandi, for being such a VERY 
special part of our retreats! 
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THANK YOU EMILY!  

 
Mmmmmm...what else can I say!  My “favorite youngest” is a 
fabulous baker and she has blessed every single retreat for 10 
years with her amazing desserts.  She was born with her talent 
and the time spent at the Culinary Institute dialed things in. 
 
 
 
 

From the time she was very young she always 
dreamed of owning her own bakery and fortunately 
it is in the same building as my studio...Lovely  
Layers Cakery.  She is always busy, often selling out 
of everything before closing time. 
 
Thank you, Emily, for making our retreats even 
sweeter!   
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THANK YOU ANNIE’S STAR GUILD! 

 

 When the retreats first started I struggled to come up with the perfect solution to 
“tag” somebody’s table with their name.  One of the guild members came with 
chickens to sell to raise money and the rest is history...another one of those 
“destiny” things! 
 
The hens have become an important part of each of my retreats and workshops.  
They have accompanied me many times to out-of-state workshops tucked in 
along the rails at the bottom of my suitcases.  I usually get my luggage searched 
by TSA when I’ve done this!  I’ve had many students steal chickens from others, 
hold them for ransom, due bad things...all in fun of course. 

The VERY good thing about having the 
chickens is that if a retreater wants to 
adopt her, it’s a $5 donation to the guild.  
They have actually raised a couple  
thousand dollars  over the years.  Thank 
you VERY much to the ladies that work 
so hard to create these amazing 
“Halfway-House Hens”.   
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 McCloud...a little history 
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The McCloud Mercantile has a fabulous  
history that you may not be aware of.   
I copied the history and photos as it is written 
on the Mercantile’s website. 

*** 
 
Our historic hotel began as The McCloud 
River Mercantile Company store, built in 
1897 by the McCloud River Lumber  
Company.  It was a Company Store for the mill workers and their families.  As the 
lumber company grew, the store departments expanded.  It originally opened with 
the store departments downstairs and hotel rooms upstairs for the Northern  
California traveling public.  In 1904, however, they moved the rooms to the new 
administration building behind the store.  They relocated dungarees and work 
clothes to the upstairs which included the tailor’s office.  Downstairs, they  
expanded the cold storage/ ice box area, moved the meat market to the north side, 
and rail shed behind the building.  In 1926, they again expanded and relocated the 
meat market to the south and expanded the pharmacy in the southern corner of 
building, etc. In the late 1920s, the porch roof was lowered to a Mansard style 
which significantly altered the exterior elevation of the building.  To this day, the 
porch has been a problem because of the snow build up and continuous moisture 
damage.  We hope to raise and restore the porch back to the original height and 
design.  In 1937, they added the fountain bar to the pharmacy and expanded  
hardware and groceries, etc.  The building changed as the store thrived with the 

townsfolk, millwheelers, traveling tourists, and logging camp. 

The Company was known to take care of their employees and was referred to as 
“Mother McCloud”.   They provided charge accounts and made sure their  
employees didn’t go without.  However, mom and the kids also got to charge 

against dad’s paycheck, and 
the poor soul could end up 
with little funds available at 
the end of the pay  
period.  Employees were also 
expected to shop there and 
not elsewhere.  They even 
banned peddlers from selling 
their goods in town to  
prevent competition.   
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During the Depression era, the Lumber 
company kept their prized employees  
working and supplied all of their health 
care.  After 1967, McCloud River Lumber 
Company started selling off their assets and 
property in town to company employees, 
private buyers, and Pacific Lumber Co.  It 
ceased being a private mill town, and the 
company store was no more.  Even though 
this change happened over 30 years ago, 
many in town still reminisce of this unique 

American era.  The families are very close and they contributed to an important time in 

Siskiyou history. 

In the 1970s, Ed and Bonnie Simon bought the building and ran the many businesses 
for the next 30 years while raising their family and living in the upstairs.  They owned 
the Hardware store while the De Bon’s ran the Market.  The Simon‘s sons, Dan and 
Tommy, also ran the General Store and Soda Shop.  Ed and Bonnie were successful in 
running the Mercantile for the next 25 years.  As time went on, they were ready for  
retirement and the maintenance of the building was proving to be difficult and a lot of 

work.  They decided to place it on the market “as is” for someone to buy and restore. 

In early Spring of 2000, we (the Mathis family) became the second private owners in 
over 100 years.  Once the papers were signed, there was a moment of excitement with 
apprehension because we knew it was a life-changing decision.  Fortunately, Ed Simon 
appreciated the history of the building and had preserved the old finishes under the new 
ones.  He supported everything we did including the overall restoration. There was just 
a lot of work to be done due to the last 100 years of tenant improvements and  
department expansions.  According to the real estate records, the Mercantile was  

considered California’s first mall with the many departments under one roof. 

We thought it would take 3-4 years to complete, however, it took 7.  Most of the work 
was done by family, friends, and employees who stayed with us over the years.  Dave 
Tikkanen worked over 5 years with us on this so called “Money Pit.”  He is a CDF  
firefighter and was always with us in the off season.  We also had Steve Richardson, 
Mindy’s husband, who gave us inspiration and design ideas throughout the 
years.  (Mindy is the Candy Store owner.)  We are so happy that the majority of the  
interior restoration and rehabilitation of the store, restaurant, mall, and hotel are  

complete. 
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To this day, McCloud still has many private timber holdings and had a working mill  
under private companies until 2003.  The town is in a process of change awaiting their 

next industry and a better future.  It’s a great place to live and raise your family. 

We still have other projects to complete (meat market tavern, wine vault and tasting 
room, and the front porch restoration) in the next couple years.  These will be done in a 
slower pace, however.  Wayne Repass is now our contractor and you can always find 
him tackling the latest project.  We are also in the process of expanding the Mane Street 
Salon by adding a spa area that includes a massage room, tanning bed, and pedicure 

room. 

We always felt that the Mercantile belonged to the town and that it should be shared 
with friends and visitors alike.  It was important to carry product that everyone can 
use.  When we first moved to McCloud, you had to drive an hour for a pair of  
underwear.  Now, you can once again purchase underwear and wine in one place! 
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There is a “Hoo Hoo” park at the edge of town.  I found this photo 

and explanation of who they are: 

The Hoo-Hoo’s are a fraternal organization for those working in 
the forest products industry. Their official name is the Interna-
tional Concatenated Order of Hoo-Hoo, Incorporated. The name 
of the organization is based upon the story “The Hunting of the 

Snark” by Lewis Carroll.  

Mccloud river hotel and store 

I scouted around Pinterest and various websites and found some amazing pictures of 
the Mercantile, the town, the lumber mill and the train.   Enjoy!  
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Mccloud river log train 

The mccloud river lumber company millpond and sawmill No. 1 circa 1910. 
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The first floor of the Mercantile has an amazing collection of vintage photos of 
the town.  Most of them are without signs and/or documentation.  I’ve taken  
photos of the ones that I thought most interesting.   
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These are current photos of the town in no particular order... 



26 



27 

The McCloud Mercantile 
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We are the Mathis family, proud owners of the McCloud River Mercantile Company.  Our 
family is comprised of Kevin and Darlene (part owners and resident innkeepers), Tanner 
(our son), Whisper (Tanner’s dog), Lonnie (Tanner’s grandfather and part owner), and Joan 

(Tanner’s grandmother or Best mama as they call her in Norway).  

Kevin – was an Electrical Engineer with Hewlett Packard for 16 years until the big merger 
with Compaq.  We took this as a blessing because now we could focus on other  
endeavors.  He loves the outdoors, camping, fishing and crabbing at the Oregon coast with 
Tanner.  He’s managed most of the construction and isn’t too bad of a waiter/ host at the  
restaurant.  But then we noticed less of the single guys stopped coming by because he wasn’t 

as cute or cheery-eyed as our waitresses in the mornings.   

Darlene – was a Project Manager at the City of Sacramento’s Architecture Division until 
May 2004.  I managed many of the City’s Capital Improvement Projects over the last 18 
years.  But I was ready for a change. I love being a mom.  This project has taken a lot of 
time but at least I’m always available at home for Tanner.  I did the majority of the drawings 
for the construction permits including the interiors.  Hopefully, now that the design and  

construction is complete, It’ll slow down. Right….. 

Lonnie – is retired and “its hard work” as he claims.  He’s retired from the State’s  
Financial Office in Sacramento.  Lonnie is Kevin’s dad and Tanner’s grandfather.  He’s an 
avid abalone diver, loves the outdoors, attempted climbing Mt. Shasta for his 70th birthday, 
and is a Wine Connoisseur.  When he’s around the Mercantile, he’s usually here to give us a 
break and he’s always entertaining.  He’s a great grandfather to Tanner and almost too  

generous.  But which grandparent isn’t… 

Joan – Kevin’s mom and Tanner’s “best mama” is a retired school teacher.  She has three 
sons, Kevin, Keir and Kyle.  She’s also a cancer survivor.  Joan underwent a cancer trial that 
included a bone marrow transplant and it’s been almost 13 years since she was  
diagnosed.  Multiple Myeloma is deemed uncurable to this day but she is a walking  
miracle.  She has been able to see her three grandchildren born and be a part of their 
lives.  She is quite eccentric (she calls it “self actualized”) and very creative.  Sometimes 
you can see her tip toeing through the halls for something to do….she loves sewing, soduko, 

crossword puzzles, and her family.  

Yes – we did it.  We left the City for the so-called “simple life” and bought the biggest fixer 
upper – what were we thinking?  Our life could be a sitcom.  There’s never a dull  
moment.  Yes – life is at a slower pace but everything is much more exaggerated – like a 

Norman Rockwell picture. 

We just received high-speed Internet this week (Feb. 2008) but we still run on  
kerosene.  Maybe one of these days we’ll get natural gas.  Still we have come a long way 

from the time we bought the place. 
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Back in late 1999, Kevin and I went looking for ranch property and came across the old 
Mercantile.   Being romantics for old buildings, we soon forgot what we were in the  
market for and started negotiating on the old building.  Pretty soon we were very  

involved and the building escrow closed on April Fools Day 2000 and the work began. 

For the first few years we replaced focused on the life and safety issues and preventative 
maintenance:  electrical upgrades, sprinklers, broken windows, plumbing, staircases, etc. 
We scraped paint, removed dry rot, and many other repairs that didn’t make much of a 
showing. Then we started on the fun stuff. We found a picture in the Museum of how the 
Mercantile looked around the turn of the century and we started bringing that picture 
back to life.  We found old display cases and the original Lamson Cash Carrier in the 
basement.  This allowed us to repair and restore old items and reconstruct the missing 
parts of the store.  To us, it was important to keep the vintage feel of the store but to sell 

items that were still in demand and were functional. 

Our next big project was the rehabilitation of the second floor into hotels rooms and  
assembly space.  In the meanwhile, the Soda Shop also became vacant, so we had to 

tackle that project at the same time. 

Getting permits for the rooms was our biggest challenge over the years. Each room was 
designed and constructed with a different theme and configuration in order to preserve 
the existing exterior and interior finishes.  The restaurant was the next project and it was 
rehabilitated to allow our visitors to experience a step back in time to the 1930’s era soda 
shop.  We could not duplicate the original 1937 soda shop because too much was missing 
including the counters, etc.  However, we did uncover the original wood walls, ceilings, 
and transom windows.  We still have a lot of work to do so expect to see improvements 
each time you visit the restored Mercantile Building. 
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I got a rare chance to sit down and visit with Darlene and I asked her for some  
photos of the Mercantile when they got started.  I was blown away by the poor  
condition of the building and the huge undertaking bringing this beautiful building 
back to life.   
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This is our retreat room! 
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Tanner at 3 years old 
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The Founders Room 
 

Before & After 
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Old train station...burned down 
in 1997 

Old lumber mill. 
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Photos of our beloved Mercantile  
post-restoration!   
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 The Scary Basement 
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 The Scary Attic 
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For all of those of who have heard heavy furniture moving upstairs in the middle 
of the night…there is NO furniture up there!!!!    
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 Ghost stories 
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Ghost Stories 

 
How could you possibly stay in a building that is 100+ years old and not have ghosts?  
Well, you don’t and we have them in McCloud.  Nearly every time we’re there  
somebody shares something that has happened to them...something that they’ve 
heard...or something they’ve seen.  Most of the time it’s just mischief and other times 
it’s a little unnerving.  I’ll share some of the stories that I’ve heard. 
 

*** 

Cindy Needham 

 

The very first time I was at McCloud I was by myself and not sharing the room with 
anyone.  I woke up very early in the morning, as I usually do, and thought to myself it 
was waaaay to early to get up to sew so I snuggled back down to get at least another 
hour or two of sleep.  Just then my large denim bag that was on the half-wall by the 
twin bed went flying and hit the floor.  Needless to say I was wide awake then, took my 
shower, and went directly to the sewing room to sew! 

 
Later that same morning one of my retreaters came stumbling into the room with an 
odd look on her face and I asked her what was wrong?  She said she just had the oddest 
experience.  She said she was lying in bed awake and all of a sudden somebody 
knocked on the other side of the wall.  She thought it was a quilter on the other side of 
the wall so she knocked back.  It happened again.  She almost responded until she  
realized that her bed was upstairs and next to an outside wall.  There wasn’t anyone 
sleeping on the other side! 
 

*** 

The Redding Girls 

 

The “Redding Girls” group came to McCloud several times and always stayed in one 
particular room.  Karen Ottoboni was suffering with a bladder infection so there were 
countless trips to the bathroom during the night.   She said she is particular about the 
toilet lid being in the down position and the toilet paper coming off the top of the roll.  
Each time she got up to use the restroom the toilet paper was flipped in the opposite  
direction and the lid was up.  Carole who was also staying in the room claimed she felt 
someone sit on the side of the bed next to her.  This was the same night that “Elvis”  
performed his concert so she thinks that stirred things up! 
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*** 

Elizabeth “Liz” Smith 

 
Liz is one of my night owl’s and likes to stay up very late to sew.  One particular night, I 
think it was around 1 am, she was hanging some blocks on the design wall and noticed 
something and looked over to her left.  There was a young woman standing by Kevin and 
Darlene’s door watching her.  She was dressed in vintage attire, i.e., long dress, long 
sleeves, high collar, long hair.  She was interested in what Liz was doing so Liz just kept 
working.  Finally Liz slowly worked her way over to the corner and she disappeared.  
I’ve had two other retreaters who have seen her and described her exactly the same way. 
 
 

*** 

Barbara Robbins 

 
One October several years ago, Cita, Mary Anne and I were staying in the Railroad room.  
Several of the quilters were busy sneaking around making a present for Cindy—A deco-
rated pumpkin.  They were doing it late at night and I don’t do late nights so I had retired 
to my bed.  I was fast asleep when Cita and Mary Anne returned to the room in the wee 
hours.  I knew it was them from the giggling.  I fell back asleep almost instantly.  Soon I 
was awakened by the very loud sound of someone dragging heavy pieces of furniture 
across the wooden floor.  I thought, “What are Cita and Mary Anne doing?  They will 
wake all the quilters and everyone will be mad at them.”  The noise stopped and I fell 
asleep quickly.  In the morning I asked them what they were thinking, moving furniture 
in the middle of the night.  They both insisted they had not made the noise and  
furthermore they certainly had not heard any noises in the night.  In the sewing room 
only one other person had heard the noises.  Several years later Mary Anne came into the 
sewing room in the morning and asked “What was all the noise last night?  It sounded 
like someone moving furniture.”  No one else had heard it. 
 
 

*** 

Carolyn Nelson 

 
Four of the Gridley Girls were staying at the hotel a few years back and Carole woke  
Delaina, Kathie and Carolyn up because she was sure there was something under her bed.  
She ended up changing beds with Delaina...we wanted to get some sleep.  We had fun 
teasing her about ghosts!   
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*** 

Peggy Northrop 

 
My experience with the resident “ghost” of the Mercantile happened in 2017 and the  
following is my recollection of my interaction with “her” which is how I like to think of 
this friendly spirit.   
 
Our retreat ran from mid-day Thursday to Sunday.  Friday morning I came in and found 
my pipe cleaner on the clean floor by my chair.  I thought it somewhat strange as I hadn’t 
cleaned my machine the day before and the pipe cleaner should have been in my tool tray 
beside my machine.  I picked it up and put it away.  Later that morning I went downstairs 
and when I came back I found a dime on the floor.  Now that was a bit strange and I  
mentioned it to my friend but she hadn’t lost one and I didn’t think much of it.  That  
afternoon I again left the room and when I returned I found a large rubber band in the  
middle of the piece I was working on.  I asked the gals near me if they had lost one and no 
one knew anything about it.  I was beginning to think someone was playing games with 
me...perhaps Cindy?  I didn’t mention these things to anyone as it seemed sort of  
Inconsequential, albeit a bit strange. 
 
Well, Saturday morning I found the pipe cleaner on the top of my machine which did cause 
me to giggle and I decided to ask Cindy if she was playing.  Cindy hadn’t done it but she 
did mention the resident ghost, a story which I had never heard.  One of the gals down the 
table from me said she thought she had seen the ghost late the night before.  She did not 
feel threatened by this woman but instead felt it to be a calm, friendly spirit.  That Saturday 
I had two more visits from this spirit;  the rubber band was mysteriously on the floor, and a 
penny showed up on my table.  I was thoroughly enjoying these interactions and whenever 
I left my work station I wondered if yet another thing would move or arrive.  Sometimes it 
did, sometimes it didn’t.   
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*** 

Kathy Moran  

 
In April of 2018 I was able to attend the retreat in McCloud.  It had been a couple 
of years since I had been there due to life issues.  I had heard the stories of the 
spirits that visited some of the attendees but had never experienced anything  
myself.  One of the attendees, Karen Shaffer (whose story is also told here) shared 
her story, some of which involved an issue with her cell phone.  Of course the 
story was interesting and fun to hear about. 
 
Later in the evening, around 9:45, I was texting my husband.  The reception  
outside the building where we were sewing wasn’t very good and my husband had 
some voice issues so it was difficult to have a conversation.  I went back to the 
house where we were staying.   
 
I had seen a facebook post made by our granddaughter with a picture of our  
great-granddaughter.  The family is a little alternative and I made the comment 
they looked pretty “normal”, meaning they looked quite conservative.  The  
comment that came back to me was “yes which means the aerobic or needs to be 
on good gold fast”.  I looked at it and thought how strange. Then another, longer 
response came in that made absolutely no sense whatsoever.  There were some 
phrases that made sense but the context of the message was completely garbled. 
 
I asked my husband about it and he said he simply sat and watched his phone type 
out this message—automatic writing.  It wasn’t from me and he didn’t type it.  I 
commented that this was very weird and it looked like somebody was messing 
with his keyboard.  Then another message appeared, “Yea, its One of the country 
later Gary motorcycle wonderful break rates for three rise from the imagination”.  
Again, I commented it didn’t make sense and asked if he had done something to 
his keyboard.  He said he hadn’t and had just watched it coming up on his screen.  
We wondered if someone had been able to hack into our devices.  His next  
comment was “Good nite spirits, time to go to bed”.  We both sent no more  
messages and received no more.  The rest of the weekend our phones were totally 
back to normal. 
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*** 

Connie Massie 

 

 

 It was my second retreat in McCloud - proably11 years ago. I came in October 
and stayed in a small room in the Mercantile, and froze all night. In April, Cindy 
offered to let me use the small bed outside the bathroom in her room.  
 
I remember she mentioned some strange things happened in her room; a bag  
sitting on a shelf suddenly fell on the floor without any logical cause, as well as 
some other things I can 't remember. I went to bed that night; and in the middle of 
the night had a very realistic experience, feeling that I was awake, but trapped in 
the immobility of a dream. In reading about dream analysis, what appeared was 
called an appararition. I remember waking to the weight of a man sitting on my 
chest - it was heavy and I couldn't move. He was dressed in dirty jeans with sus-
penders, and a red/brown plaid shirt. He had muttion chops and curly reddish hair. 
He kept grabbing my pillow from under my head and kept putting it against the 
wall next to my head -- I could hardly speak, and hardly breathe, but I kept telling 
him to leave my pillow alone. He seemed to be pesky and mischievous, and 
would not stop. I finally became disgusted, and told him that if he didn’t stop, I 
was going to tell Cindy on him...he disappeared.  
 
After that, for several years, every time I would go into the kitchenette area  
outside Cindy ' s room, I felt a strong presence of something malevolent. I haven 't 
noticed it for years now, it no longer seems to be there. I remember discussing this 
with a couple of people, who said maybe it was chest pain, but I clearly think if 
was some sort of apparition. I haven 't thought of it for years, but last retreat a 
woman staying across the hall said she had been bothered by what she thought 
was a ghost - several bizarre things happened to her, but what was really strange, 
and brought this up in my mind again, was she said that he kept taking her pillow 
and putting it at the foot of her bed at night. I had not met her before and had not 
discussed it with anyone for years. Strange things happen at the Mercantile.  
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*** 

Karen Shaffer 

 
My name is Karen Shaffer and I live in Yreka.  I have been going to the McCloud retreat for 
seven years in April.   
 
On April 5, 2018 my friend and I arrived at the Mercantile all excited for the retreat  We parked 
and went inside the back door to get a cart.  Two carts were there.  We took one out to the car 
and proceeded to put our bagged machines and bags onto the cart.  I told my friend that I would 
take the cart upstairs while she parked.  I proceeded to go up the ramp.  Suddenly the cart made 
a sudden jerk.  It twisted and flipped off our machines on to the ground.  Oh my.  I picked them 
up and put them back on the cart.   
 
We stayed up quite late laughing and eating and finally retired for the night.  In the morning I 
woke up and my pillow was at the bottom of my bed.  I thought that was odd.  I knew it was  
under my head when I went to sleep.  I reached over to get my phone and see what time it was.  
My phone said it was 5:30 pm December 31, 1969.  It was actually 7 am April 6, 2018.  I  
couldn’t believe it.  I showed my two friends and showed Cindy after breakfast.  It stayed like 
that until the next morning. 
 
On April 7th I woke up and my pillow was at the bottom of the bed again.  I was in the  
restroom getting ready, finishing by putting on my necklace looking in the mirror and standing 
over the sink.  I thought I had better close the drain so I did.  All of a sudden my necklace fell in 
the sink.  I pulled it slowly but the diamond pendant wasn’t there.  I let Cindy know, she called 
the office and the maintenance guy came up.   He took the pipe off, turned it upside down and 
nothing came out.  He wondered if it could be under the ring on the sink.  He took it off and 
found it under the ring in an awkward position.  There was no way it could have fallen down 
and lodged underneath...remember I plugged the sink! 
 
That evening while we were all sewing, Cindy called me over to where she was.  There was a 
group of ladies there and Cindy asked me to tell my ghost story.  I told them about my phone 
and about my necklace.  A lady asked me if I had seen the ghost and I said no.  She said she had 
seen hers and it was a man.  He was pulling her pillow away from her.  She told him to give it 
back and was having a tug of war.  We were all listening when all of a sudden a ladies tape 
measure next to Cindy made a loud noise and was twirling around making a loud noise.  It 
scared all of us.  Every one of us screamed and laughed a lot.   
 
Cindy said none of us were going to sleep very well that night.  When I went back to my  
sewing table my friend next to me asked what had happened.  I was telling her when all of a 
sudden my machine turned the wheel real hard and my needle slammed down so hard that the 
needle broke and the broken piece flew all the way over on her table where my friend was  
sitting.  I didn’t have my foot on the pedal.  It did it by itself.  It got very quiet.   
 
The next morning Cindy asked if I slept  OK and I said yes, but my pillow was at the end of my 
bed again.   
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*** 

Alicia Negus 

 
The 1st year I was there (10 yrs. ago wow), I heard a lot of noises, but wasn’t freaked 
out. Now the 2nd year was a different story, I remember, after I went to bed and Sue was 
asleep, I started to hear, what sounded like furniture being moved or thrown around the 
room.  I was freaked out.  That next morning, Barbara M. was already in the sewing 
room and, we looked at each and said did you hear that?  We both heard sounds of the  
furniture being moved and thrown around, we then told you about it and all you did was 
smile.  You knew something we didn’t LOL.    I don’t remember when this happened, but 
Sue told me there was something under her bed, it was making a lot noise, she said she 
even got out of bed and turned the flash light on her cell phone on and looked under the 
bed, nothing there.  I never heard anything. 
  
Ok the years after that weren’t eventful, nothing I really can say happened to me or 
Sue.  But, this year wow, that ghost was a real pain in the neck.  I remember going into 
our room and telling Sue, I don’t think I like this room.   OK, I left at that.  That 1st night 
around 1:30 a.m., Sue was sound asleep, and my bed started to vibrate!  I moved around 
thinking it was just the way I was laying, but no it continued for quite a while, and then 
to boot, the air conditioner was clicking on and off like someone was playing with 
it.  The 2nd night again the bed was vibrating, and again it did it for quite a while,  and the 
same thing happened with air conditioner that  was being turned on and off, again Sue 
didn’t hear it.  Ok enough was enough... I was sleep deprived, I was grumpy and tired so 
on Saturday, before my massage I went to take a nap.  Mind you it’s 5:00 pm, my room 
was totally dark and I fell asleep immediately, I slept for about 15 mins and guess 
what...the bed started to vibrate again.  Ok I was mad now, so I got out of bed, looked  
under the bed to make sure that it wasn’t me making it up.   Nothing under there, so I told 
the ghost OK, enough is enough I have to sleep go away and leave me alone.  No such 
luck.  That night again the bed vibrated and this time I said enough, it stopped, but you 
know when someone put their hand on the bed and it goes down, I felt that and then it 
was gone.   
  
Guess what... Sunday morning when I was telling you what happened that night, Dasha 
called me over and said I sent the ghost to her room, and it was moving her bed.    
  
Cindy, I think you’ll find this interesting.  I went to dinner Sunday night since it was my 
daughter’s birthday, and I was telling her sister-in law, that I had just returned from 
McCloud, and told her about my ghost experience.  I knew that as a child her family 
stayed in McCloud a lot since her dad was a teacher.  She gave me a bit of history that 
her parents found out.  She told me that there are 2 main ghosts at the Mercantile, the 
first is a woman who goes around moving furniture, and likes to tidy up and the 2nd is a 
man who is prankster who likes to make sounds under the bed, vibrate the bed, sit on the 
bed and move it around.  So, see I’m not NUTS.       
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IN MEMORY OF... 
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CITA EVANS 
Written by Barbara Robbins 

 
Cita was the most creative person I have ever 
known.  She could help with any design problem, 
color choice or sewing issue.  She made it her mis-
sion to keep the rest of us moving forward in our 
work.  She would give me supplies or insist I buy 
something because I “needed” it.  Whatever it was 

it served to spur me on in a design or project.  I miss her greatly.  I often hear her voice 
and am still finding supplies she insisted I needed.  I cherish the memory of the time I 
had with her. 
 
 

KATHIE HODGES 
Written by the Gridley Girls 

Kathie was a dear friend and regular attendee.  She not only came when her health per-
mitted, but she also continued to return for two years to Gridley and the retreat from her 
new home in South Carolina.  Her unexpected passing early this year was a shock to all 
who knew her.  Her quiet, gracious demeanor will be greatly missed..  She was quietby 
our group’s standards but yet she rode a Harley, liked her beer, her coffee strong and 
black, and was a CHP dispatcher for a number of years. 
 

 

 

 

LINDA ADAMS 
Written by the Gridley Girls 

Linda was a stroke victim with an artistic flare who 
passed away November 2016 from pancreatic  
cancer.  She was well known for her dolls and her 
Santas and her wonderful home full of many  
decorated trees at Christmas.  Because of her love 
of sewing and creating, often with wool, her stash 
was extensive.  Her husband boxed and generously 
shared her stash with our group. 
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DEE DANLEY BROWN 
Written by the Cindy Needham 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Mary Najolia 
Written by her sister, Linda Guess 

Mary’s chicken quilt was her favorite.  She, 
her daughter and I took a class together and 
then she finished it in McCloud.   
 
She had a terrific time that trip and went 
home with her top done.   

Dee was a wonderful friend and an extremely tal-
ented quilt artist and teacher.  I first met her when I 
was learning how to use a Bernina stitch regulator 
that I had to demo at a quilt show.  Dee had a gleam 
in her eye and was quite mischevious...a person after 
my own heart! 
 
Dee is responsible for creating the retreat quilt that 
hung in my studio for a couple of years.  I dearly 
miss her.   
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MC CLOUD MEMORIES 

*** 
A FEW STORIES 
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We love to have visitors during the retreat to share what we do and to inspire others.  At 
one particular retreat a woman walked in who was going to be attending her spiritual   
retreat after ours and she wondered what we were up to.  We discovered she had been a 
quilter a very long time ago, gave it up, and was fascinated by what we were doing.  Of 
course we all had to bring her “up to date” with all the changes in the industry.  We  
invited her back the following morning for show and tell.  She actually showed up!  We 
set out a chair for her and each person shared her quilt, some of the techniques and  
stories of course. 
 
It turns out she is a well-known author and wrote this article about her experience.  I 
thought it was a GREAT way to begin our “stories” chapter.    
 
This was written by Regina Brett… 
 

*** 
 

When I packed for my retreat out west, I read up on what to do if encountered by a bear, 
rattlesnake or mountain lion.   
 
But I wasn’t prepared for quilters. 
 
A pack of quilters. 
 
A whole conference room of women making quilts. 
 
I headed out to Mount Shasta, California, on September 17th for a spiritual retreat  
directed by Sarah Weiss, who runs SpiritHeal Institute in Newbury Township. 
 
The plan was to stay in tiny McCloud, California, population 1,300 (not counting the 
quilters) and drive to various places around Mount Shasta to hike and meditate. 
 
The dozen of us on the retreat were going to deepen our connection with our Creator and 
the powerful energy of creation. 
 
I arrived two days early to acclimate to the altitude.  The peak of Mount Shasta is over 
14,000 feet high.  The air is thinner and the temperatures range from 45 in the morning to 
89 in the afternoon.  I came prepared for everything. 
 
My bag was crammed with shorts, hiking pants, fleece jacket, raincoat, hiking boots, first 
aid kit, flashlight, gloves, ear muffs, pocket sized thermal blanket and poncho and my 
own personal porta-potty (a gallon Ziploc with a tiny shovel, tissues and wipes). 
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After checking into the charming McCloud Mercantile Hotel, I stumbled upon a  
conference room of two dozen quilters. 
 
Each woman had brought her own sewing machine, quilting supplies, fabric and lots of 
munchies to share. 
 
Cindy Needham, who calls herself an obsessive quilter, runs My Time Quilting Retreats.  
Over 10 years ago she quit her full time job in the medical field to follower her dream to 
make quilts and teach others to quilt. 
 
The tables formed a maze of sewing stations.  The women talked and sewed, laughed 
and sewed, ate and sewed.  A few brave souls sipped red wine near their fabric. 
 
The joy and creativity in that room made me want to start quilting all over again. 
 
In my younger days I loved to quilt.  Way back when I was 19. 
 
Turns out quilting got an upgrade since then.  I was the Brontosaurus in the room talking 
about scissors, chalk and cardboard templates with sandpaper glued on the bottom to cut 
out fabric. 
 
They laughed.  “We don’t use scissors any more,” one woman announced. 
 
They use a cutting wheel that zips along to slice the fabric.  They press fabric with small 
irons the size of toys.  They wear gloves with tips that grip the fabric. 
 
I was in awe. 
 
I used to love piecing together fabric to create quilt squares.  But it was a different me.  
A younger me.  The me I was before I became a single parent, journalist and author.  A 
me I had forgotten. 
 
I once sewed a log cabin quilt with each center square orange to symbolize a fire  
burning.  I made a baby block quilt of blue scraps, a quilt of stars and a quilt for my 
mom with appliqués of children to represent all 11 of us.  I even embroidered our names 
on it. 
 
What happened to that part of me?  I found her in that room, before my own retreat even 
started. 
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The women gave me all sorts of advice:  Explore different local quilt shops.  Take a 
class on Craftsy.com. 
 
Buy a low-tech sewing machine with a wide arm so you can turn the fabric and quilt 
by machine.  “I don’t want a sewing machine that’s smarter than I am,” one woman 
said. 
 
They invited me to return the next morning at 10 to see their finished quilts. 
 
That morning Cindy surprised me.  She said they had been up talking about me all 
night, thrilled they had renewed my interest in quilting and helped me find my 
younger self. 
 
Then she pulled up a chair for me to sit in front of them all.  I was their audience of 
one.  What an honor. 
 
My mouth fell open at their creations:  They had created quilts to celebrate Christmas, 
Halloween and birthdays.  One made a giant star that reminded me of the grand finale 
at fireworks.  Another sewed a huge flower as pretty as a Georgia O’Keeffe painting. 
 
They weren’t just making quilts, they were making love permanent. 
 
“I made one for each of my grandkids,” one woman told me.  “That way they will  
always have a hug from m.” 
 
“Quilting is our voice,” Cindy said. 
 
Another offered, “This is another form of meditation, but you can talk.” 
 
I left their retreat ready for mine. 
 
What a great way to start, by finding that peace you feel when you find a piece of 
yourself. 
 
www.reginabrett.com   
 



74 

Lisa Encabo 

 
 
This is a picture of me (Lisa Encabo), 
my mom (Marge Hough), and my two 
good friends Mary Loucks and Gloria 
Pickering. 
 
I’m not sure how many years we’ve 
been coming to McCloud.  Mom and I 
came the 2nd year, then Gloria started 
coming and then we met Mary and she 
became part of our group.     
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

*** 

Rosie’s First Retreat 

 
Rose Lavrador comes with her group to nearly every single McCloud retreat.  She has 
become a well-loved retreater and loves to take care of everyone.   She wasn’t so well 
loved at her FIRST retreat though! 
 
Rose loves to do things FAST...sew fast, piece fast, etc.  She is in a production mode the 
entire time she’s there.  She owns a Juki and that machine can go FAST when it needs to 
for an indefinite period of time. 
 
Her sister was throwing a party and needed burlap for table coverings, or something like 
that, and Rose offered to help her out.  She had miles and miles of burlap to sew and she 
was running the Juki at such a high speed the poor machine was gasping for air and 
squealing.  Every person in the room was on edge and when she stopped the machine you 
could hear everyone take a breath of relief...and then she just started up again! 
 
I finally had to ask her how much longer she would be working on this project????  She 
was mortified...she had no idea the noise level was so high...and quickly put the burlap 
project away much to everyone’s relief. 
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Sandi Fisher 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Many retreats ago I brought my sister from Indiana to your retreat as a gift.  We had so 
much fun!  She loved the area and spent time exploring the scenery.  She loved the  
beautiful mercantile.  To top off the weekend she won your stunning miniature which 
now hangs in her sewing room.  Being October, we went to the local Octoberfest and 
joined in the fun.  As a special treat Elvis came and performed for us at the Mercantile.  
We had front row seats!!!  This was also the year that we asked the quilters to make dolls 
to be sent to Zambia.  They made so many! 


