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The Gridley Girls 
 

You call us your Gridley Girls, even though we do not all live in Gridley.  We are a 

group of quilter friends who meet every Monday for 5-6 hours of fun, sharing/

fellowship, sewing and lunch.  We are a team of 15-16 that have been coming to your 

wonderful McCloud retreat for up to 10 years. 

 

We have many memories and love the fact that you laugh at our crazy tales.  To name a 

few that we would rather forget, seemed to involve our lodging...like when a picku p 

brake was accidentally released on a slope causing it to roll forward until it stopped as it 

hit and ruined a rental porch pillar.  Thank you to several husbands who later did the  

repairs and saved us all a costly donation. 

 

Another time and place, roommates found their bedtime ruined as a bathroom was 

flooded from a broken pipe (enough water to water ski) and every towel was dripping.  

Also, other bathrooms were having problems as was the washing machine...get the  

picture???  Late night, sopping towels everywhere, no washing machine and no  

bathrooms.  Anyone for wandering around outside in the dark?  A definite night to  

forget!   

 

We know you wanted to hear “ghost stories”.  No ghosts, no bears, but one of our ladies 

(no name to protect our friend’s reputation), had several scary nights in the hotel rooms.  

One night was noises heard while in a secluded, outer room and the other (again in the 

middle of the night) was when her roommates were awakened because there was 

scratching under her bed.  Eventually, not able to explain the noise to her satisfaction, 

another brave roommate switched beds so we could all get back to sleep.  Another 

sleepless night! 

 

Those are just a few of our housing tales...on, one more...on a lighter note as one house 

usually has a less stressful time.  Thanks to Delaina, there is more laughter as she  

always brings a container of her favorite drink—Duck Farts.  We have heard she has a 

new drink for this year — Quilters Moon Shine, peach flavor. 

 

Well Cindy, you asked!  They are not specifically about your retreat but one thing we 

can all agree on is that we love you, and we love everything about your retreat.  That is 

why we keep on returning! 

You are the stitch of our in-the-ditch 

The stencil for our pencil 

The zig in our zag 

The devotion in free motion 

And the leader “no one can beat her! 
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WHERE IT ALL BEGAN 

WRITTEN BY BARBARA KELLY & CASSY LAVIGNE 

 

We want to tell you about how two of us got started going to the retreats in McCloud.   

Barbara and Cassy went to the Chester Piecemakers Quilt Guild show several years ago.  

The show was small yet abundant talent and enthusiasm filled the building. There were 

some wonderful large hand appliqued quilts being displayed by one of our quilting friends, 

Judy Johnson, as well as a creative challenge quilt display and some fun vendors. Being a 

hot summer day in August we needed to take a break from the not so cool building and 

walked outdoors to where a yummy lunch and tables in the shade were available. 

And that was where it all began. 

After purchasing our lunches we saw Bev Armstrong and sat down with her to eat.  During 

our delightful chat she casually mentioned a retreat she went to in McCloud with Cindy 

Needham.  Cassy and Barbara both expressed interest and Bev invited us to share the 

house she rented.  We signed up and became “virgins” the very next year! 

It just goes to show that you never know how, when or where an opportunity will appear 

and the experiences one will receive by saying “yes.” 

CHICKEN DINNER? 

Have you ever noticed that some of the quaint homes in McCloud look the same? Perhaps 

the architecture is similar. Maybe the exterior is painted the same color or the front door 

might not be different from the house next door.  Lawns are lawns. Grass is green. 

Excited to be going to on a second retreat, Cassy and Barbara arrived in McCloud then 

headed over to the rental house to unload their suitcases.  They easily located the yellow 

house with the white porch, parked the car, unloaded and wheeled their suitcases up the 

steps and onto the porch.   While reaching for the door knob all of a sudden the front door 

flew open. It was with red faces that they realized it was the wrong house. 

The nice, well-dressed, handsome man at the door chuckled and graciously said "Well, I 

am cooking chicken for dinner!  Should I plan on two more guests?” Oh, my. That sounded 

good but these two quilters had a retreat to get to. They slowly wheeled their suitcases off 

the porch, quickly loaded the luggage back into the car, then drove two doors down to the 

other yellow house with the white porch. 
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ON A MISSION 

 

After several years at the rental house, the yellow one with the white porch, the 

owner advised Bev they were selling so I took it upon myself to embark on a  

mission to find the perfect house for our little group in time for the next retreat.  

One of the rentals we looked at was above the Dance Hall.  The gentleman that let 

us in to look wasn’t able to climb the stairs so up we went. The space had it pluses 

and minuses but was too small for our group.  A startled young woman came out 

of the bathroom where she was cleaning the rental. When she heard our comments 

about there not being enough beds for us she shared that there were more rooms 

where the girls stayed.  Hmmm…where the girls stayed?  She could show us. 

After climbing though the attic over paint cans, around old furniture, tripping over 

a couple dusty objects, etc. we were at the back of the building with its various 

rooms containing additional beds. We learned which balconies and windows to 

not go near as they might crumble. There was no safe way to escape if there was 

an emergency.  It was all too sketchy for us, but, again interesting to learn all this 

information!   

Not much sewing happened with that weekend being interrupted by potential 

"perfect rental showing" opportunities.  Finally we heard about our "perfect one" 

and the landlord reluctantly gave us the code so we could look at it "right now."  

She said the tenants would be coming the next day.  Wrong! As we carried our 

beers across the street and strolled into the backyard patio, startled faces peered at 

us through the window.  They were so nice.  They graciously let us in to look at 
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EXPLORING AND A FREE LECTURE  

We quickly learned to love taking walks in McCloud and the invitation is open to 

anyone who wants to join an exploration.  Desiring a little balance between sitting 

at our sewing machines and the need to move our bodies in a different way led to 

one of our first walks in McCloud.  This time it was just Barbara and Cassy.   

We walked quite a ways while discovering the locations of the two local schools, 

a park, the library, a large vegetable garden, interesting homes, a barking dog, and 

huge trees with beautiful foliage.  Feeling like we had done enough walking and 

exploring for the day we were ready to head back to our sewing machines when 

we ended up in a dead end road.  We looked at each other and wondered… 

hmmm… is there a way out instead of back tracking? 

Before either of us could finish contemplating the idea of a long trek back, out 

comes a woman from her garage where she had been cutting tile for a bathroom 

remodel.  She inquired if she could help us.  An hour later, after a full lecture and 

receiving a lot of advice about how to live with a man, she gave us directions 

through a side yard.  Grateful for the shortcut, Cassy and Barbara giggled and to-

gether felt sympathy for the husband who never did come out of the house.  

Maybe there was no husband?   

DOWN THE RABBIT HOLE AND INTO THE SECRET GARDEN 

Barbara backed away from her sewing machine, stood and asked, “Anyone want 

to go for a walk?”   

For some reason there are always twenty questions before anyone is willing to go:  

“How far?  A fast walk or a stroll?  Up any hills?”  She always tells us whatever 

we might want to hear and off we go.... 

This time we were headed out to find the really big log cabin that we heard the 

Gridley girls rent in July.  Roaming around and looking down previously unex-

plored streets, we clearly looked like we were lost.  Being such a small friendly 

community everyone in McCloud wants to help you.  One such nice lady came 

out of her house to help and we told her we were looking for a big log cabin.  She 

nodded toward a house directly across the street saying that she was the owner 

and it was available. We explained we weren't looking for a rental but out of  

curiosity, we were looking to find a big log cabin. 
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 “I have a log cabin,” she said. 

  Taken by surprise, one of us asked, “Oh, where is it?” 

“Do you want to see it?” she asked.  “I’ll show you,” she said while pointing to-

ward her backyard.  No, no, no! We were just looking for a big log cabin.  After 

repeated requests from her to see HER log cabin, we finally gave in.  Away we 

followed behind toward her backyard, at the same time realizing this sweet 

woman probably had a touch of dementia. 

We walked through a gate, then along the length of a visibly well maintained 

home, past a couple of out buildings, a garage, and some sort of small studio. 

Bulbs and wildflowers were blooming.  Deer moved gently away as we passed by 

and entered the back yard.  No log cabin in sight yet. “Come,” she said.  

We found ourselves walking farther until we were surrounded by a beautiful park-

like garden not visible from the street.  Thoughtfully planned steps and paths took 

us deeper into this wonderland.  Beautiful plantings had been inserted here and 

there to fit right in with the natural beauty of each area.   Large areas of grass had 

been freshly mown and watered.  It was obvious that this garden had been care-

fully planned and tended to.  Birds flitted from tree to tree.  There was occasional 

rustling in the brush.  Still, there was no log cabin.  “Come,” she said again.  

We could hear running water and made our way to the clear bubbling stream that 

bordered the back edge of this magical place.  It was there that we got a little his-

tory lesson about the McCloud Mill and how this stream played a part in floating 

the logs to be milled.  There was a small bridge going across the water that led to 

neighbor on the other side.  We were told that he was a very unfriendly man and 

did not want anyone on the bridge.   

Feeling grateful for perfect weather, listening to the bubbling water, breathing in 

forestry smells, it was with calm and peaceful hearts that we leisurely accompa-

nied our new found friend back through this very special place that she shared 

with us.  Thank you and goodbye hugs were given.   

We never did see a log cabin that day but we did discover how to take a trip down 

through the rabbit hole, explore the magic of a secret garden, and safely journey 

back up through the rabbit hole. 
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October Apple Fest 

By Katie Gomez 

 

 

 

Once upon a time in the year 2016ish in the town o McCloud there was a quilt retreat 

hosted by Miss Cindy.  I happened to see a flyer advertising the Apple Festival Commu-

nity Dinner and announced it to our group. 

 

A bunch of us went after enjoying the day in the street with the vendors and enjoying 

apple cobbler with ice cream.  The dinner was superb with pork loin and an incredible 

to die for apple dressing that we all wanted more of and didn’t ecause of the town folk 

evil eyes.  Since we all had thread on us the town folk wondered who we were. 

 

A highlight was mingling with the community and listening to their stores of the town 

and its people.  Barbara wanted to stay for the Rock and Roll band.  We all declined her 

invitation (whawhawha) to go back to Miss Cindy. 
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Written by Cindy Needham  

About Dee Danley and Carol 

 

Jenny, my favorite oldest, was there for the first two retreats taking photos.  She had 

a photo booth set up in the back.  This Indian head resided on top of the wood stove 

in the retreat room and we decided we needed a prop for Dee Danley and Carol. 

 

I grabbed the Indian head, put him on a rolling sewing chair (he was heavy) and 

made my way to the back of the room for photos.  By the time I got there we were 

almost hysterical with laughter so the stage was set. 

 

Dee Danley and Carol were having WAY too much fun with him and they could 

hardly breathe...just look at the picture!  Then they took the serious one trying to 

mimick the look on the Indian’s face. 

 

Needless to say the Indian was quietly removed by the  

Mercantile staff after this retreat and placed in a bedroom  

instead of the retreat room. 
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The Peep’s Quilt 

 
The April 2017 retreat started off with a bang 

with stormy weather including snow, hail, 

rain, etc.  GREAT weather for quilting but 

terrible weather for traveling and I was very 

thankful everyone arrived safe and sound.   

 

On the first morning after announcements I 

noticed that Barbara Kelly was standing off to 

the side with a quilt in her arms.   

 

She proceeded in telling me that a group of 

them had developed an idea to create a quilt for me.  Past and present retreaters 

were contacted and asked to sew a block.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Each block was individualized and signed.  They were assembled into this  

beautiful quilt and Beth Murray did the quilting.   Retreaters lined the room 

around the back and many shared what I meant to them or how I inspired them.  

OMG.  I was so overwhelmed and so emotional I could hardly stand.   Many  

others wanted to be there for the presentation but couldn’t make it due to the bad 

weather.  I was a complete mess all weekend and slept under the quilt each night. 

 

The quilt now hangs in my studio for everyone to enjoy.  
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The “Inside Story” of the Peep’s Quilt 

By Barbara Kelly & Cassy LaVigne 

 

Memories are blurred as to who  

originated the idea of the quilt, but we 

all agreed it was to be a gift of  

appreciation from “The Peeps” to a  

special person.  (I actually think it was 

Cassy who planted the seed in the brain 

of the right person).  Many hands busied 

themselves making house blocks,  

piecing the quilt, donating a linen for 

the label, quilting the quilt, attaching the 

binding and the label.  Yes, the label was 

attached the night before it was  

presented! 

 

Much discussion took place about where we were going to present the quilt.  In 

the end, it only seemed fitting that it took place where the idea originated, 

McCloud.  The decision was not without disappointment for some as not everyone 

was signed up for the retreat and very scary weather prevented them from  

traveling. 

 

Thank you, Linda Richter, for asking if she could take pictures!  I was so grateful 

Linda captured the emotion and gratitude on Cindy’s face and now the pictures 

are included as history in The McCloud Book. 

 

The participants who made and signed blocks are but a small number who love 

and appreciate Cindy and if you are ever at her studio in Chico where the quilt 

hangs, please add your name. 

 

We feel so fortunate to be a “Peep” and thank you for being a kind, generous,  

energetic, brilliant, talented lady.  We love you! 
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Our most “colorful” retreater...Lois! 

 
No matter which retreat you’ve come to, more than likely 

you’ve crossed paths with Lois Milosch.  I’ve known 

Lois a very long time and she is a dear friend and  

fabulous quilter. 

 

She is known by all for her dirty jokes and her bad  

language but it’s all in good fun and we sort of roll with 

the punches.   One thing you never, ever want to do is 

cross her...OMG.   She came to one retreat very upset and 

very angry that the carts downstairs were loaded and she 

couldn’t use them.  I finally had to send her back  

downstairs and told her not to come back up until she 

cooled off.  A retreater came up a bit later and said Lois 

was sitting downstairs glaring at everyone that walked 

by.  I went down, had a long talk with her, escorted her 

back upstairs and told her to behave.  We had fun with it 

and I still love telling that story.  Because of that, I  

always try and find a way to put a chair facing a corner 

somewhere in the room to remind her I’m ready to put  

     her in “time out” if she starts to misbehave again! 

 

 

Lois also LOVES peanut butter cookies.  When I do my cleaning up each morning before 

everyone tumbles out of bed, I was finding that she was stealing the cookies and hiding 

them under her extension table.  Seriously????  Now I try and make sure to bring  a bag 

of cookies just for her so everyone else has a chance of getting one!   

 

 

 

Lois comes with her favorite Peeps and she 

is definitely “in charge” at all times.  If you 

listen closely you’ll hear her telling Miss 

Rosie to SLOW down about every  

30 minutes or so.   
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Notice the fuzzy blue hair...Lois is tough and she’s a 

cancer survivor times TWO major battles with this 

disease.   

 

When I started doing these retreats I wanted to do it 

for fun.  I didn’t realize until a few years later that 

these retreats had become a very important part of 

many of my ladies’ lives.   Those that were ill,  

especially with cancer, were actually timing their 

chemo treatments around McCloud...they lived for the 

retreats and special healing time with friends.  Lois 

did the same thing.   

 

2017 proved to be a year she literally fought for her 

life and when she came thru the door at the end of the 

year I cried...she worked SO hard to get there.   

 

 

My most favorite story of all is one you’ve probably heard many, 

many times but I just have to make it a part of this special book.  

Remember the Toilet Paper wars???? 

 

It was late one evening and Lois had already retired for the evening.  

Sharon, who was part of the group at the time, came bustling back 

into the retreat room and told me that Lois was stuck in her  

bathroom without any toilet paper...could I  get her a roll??? 

 

I was ALL over it and the horrified look on Sharon’s face told me 

she realized she had made a grave error asking ME for help!   
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Now you need to know that their room is right next to 

my room and Franci does massages there.  Franci likes us 

to be quiet during massage time so her retreater can  

indulge and relax.  Unfortunately poor Meryl was having 

her massage that evening… 

 

I grabbed a roll of toilet paper and snuck up to the door 

to the bathroom.  There was about a 1-2” gap between 

the bottom of the door and the floor.  I quietly unrolled 

the toilet paper and scooted it up to Lois.  I could see her 

feet so I knew when to stop.  Of course as soon as she got 

up to grab it I pulled it away.  You have to imagine the  

yelling and cussing.  I did this numerous times and each 

time the cussing was louder and more colorful.   I  

couldn’t stand it any more so I finally relented allowing her to get a couple squares of 

toilet paper to finish the job before pulling it away again.  She got her pants on, threw 

open the door and discovered I was behind the prank.   I was laughing so hard I was 

crying and couldn’t breathe.  OMG.   

 

The next morning I got yet another roll of toilet paper and TP’d her entire table and 

chair.   

 

She vowed numerous times to get even with me and I was a bit concerned.   

Fortunately her group of Peeps talked her into just having a T-shirt made with the 

photo of me “doing the deed”. 

 

Thank you Lois for  being YOU.  You are very  

loved and have been a huge part of many  

retreats.  Continue to tell your bad jokes,  

continue to eat your peanut butter cookies,  

drink your red wine, and continue to make your  

amazingly beautiful quilts. 

 

Love you, Cindy  
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The “Virgin Sacrifice” 

 
Whenever we have a new retreater join us, we all fondly refer to them as our “virgin”.  

Most of my newbies are shocked that they could actually be a virgin again and we just have 

fun with it...no disrespect has ever been intended.  I always threaten them that we will sacri-

fice them at the end of the retreat and nobody took it seriously until Gayle arrived with her 

small group.   

 

Gayle is a high energy person and her friends were both rather quiet...especially Anne.  

Gayle approached me on Friday and asked if we could have a virgin sacrifice ceremony for 

Anne after dinner on Saturday.  I was a bit shocked and felt badly that dear, sweet, kind 

Anne was going to be put in front of the entire group and have this done to her.  I talked 

with Sandi and Beth about it and Sandi recommended that we turn the tables and sacrifice 

Gayle instead….GREAT IDEA!!! 

 

Soooo, Beth and I stayed up half the night in bed writing the sacrificial chant that everyone 

would do to “King Olfa”.  Pele the chicken with the long red feathers was going to be the 

volcano that the virgins jumped over.  Sandi was going to prepare a costume out of trash 

bags and a toilet plunger.  You get the idea.  Everyone at the retreat was in on the 

plan...Gayle had no idea the tables had been turned on her.  Each of the other virgins were 

told to prepare a gift to adorn Gayle with...no rules here. 

 

So after dinner all six virgins were lined up at the front of the room.  Everyone grabbed 

their rotary cutter, held it in the air, and chanted.  A few of us were drumming the tables.  It 

was announced that we were sacrificing Gayle...although she was shocked she was a very 

good sport about it. 

 

Each of the virgins adorned her with “nice” stuff like scraps of fabric, tools, etc.  Remember 

sweet, quiet Anne???  She tied a tube of KY Jelly to a rope and put it around Gayle’s neck.  

Gayle didn’t have her glasses on so was completely unaware of what had just happened. 

 

Sandi came out of the dark elevator hallway with a cape made out of trash bags and a toilet 

plunger for her staff.  She had her own chant written and adorned Gayle with a white cape 

and a crown. 

 

Afterwards Gayle went back to her station, put on her glasses, and screamed when she saw 

the KY Jelly.  She was mortified that it had been USED!!!! 
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THE “SEWER LID” TRACING 

 

I’m not even sure which year this  

occurred and unfortunately the  

photos have been lost so you’ll just 

have to settle for a funny story! 

 

At one of our morning show-and-

tell’s one of our retreaters shared 

how interesting the sewer lids were 

in town and there was actually a 

great one right in front of the  

Mercantile.  She wanted to get a  

rubbing of it and invited others to 

join her if they wished. 

About a half dozen ladies followed her down the street and parked themselves in the 

MIDDLE of Main Street in front of the Mercantile.  There were a couple of them all 

squatted down with either fabric or paper and they proceeded to rub the design to 

transfer it.  Then there were the remainder of the ladies standing around supervising.  

It reminded me of a road construction crew where 1-2 people work and the rest  

supervise! 

 

The funny thing is that the Mercantile has these wonderful benches/chairs on the 

porch and there were several older gentlemen sitting there watching wondering what 

in the _ _ _ _ they were doing and shaking their heads.  When cars drove by they had 

to drive around them. 

 

I never found out what happened to the drawing or if anything had ever been made 

with it but it sure made for a good story!   



93 

 

The One that “Got Away” 

 
For 10 years we have been  

diligently traveling to McCloud for 

our much anticipated retreats.   

 

It’s our sacred spot where we get 

away from the world for awhile… 

we feel safe. 

 

A horrific fire broke out at  

Lakehead on I-5 the week prior to 

our retreat closing the interstate  

indefinitely.  

An alternate route was set up to get around the closure but this proved to be dangerous 

with long delays and many accidents.  I’ve always felt very protective of my retreaters 

and feel responsible for their safety.  I always breathe a sigh of relief when everyone 

has arrived safe and sound.   

 

I kept in touch with everyone with updates all week long and expressed my concerns 

about traveling to McCloud but nearly everyone said they would brave the alternate 

route, wear masks for breathing, etc. just to be there.  I-5 had just opened up one lane 

each way. 

 

Darlene called me late Sunday evening 

prior to the retreat and asked what our 

final decision was and she was shocked 

that the group still wanted to come.   

She said it was awful up there...over 

3,000 firefighters and rail people had set 

up camp in McCloud and she could 

hardly see across the street because the 

smoke was so bad.  She was worried 

about everyone, as I was, and we made 

the decision together to cancel the  

retreat.  It was SUCH a difficult decision to make.   

 

I questioned our decision all week long until I found out that I-5 closed once again on 

Thursday due to a flare up of the fire.  This would have been when my ladies would 

have been traveling up.   I felt it was my validation that the best decision had been 

made to cancel.  I can’t tell you how hard it was NOT being in McCloud with my 

Peeps.   
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THE PEOPLE 



98 

This next section includes photos that were taken over the past 10 years and a 

LOT were taken in 2018.  Unfortunately with the September 2018 retreat  

being cancelled due to the horrible fire, I was unable to get photos at this  

retreat.  Another huge loss.   

 

Some of the “Gridley Girls” attended my Peeps Party in October and I asked 

for a quick shot.  They will represent the “lost retreat” for this book.   

 

This book will be updated next year to include photos of the September  

retreaters in 2019. 
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Getting the room set up... 
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Liz with her first load 

Marie & Mary Ann 

Barbara 
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Our first two retreats…. 
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The “Sisters” 

Dasha  

Michelle and Carole 
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The Hagen’s  

“Mom”~ Shirley  

Daughters ~Diana and Sandra 
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Bev Armstrong 

Carol Golden 

Jan Hildenbrand 

Judy Johnson 
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Carol Golden  

Jan Hildenbrand  

Bev Armstrong 
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Sue and Alicia  
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Mother and Daughter~ 

Monique and Eva 
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Rae Jean 

Nancy  

Sharion 

Eva 
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Sandy and Bev  



112 

Anita & Julia 
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Darlene 

Barbara 
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Alicia & Lois 

Carole, Sandi, Alicia, Sue & 

Lois 
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Pat 

Dawne 

Julia 

April 

Carole 

Denise  

Darlene 

 Dasha 

Dawne 

Roxi 
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Peggy 

Denise  

Patti 

 Carole 

Barbara R. 

Carole  

Barbara K. 
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Jody 

Nancy & Geoff 

Janie 

Nancy 

Dee Danley 

Marlene 

Janet 
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 Carol 

Linda 



120 

Dee Danley 

Rae Jean 

Franci 

Kelly 
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Dinner at The Lodge 

Dorothy and Marti 
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Barbara 

Frances 

Sue 

Carolie 

Carol 
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Donna 

Marti 

Barbara & Spouse 

Nancy 

Beth 
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Della 

Meryl 
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Meryl 

Beth 

Sharion 

Barbara 
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Linda 

Jan 

Donna 

Bev 

Kerrie 

Marti 

Donna & Suzanne 
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Becky 

Betty 

Carol 

Carlotta 

Louise 

Dotti 

Julie  

Terry 
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130 

Martha 



131 

Katie 

Barbara 

Lois 

Cassy 

Rosie 
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Kathy 

Mary Ann 

Shirley 

Marie 

Anne 

Judy 
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Franci 

Barbara x 2 

Sandi 

Kathy 

Mary Ann 

Marie 

Judy 

Kathy 
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Katie Mary Anne 

Barbara 

Barbara 

Connie 

Sally 

Shirley 
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The “Farmer Girls” 

Carole 

Patti 

Denise 
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The last McCloud retreat  

of 2018… 

 

Lunch has been 

served...everyone packing up 

and waving goodbye.    
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THE QUILTS 
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PACKING UP 

I am always amazed at just how MUCH STUFF we all bring to the retreats.  We 

have been blessed with large metal carts to haul our stuff up and down the ramps 

and sometimes it takes several loads and very creative packing to make it all fit! 
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On that same note many have remarked they can’t believe that I get  

EVERYTHING, including Beth, into my Honda.  Here’s a blow-by-blow of  

loading up after a retreat. 

And yes, I really DO roll my  

windows down to fit in more! 
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Good Night John Boy, 

 

Good Night Mary Ellen,  

 

Good Night Ben, 

 

Good Night Jim Bob, 

 

Good Night Children… 


