Craig Clack Story
[bookmark: _GoBack]	One time in in the 70’s a bunch of us guys decided to go to Lake Havasu for Easter break.  We pooled all our money and bought ten cases of Spring Beer at Thrifty Drugs, and loaded up my green Ford “hippy” van and headed out.  If I remember right, the beer was like $2.50 a case.  I can remember that there was Craig, Bruce Poole, Wayne Marshall, Dennis Marshall, Danny Deal, and me.  Well, we left on Friday evening and started consuming our beer.  Somewhere east of Palm Springs, Bruce Poole said he had to pee and insisted I pull over.  I said the shoulder was sand and I would get stuck if I tried to pull over.  Poole threatened to pee in the van, so I pulled over and immediately sunk in the sand.  It was dark.  We all got out and relieved ourselves, then managed to push the van back on the pavement.  We quickly piled in, and needing to hurry and clear the highway, I asked if everyone was in.  Poole said yes, and off we went.  About an hour later I asked Craig to get me another beer (It was socially acceptable to drink and drive in those days).  No answer.  After about three tries to call Craig, I turned on the light and realized he was not in the van.  When I asked where the hell was Craig, they all busted out laughing.  We turned around and drove back about an hour through the desert and finally found Craig stumbling along in the dark trying to hitch a ride.  When we got him back in the van, he was so happy to get a ride, that he laughed with the rest of us.  What a guy!  We went on to the lake and spent a crazy week that involved activities we were lucky to survive.  Rest in peace Craig.  Safe travels my friend.
Tom Herman
