



The CD

The various facets of hosting a soaring competition have different levels of stress attached to them. For the contest manager the hassle factor is comparatively low, but stretched out over months of registration, tow plane worries, social activities, liability concerns and the minutia of dumpsters, meeting space, airport conflicts and on and on. For the scorer the (hopefully) two hours that it requires to produce a score sheet each night is Prozac time.

The Competition Director, whose unenviable task it is to see that details of the rules square with the vagaries of the weather and the complications of pilot peculiarities, is in the hot seat for the entire contest. Trying to balance the pressures of safety and varying pilot abilities can transpose the mien of the normally unflappable CD into someone flapping mean.

A few masochists have found something attractive in this endeavor. Hal Lattimore and Charlie Spratt while sharing little in life style and temperament, come to mind as pair that has defied the odds and avoided being “institutionalized.” In the case of the former, perhaps a lifetime of calling the shots from the legal bench fortified his resolve to call the shots as well as he could with the facts at hand and never look back.

Charlie, who has directed more contests than the other top five combined, would seem ill-equipped psychologically to avoid the funny farm. Anyone who has seen the anarchy inside his van or pondered the fundamentals of his diet might assume the command authority requisite in a good CD to be absent. But when an imperceptible sound escapes his alternator, or the storms are coming, or the kid falls in the porta pot, in short, when it really counts, he steps out of the phone booth and leads like Stormin Normen.

So, perhaps we can’t forecast a CD’s potential. Considering what they endure we should simply be happy to have folks of their caliber stick their necks out for us. 
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