( THE SUNDAY MAGAZINE OF THE ARRON. SEACON JOURNAL, JULY 26, 1981

.ﬁ | R S | ;

»
~' - -

S et W

' |Cat Kizers
v Accelerating
1 Gareer




BIHHL [ TEn ¢
Wmmwmwmw mme@ i mmnm £
sl o mmmm *
Mg g
_mmmmmmﬁmm i)
- i s 21 e o
—3 el i I &mw i
M 5 i1 m it mwm : mﬁmmﬁm
f0pgad, akygy :
§ Tmmwnmmﬁﬁ Mm mmmm
Bt IE A S
= m m mmwmm M um wm mm mm
mm i; mmmm ETHE m%m Ll :
” = m”mm mu mqmmmnmmm mammm mmmuqm m
B5Ef BEAMGIRERY 2:fy BUERE FREE
i T e
.m g= huhil w: m i i
'.n mm mmm ma M .mmma
w Waatfsishals 1tichs mmwﬁ
Q)i &&mmmmﬁ s




dozen other cars are ont there

you at speeds up to 115 mph—
keeps the nerves sharply tuned.
Surrounding the crowd, cir-
cling their temporary stomping
grounds, were 24 stock cars—
cars straight from the factory
with little or po modification—
swerving and screeching and

fying.

CJu Kizer was stretched
out on a reclining chair.
l = | She had just finished one

of ber two-bour splits around the
track, and she was atlempling to
regain her compesure by letting
everything slow down “‘just a Tit-
tk ut-”

“The s?oed doesn’'t really
bother voa,” she sald. “It doesn't

really enter into the whole thing.
Speed Is relative when everybody
else is going the same speed.
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Cat proved she had the right
tulf and was capable of handling
it. She became & human gyro-
scope that whizzed constantly,
mixing knowledge and ability and
reflexes inlo a single response
mode that never botched it.

The gyroscope was resting
now, as il should, for it would
have to pesform at least two more
times befoce the day was done,

Their car, a Porsche 924, was
in the number one spot, as it
would be for most of the race. Cat
was coolly confidest that her next
two splits would be just as smooth
as the first. To ber, there was no
other way 1o look at it

On her second split, taking
control about | a.m. that Sunday,
;:nu'ythlnz scemed to be going

“Yeah,"” she told the crew
over the CB radin, which keeps
her in communication with the
pit, "the engine's running just
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All wound up after two
hours on the track at
Nelson-Kennedy Ledges,
Akron's “Cat” Kizer
recounts the twists and

H

down the straight. 1 dida"t want
to tell them. T just said, 'OK,
guys, I'm coming in for a second.’
They dld'.l}:t know why, They just

Rut Cat was able to repositioa
the Tens over her pupil, and pever

Meantime, hosband David was

busy making up signs to keep Cat
Informed about what the crew

laps just to get
through the first sentence.™

explapatory mode and replies:
good of a driver you are, you're
without

Then Cat nods her assent.
They both realize the importance
of what cach other does, Cat, still
smiling over the idea of having to
read three-paragraph ‘‘notes”
whiles she’s “out there” hanging
ber tail over the edge of a curve,
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