All'in the Family — Including the 1968 Vette
By: David Bartek

You could say that | was born to love Corvettes. Actually | was almost born IN a Corvette.

An avid Corvette lover, my father Charles Bartek was eager to buy a new Corvette when the 1968 model was
released, and he traded in his blue ‘64 coupe for
a ‘68 safari yellow convertible. There was only
one problem. He actually placed a down
payment on a yellow coupe, six months
previously. The labor strike at GM that year
combined with the demand for the new body
style led to a frustrating six-month wait for my
Dad’s Vette. When he received a call from the
dealership indicating that the coupe was still not
in but that they had received a convertible with
the right color and options, he took it. Years
later he would tell me that it turned out to be a
very fortunate event because he loved driving
that convertible more than he ever thought he
would.

Two and a half years after purchasing his new
Corvette my Mom found out she was pregnant
with her first child (me). When Mom went into e TR shnen o Pe e S
labor, Dad rushed her to the hospital in the Vette, literally running red lights all the way. Coming home from
the hospital three days later, my very first car ride was in that Vette, Dad driving, and Mom in the passenger’s
seat cradling me in her lap (did car seats even exist back then?!). As | grew up, the ‘68 would serve as the
background for a significant portion of my life. Seemingly every childhood photo of me or of my sister had to
include the Vette as a backdrop. There are hundreds of photos of my sister and me standing in front of the '68
or one of Dad’s other cars. Over the years the ‘68 would be joined by other Vettes: a white ‘65, followed by a
gold '85, and later a red ‘98 convertible, as well as a 1929 Model A, a 1934 Ford roadster and a handful of
other more “practical” cars.

When | was around 12, Dad started teaching me to drive in shopping mall parking lots on Sunday mornings in
the ‘68. Dad'’s patience was truly tested, having gone through countless times of me stalling his precious
Vette, but he let me keep trying until | got the hang of it, and the ‘68 survived the ordeal. A few years later |
drove it in the high school homecoming parade, the back deck lid loaded down with four cheerleaders.
Throughout high school Dad would let me drive it whenever | asked, often telling me to take it out for a spin.
Later | drove it to college occasionally for a week or two but would soon return it to Dad for safe keeping. He
would always tell me that it would be mine one day. Unfortunately that day came all too soon when Dad
passed away in 2002, and the ‘68 really did become mine. When | married, and my wife and | purchased our
house, my only requirement was that our home have a three-car garage so there would be a space for it. Now
| spend most weekends out in the garage learning to work on Dad’s Vette myself, looking through binder after
binder of maintenance records that he meticulously documented on the car and gazing at the many photos of
happy times when Dad and | would spend hours in the garage working on the car together, laughing, talking
and joking around.



If only | had paid more attention and learned more from Dad about the car when | had the chance growing up,
but | suppose hindsight is always 20/20. Spending time working on that car has been cathartic and incredibly
rewarding as it is symbolic of the special relationship that my dad and | had and the passion for Corvettes that
we shared. Already that special bond is carrying on to the next generation with my 4 year-old son Zachary.
The fundamentals of his “automotive education” have begun with that shiny yellow 1968 Vette, which will one
day be his as a third generation, single-family owner. Taking him out for rides on the weekends is what | live
for, and telling him stories of his Grandpa Charlie, whom he never met -- and about the car that he loved so
much.

Stats

1968 safari yellow Corvette Convertible
327 V8 — 300 hp, 4 spd

All original, numbers matching
Air Conditioning
Auxiliary hard top



