Reliving My Youth     by Steve Shauger Peconic Bay Region-  AACA President 
 Below is the story behind purchasing my first muscle car in 1976 and reuniting with it 27 years later….
As I have mentioned in the past columns, we antique and classic cars enthusiast play an important role in preserving these historically significant cars. Well these cars also play a role in preserving our youth, and for me they bring me back to a simpler time. 

I would like to retrace my steps in being a certified car nut. Really, there is no denying that if there was a certification test for this distinction I would pass with flying colors. I am going to delve into how I became one and why I have chosen this year and model car.  It started in the spring of 1967 while on my way to elementary school. There I would first hear this car tearing down the back roads of suburban Philadelphia. The tone of that exhaust, the lope and sound of the solid lifter camshaft left quite an impression. It was a white with black stripe 1967 Camaro. In following years it turned out to be a schoolmate’s brother’s 1967 Z28 Camaro, one of 602 built for the Trans Am racing series.

Fast forward a couple of years to the summer of 1969, I was on Bishop Hollow Rd in my home town of Newtown Sq., Pa., riding my bike when an orange 1969 Z28 power slid into the Sun Oil research facility. Years later I became friends with Bill Scott (a member of the Penske race team) and told him about my recollection of the orange Camaro. He  stated “that was most definitely Mark Donohue driving his personal car to see me and most likely pick up some parts” . Bill ( known as Scotty) worked at Sun Oils R&D facility as a designer/machinist, but was on loan to the race team. In fact Scotty was Penske’s chief mechanic on the Grand Sport Corvette and was a member of Penske race team until the early seventies. The Penske/Donhue race team dominated just about every form of racing from Lola, Formula One and Indy, but none more so than the 1968 & 1969 Trans Am racing series, driving the Chevrolet Camaro. OK now you know how I got hooked on these cars.

Mark Donohue met his untimely death on August 13, 1975 as he prepared for the Austrian Grand Prix. Well the loss of Mark had an effect on me and my goal was finding a car identical to the one Mark drove into the Sun Oil facility.

In the fall of 1976 I found such a car in Cherry Hill, NJ. I remember driving the car home and in my town getting stopped and ticketed for several violations, no inspection, excessive speed and noise (geez give a kid a break).  Believe it or not I found out years later that the police officer was a Camaro lover too but unfortunately that didn’t prevent him from giving me the tickets. I rebuilt/restored the car in 1979-80 and had a blast driving it.  In 1981 a job transfer landed me on Long Island and shortly thereafter I met and married my wife in May of 1983. As with any young couple we wanted to own a home so we sold the car in June of 1983. I advertised the car for sale and Larry Beard, from Crockett, TX drove up and purchased the car (my wife said Larry and his wife were literally jumping for joy when they saw the car). 

I was very fond of that car and called Larry in the hopes of purchasing the car back, unfortunately Larry sold the car in 1986 and the only information he had on the car was he sold it to a gentlemen in Tyler, TX. I always kept that cars old Pa. registration in my wallet for some reason, and it came in handy because I tracked the next owner down thru the TX, DMV. So for 20 plus years I had calling the owner 2-3 times a year hoping he would part with the car. Basically the conversations were always the same; he would ask "How much is that old worth now?" and nothing more. On 10/14/09 I received the call I had waited so long for, Mark the owner was finally ready to sell. Unfortunately the next day my mother passed, so it certainly was a bitter sweet moment. Two weeks later I was on a plane to TX. The car needed some work, as it hadn't been run in over 15 years, but it still retains its original drivetrain and many of the modifications I had done in the 70’s. Well a month worth of negotiations and the great Pumpkin (my wife named it) was on her way home. Needless to say, my goal is to relive my youth and have a blast from the past. I will need to rebuild a few things, but our first outing will be on a date like we had 27 years ago.  
