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shop, and when not there, they were
usually doing something for one of
the nearby car dealers. And here
comes the huge thing that separates
the hectic world of today from the
amazingly picturesque world in which
John grew up. As hard as it is to
believe with today’s frantic activity
and everybody in the family running
all over the place doing their own
thing, in the sixties there was an
annual ritual in Detroit observed by
countless thousands of families — just
as much as Easter or Christmas. It
was the day the dealerships revealed
the new cars for the coming year!
Every year, on the same day, the
dealerships would cover up their
showroom windows, place the new
model cars on the showroom floor,
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stock up on brochures, promo mod-
els, and everything else they could
get in the way of promotional mer-
chandise, and then they would have a
big unveiling of all the new cars to the
local public. John remembers every
year quite well, but especially 1967.
With his father anxious for the big day
every year, the whole family would
dress up in their Sunday best (these
events usually happened on Sat-
urdays), then they went to the dealer-
ships and stood in line with other fam-
ilies wrapped around the buildings, to
see what was new and enjoy the fes-
tivities. Every year you hit all of the
new car dealerships, as many as you
could on the same day, and by day’s
end you were stuffed full of hot dogs
and hamburgers and had bags of pro-

motional loot; everybody had a blast.
Can you imagine anything like that
happening today? People don’t even
dress up in their “Sunday best” on
Sundays anymore. Regardless, that
fateful day in 1967 was a life changer
for thirteen year old John Thayer.
Once they hit the doors of
Rollie Barrett Chrysler/Plymouth, the
building was decently full of people,
but sitting right in the middle of the
showroom floor was the most beauti-
ful car he’d ever seen in his life; a
1968 GTX convertible in metallic blue
with a blue bucket seat interior, a
snow-white convertible top, and a
blacked-out hood. The color combo
itself was enough to get the boy’s
attention, with the bright white stripes
down each side, but looking at it fur-

ther, there was a huge Inland shifter with
a black shift knob sticking out of the con-
sole, and the partially opened hood
revealed a beautiful blue 440 engine with
a crazy little air cleaner on top. Dad
could see his boy had become enamored
with the car, so he let him take his time
looking it over inside and out. They left
with some of the expected brochures and
souvenirs, and there in the new GTX
brochure was a photo of the car John
had just seen, in the same color blue —
he read that thing cover-to-cover like a
comic book. They finished the day going
to the Ford and Chevy stores, seeing the
all-new SS Chevelles and the radically
new Corvette, with Ford offering the most
ho-hum new cars for 1968. That evening
at the dinner table (again, a foreign con-
cept today), Dad asked John what his
favorite new car was, as if he didnt
already know. The boy immediately
exclaimed the GTX convertible and then
went on to detail the myriad of reasons
why, just as the showroom brochure had
explained to him. That marked the end of
the yearly ritual visit to the dealerships,
which continued for many more years,
but John was never again as impressed
with any new car the way he was with
that GTX back in the late summer of
1967.

Time marched on, however, as
John grew up he started messing about
seriously with old muscle cars and, in his
earlier years, he was drawn to vintage
Corvettes, but the Mopar gene had
already been firmly placed and while he
struggled with all his Chevy and Ford
friends, buying and cruising around in the
expected typical muscle cars, the urge to
find a '68 GTX convertible lingered deep
within him. He moved to Wisconsin
where he built himself a very respectable
garage/playhouse, and that’s when his
addiction to the cars he remembered
from his youth really took flight. One of
his early big leaps into the world of
Plymouths came in the form of a 1970
Road Runner convertible. It wasn’t the
GTX of his dream years, obviously, but
the car was B5 blue metallic with a white
top and a white interior, so it did bring up
strong memories of the GTX that started
it all so he latched onto the B-body and
spent years enjoying it as a cruiser and
local parking lot show car. While he was
busy enjoying that car, another target of
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exactly like the car he’d seen back in
1967. As much as he could’ve easily
thought this was the same car, it
wasn’t. The popular line of thought
with this convertible currently goes
back to a practice that Chrysler was
known for — building small batches
of heavily optioned identical cars for
display at dealerships around the
country. We’ve seen that done with
a lot of Dodges and Plymouths, and
apparently, Plymouth did the same
with an early batch of GTX convert-
ibles. Who knows, maybe only four
or five of these were built, maybe a
dozen? But, with two cars in sepa-

rate states with very early build
dates being identical, that’s not a
coincidence. What was known of
the convert’s history showed that it
was bought new by a soldier in
Pennsylvania, and he owned it for
quite a while before selling it to
another soldier who was a friend of
his. In 1977 the GTX was traded to
Fairview Chrysler Plymouth in Erie,
Penn-sylvania and remained with
the owner of the dealership until
John purchased the car in the fall of
2013. The convert looked pretty
good, wearing an eighties or nineties
restoration, but the car was tired, as
was evidenced very quickly in his
first joy rides in the car.

Being intimately acquainted
with big block Chryslers by then, the
original 440 in the car was downright
anemic — it ran, but that’s about the
best that could be said for it. The

same was true of the clutch and
most of the mechanical compo-
nents, everything was working, but
just barely. And, as the weeks
passed and he looked at it more, it
became obvious the old restoration
was hiding a lot of rust damage — the
joys of having a convertible Mopar
that spent its entire life in Penn-syl-
vania. So, having done some proj-
ects with the legendary Mike
Mancini and his crew at American
Muscle Car Restorations, he con-
tacted Mike and let him know he
wanted to do a full show-stopping
OEM restoration on the GTX,

because it had been his childhood
dream car, and he wanted it to be
perfect. Mike readily agreed, but
since they were seriously backed up
with other restorations, the convert
had to get on the waiting list, so she
spent years in cruiser/driver mode at
John’s house waiting for an open
slot at AMCR. Finally, in 2019 , that
slot became available and the con-
vert was rushed over to the shop so
work could begin.

If you've seen our magazine
before, you’re no stranger to
American Muscle Car Restorations.
They consistently turn out some of
the finest Mopar restorations in the
country, and their resume of success
has a very long string of OEM Gold
cars in it. John’s suspicions about
rust were well-founded. As the con-
vertible came apart in Rhode Island,
American Muscle found the dreaded

rust virtually everywhere. B-body
convertibles tend to rust easily (all
Mopar converts do for that matter),
but this poor girl apparently had
taken a master class in eating salt.
Nothing is too bad or too over-
whelming for Mike and his guys,
however, and within a year they had
the body looking as good as new
inside and out, and from there, they
did what they’re known for doing;
they took an average old Mopar and
transformed it into a sparkling mas-
terpiece that is far, far better now
than it was when it rolled off the
assembly line. Everything you’re

looking at was done straight off the
broadcast sheet and fender tag,
and when John finally laid eyes on
the car again in 2023 2022, he just
about cried — he was thirteen again,
standing there with his dad and
looking at the most beautiful car
he’d ever seen. Talk about a seri-
ous time machine, you’re looking at
one right here!

As with most of their top-
shelf restorations, Bob Ashton
requested for it to make its big
debut at MCACN in lllinois that year,
and so it did, being front-and-center
in American Muscle Car’s display.
That first time out, this convertible
won the highly contested “Platinum
Pick Judge’s Choice” trophy, and in
OEM judging it scored a dead-on
perfect 1,000 points out of a possi-
ble 1,000 points, earning a
“Concours Gold” trophy — it does

not get any better than that! First
car show in the toughest environ-
ment in the United States, and the
car had a perfect score and won the
highest awards in the building! All
of which only further cemented John
Thayer’s love for this car!

Since then, the GTX has
been to several other shows, but
after coming out of the gate winning
everything in sight at the pickiest
muscle car show in the country,
what’s left to prove? John mostly
shows it now primarily because he
just loves showing it to other Mopar
fanatics who appreciate it. And no

matter how stressful or agitating the
day can get, all John has to do to
unwind is turn on the shop lights
and look at this thing. How much is
it worth to be teleported back to
being a thirteen year old? Pretty
much priceless, which is why John
is hardcore adamant that he’ll have
other cars, but this GTX will never
leave. “After I'm dead, my family
can sell it.” That is dedication!

As of this writing, American
Muscle Car Restorations is working
over John’s aforementioned 1970
Road Runner 440+6 hardtop, so
stay tuned, you’re very likely going
to encounter John again in these
pages in the next year or two.
Hang onto your dreams good
friends; sometimes it takes a lot
longer than we’d like, but if you stay
the course, things work out rather
well. =




