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pokes due north. In ’76, Yates called his 
story “Northwest Passage,” and now we 
were proposing to drive almost to the real 
Northwest Passage (see map). The road is 
called the Dempster Highway, and it runs 
through Canada’s Yukon and Northwest 
territories, never entering the U.S. It’s as 
rough, lumpy, unpredictable, perverse, and 
unfinished as Yates’s 1976 L48. 

Brock called his car the Yukon Cor-
vette. We would call ours the Dempster 
Corvette. Brock traveled with then art di-
rector Jim Williams. I would travel with 
current art director Jeff Dworin. Brock’s 
car was plucked right out of the Corvette 
Group’s engineering fleet in Milford, 
Michigan, and sported a plexiglass roof. 
So would ours. Brock’s Corvette churned 
out a thundering 180 horsepower.

Screw that.
To their credit, the Corvette guys im-

mediately grasped the alluringly 
goofy notion of a Yukon redux  
and selected a famous car for 
the undertaking—the 61st C6 to 
emerge from the Bowling Green 
factory, built in 2005 as a “manu-
facturing validation build.” It 
was originally fitted with a four-
speed automatic and a 400-horse 
LS2 and served a brutal existence 
as a suspension-development ve-
hicle—known in the vernacular 
as a mule. Other drivelines came 
and went until 2006, when the car 
was fitted with a six-speed auto-
matic and the current 430-horse 
LS3, in which guise it was used 
to calibrate the latest C6.5’s trac-
tion- and stability-control systems. 
Throughout its life, our Corvette 
turned untold laps at Virginia 
International Raceway, Home-
stead-Miami Speedway, Moroso 
Motorsports Park, and Roebling 
Road Raceway, and then endured 

a European swing, laying down Goodyear 
rubber at the Nürburgring, the Ring’s 

 Spa-Francorchamps, and on 
the autobahn. Behind its wheel sat a slew 
of talented drivers, including pro racer Ron 
Fellows, the only name our Canadian on-
lookers recognized. No one knew the car’s 
true mileage. With each new driveline, its 
odometer was zeroed.

Once this C6’s jet-setting life con-
cluded, it endured further abuse during 
cold-weather testing in Michigan’s Upper 
Peninsula, then was parked for indecent 
periods within GM’s climatic wind tun-
nel, where it was alternately frozen and 
baked. At which point, alas, the Precision 
Red C6—a prototype that, like all mules, 
could not be sold—had a date with the 
crusher.

That’s when we came along, promising 

IT’S LONELY OUT THERE
When we started, the car was 
clean and the road was good. That 
soon changed. Yates’s Corvette 
(below), 31 years ago. The top of 
the Dempster, in Inuvik, is only 60 
miles from the Arctic Ocean.


