
The Aston/Taft Dynamic
By Bob and Russ Taft (a.k.a. “The Twins”)

The following is an adaptation of the histories of the families’ Aston Martins, as told to Bob and Russ Taft, by their Parents 
(Parker and Betty Taft) and their Uncle (Frank Taft); each of whom had significantly different versions of the facts.  We 
eventually decided that it was best to interview them separately to preserve family harmony. 

In the picture the left are “The Brothers” Parker Taft (88) and Frank 
Taft (80) with their Astons (‘59 MkIII and ‘57 MkII, respectively) at 
Casa Munras, Monterey Car Week 2014.  Michael Green is in the 
background.

In 1962, our dad, Russell P Taft, (“Parker” to his friends) decided to 
celebrate his 10 year anniversary of Graduating Hastings Law School 
by the purchase of a car for he and his wife Betty. This, coupled with 
the fact that his “Pushbutton” Chrysler was on it’s last legs.  (We, his 
sons were 5 years old, and our sister was 2 at the time.) Such a car 
must say “Success” without being ostentatious. MG: too cheap. MBZ 
Gull Wing - a possibility, but too difficult to get in and out of gracefully. 
Jag: also a possibility, but too common. Rolls or Bentley: remember 
ostentatious? Dad’s brother, Frank Taft was some-what a car guy, 
and offered input and advice on the matter, irrespective of need.  

While doing some legal work for a local towing & storage yard they found a ‘57 Aston Martin DB2/4 MKII (this is a car 
even had room for kids!). Parker, not having ever heard of an Aston Martin before, was informed by Frank, that “this is a 
very desirable car,” and is used by James Bond in a novel that he was reading.  It was called “Goldfinger” by a guy named 
Ian Fleming.  This was good enough for Parker!  Alas, the car was not for sale, as it had been stolen and recovered, and 
was awaiting disposition by the insurance company.  Not to be tied down by red tape, Parker and Frank got a battery and 
some fuel, fired it up, and brought it home, anyway!  Betty politely insisted that as the Chrysler was on it’s last gasp, 
perhaps he should set his sights on a car that didn’t need so much work: a tree had fallen on the hood (American for 
bonnet), it needed a windshield (American for windscreen), and although it ran, it needed work on the interior, motor and 
transmission (American for gearbox). So they brought it back to the tow company, and there it sat.

The brothers did some other legal work for British Motors in Vallejo, and the owner, Larry Albedi, told parker that he found 
another Aston, this was a black ‘59 DB2/4 MkIII very similar to the first, but a” Convertible”; (that is American for “Drop 
Head Coupe”).  At the time it was offered for $3,200 but Parker had only $2,500, so with the help of the Mechanics Bank 
(who said that they would honor the check if written for the purchase price) Parker went to San Francisco, and bought it 
(at this time, a house cost around $5,000).  The car had the current license plate that reads “AUD 007” at the time of 
purchase.  Parker brought the car to the bank, as the bank manager wanted to see it.  When the bank manager saw the 
car, he said “Damn, what a beautiful car!  For God’s sake, Parker, don’t make the payments!!”

A couple of months later, Frank received a call from “Bob” with that Tow Service mentioned earlier.  “Was he still 
interested in that Aston Martin?” as it was soon to be auctioned.  Parker looked at it for a parts-car but the cars were too 
different for the MkII to be used as a parts car. The MkII was an unusual configuration.  Aston had made most of its hard-
tops with a swept back calling it a “Saloon” this had a convertible body with a non-removable hard top, a Fixed Head 
Coupé was the official designation. 

The call came, and the car was to be auctioned.  By this time Frank was a little short on cash, so he didn’t bother going to 
the auction.  Neither did anybody else!  It was a rainy, stormy day, and Frank gets another call, and the conversation went 
something like this:

Bob: “You want that car?” Frank: “Yeah, but I don’t have a lot of cash.”  “You can have it by bidding $50, and paying the 
$200 storage fee.  I’ll spot you the $50,” “Hold on”  Frank ran down to the bar below their office, and asked “How much 
you got in the till?” “About $200” “Great, can I borrow it?” “Sure” he runs back upstairs where Bob is holding, “I got the 
$200, I’ll be right there!”

After several months  of work and a windshield from a Studebaker, the car was a driver.  Frank originally painted it 
monotone burgundy, and then discovered it was supposed to be a 2 tone, and re-painted it the in original colors.

The brothers enjoyed driving them daily and showing them on occasion. They enjoyed parking their Astons in front of their 
law offices in Vallejo.  Years passed, and Frank entered his Aston in a car show in 1976, and Russ (the coauthor) stopped 



by on his way home from school every day for a couple of months helping Frank get ready for the show.  Knowing full well 
that he wouldn’t win anything at the car show, Frank said “If we win a trophy, I’ll let you take it to the Sr. Prom” But the 
unthinkable happened, the car won 3rd!  He had to make good on the promise, realizing  to his horror, that the prom was 
not in Vallejo, but San Francisco!!  Well, Parker couldn’t let Russ take an Aston, and leave Bob without one, when one 
was available, now could he?  So Bob and Russ, drove the two Astons to their Senior Prom in a rare lack of judgment by 
their dad and uncle! (Instead of the Girls’ dad’s waiting up all night, it was the Boys’ dad and uncle who did). 

Bob and Russ and their Grandmother gave the Aston a new Vinyl top to replace the leaky original canvas top in 1978, and 
replaced much of the leather that had been weathered.  1n 1980 Parker’s mechanic had dire news, the head gasket blew, 
and the cylinder liners were toast. The block had to be machined, and when this was done the machinist had inadvertently 
put an .008” taper from front to back.  This meant that the cylinder liners could not be installed. The mechanic had also 
said he had no Idea how to fix it.  The block went to machine shop after machine shop to find someone to remove the 

taper, and no one would touch it with a ten foot pole (about 3 meters).

And there it sat, for over 34 years.

Meanwhile the Mk II enjoyed the limelight, was in several shows, was 
pampered, repainted, had it’s motor rebuilt and was driven to Monterey in 
2013 for Car Week. 

In 2012, our sister 
Leslie, put a note on 
the MkIII “Doesn’t 
anybody love me?”  
And she began 
cleaning the years 
of dust and grime off 

of the car, on her own.  Thus began the rebirth of the MkIII.  Russ 
and Frank at the 2012 Car Week, discussed what was needed to 
get the car going again.  We talked to Mike Green (son of Richard 
“Dickie” Green from West Coast British in Livermore)about the 
taper, and he said, that if your not going to race it, it shouldn’t 
matter much.  Plans were made to prepare the car, and it was 

brought to a local auto body shop, where it sat.

At the 2013 Monterey Car Week, Parker decided to attend, at the 
insistence of his brother and sons.  At one point in the Aston 
Martin gathering, at Parker and Frank’s table sat Mike Green who 
mentioned that Frank’s MkII was the very car that brought him 
home from the hospital after his birth. He also detailed more 
history of the MkII.  We knew that the car’s original owner is listed 
by AM as “David Brown Inc.” as AM’s North American Co, car in 
Oct. of ‘57.  (Subsequently documented as such by Newport 
Pagnell.)  But Mike explained that when John Wyer discovered 
that Dickie Green was representing Aston, but driving a Jag XK140 
Coupe, he told Dickie to sell it, and sent the Aston to be Dickie’s 
company car in early ‘58. 

Later that year, (2013) Frank entered the MkII in the Danville 
D’elegance, car show.  It was a benefit for Parkinson’s research, and the flyer featured Dickie Green on the cover.  Having 
at one time been Dickie’s car, Frank thought it appropriate to enter his MkII in the car show, but requested that it not be 
judged.  A few hours into the show, Frank was told to move his car.  “Why?” he asked.  “You won something” was the 
answer.  “Damn it, I told them I didn’t want it judged!” was Frank’s reply.  “Just move the car!” he was told.  He was fuming 
while we followed the directions of the docent, who led us to the judging stand.  There was Mike Green, who related the 
story of how this was his dad’s car, and how he came home from the hospital in it.  He then presented Frank with the 
“Dickie Green Memorial Award for Best Aston Martin in show” trophy!  (Frank was OK with that.)

Mike a Skilled British mechanic said that he could fix Parker’s motor! So the family set out to find all of the parts strewn at 
this time in numerous places, Parkers Basement and Garage, In Boxes at Autosport in Vallejo, At Burch Engineering in 
Napa, At Parker and Frank’s shared Garage in Benicia and off of Frank’s Mk II.  (Turns out that there are a lot of common 
parts).



The Goal: To have the car running by Car Week 2014!  This was truly a family Project.  Box after box of MkIII parts were 
brought to West Coast British (sorry Mike) and many  parts were lost or in such bad condition that new ones had to be 
made. The paint was a problem too. It had sat, largely untouched, in the body shop for a year.  There were dings and 
small dents as well as cracking in the original paint.  A friend of Bob, Troy Ornelas, came by to look at the car and asked if 
he could paint it.  He has painted Ferrari’s and Jags, But Aston was his “Holy Grail”. Everyone got into the act stripping 
chrome and insignia from the car, delivering to interior components to the upholsterer,  M&J Upholstering in Vallejo, and 
sending the badly cracked steering wheel to Oregon to be repaired.

Parts were scarce, but through Steel Wings in the east, Kevin Kaye Restorations up in Redding, British Car Specialists in 
Stockton, re purposing some Jag, Rover, other English car parts, and Russ and Frank machining parts at the shop in 
Benicia, they were getting close.  Too close. With only days to go, Parker, Frank, and even Mike started to lower their 
expectations.  “This car ain’t going nowhere!!“ was overheard several times!  “Maybe we can just trailer it down, and park 
it.”  

When it became clear that there would be no time to put the car together before Monterey, Mike let the family help 
assemble the car in his shop, while he and his son Peter were working on the motor.  It seemed like every time we got 
something done, something would go wrong.  Wrong part, bad part, FedEx missing a Saturday delivery, UPS Dropping 
the head and broke the new cam, hidden corrosion, you name it.  Friday before Monterey, the car had no chrome, lights, 
driveshaft, rear motor mount, radiator, distributor, plugs, or wires, oil filter, or interior, and the new clutch didn’t work.  

Russ kept pushing:  “We can’t give up!  We gotta get it going!”  After a marathon couple of days, the car was started for 
the first time since 1980 on Tuesday, August 12th 2014.  The next day some fine tuning, and several flushings of the gas 
tank, and the car was brought to get mufflers and exhaust to Lipsey’s in Vallejo, who stayed late to get the job done.  
Then on to the Benicia Garage where the electrical was tweaked and 
the Massive Hood (Bonnet) was installed at 4AM Thursday August 
14th.  At 8 AM, it was brought to M&J Upholstery for the interior, and 
was finished just in time for departure to Monterey THAT DAY at 
noon. 

Parker is now the happiest guy in the country!!  He plans to 
participate in many future AMOC events, and other shows.  Although 
pictured on a trailer, the car is by NO MEANS a trailer queen.  The 
car is, has always been and will continue to be “a driver.”  Look for it 
on the roads near you!


