by Steve Serio

[ will miss The Bakery, arguably the finest donuts in all of England, but that's about it. You'd know The Bakery if you
ever visited Newport Pagnell. I'll explain....

No one is more sympathetic to the past eras of Aston Martin factories and their beautiful, rip-snorting,
glorious cars than myself. Smitten since July 1986 when I first visited Newport Pagnell and discovered how absolutely
and utterly insane was this process of creating V8s. It was my dream to become a small part of it somehow.

Where else in the world could you witness an Aston technician “listen” to the quality of a wiper motor through
a screwdriver as he was testing it while fettling away? Twenty minutes of repetitive buzzing & whirring. Simply
certifiable... that guy looked like someone had jammed that flat-head in his ear and glued him there!

[ 'watched agape as a team of engine builders looked both ways before pushing a partially built Zagato V8 across
the road to its” next station, across the street! Nice mule wheels (spare tires actually) in yellow against that freshly
painted Suffolk Red body. Nutty.

And I clearly remember recoiling at the bolt of lime green Connolly hide that Rolls Royce had just
pawned off on the leather shop, enough for at least two more full interiors. Mind you, the needed section
of cow was already painfully stitched into one of the most heinously arresting V8 Coupes I had ever seen
(destined for Oman). The lime green went well with this red & green striped white car. Oofah! (But as
they say, the customer is always right!)




Now fast forward to October 1996, and Bloxham birthplace of the DB7:The thing is, Bloxham never felt like
Aston Martin to me. [ always thought of Newport Pagnell as a proper player and Bloxham as the rich cousin who
you let join the rugby game and play because the ball was his.

Now today, the rich cousin has been usurped by the new kid and his name is Gaydon and he has taken the

ball back and beaten the snot out of lil’ Bloxham.
Don’t get me wrong, DB7s — in all their derivatives (except Zagato) - were built at Bloxham (assembled, actually)
and they are every bit True-Union-Jack-Brit as David Brown. But the place was just that, a place, not a destination.
No one ever went to Bloxham and came home slack jawed with stories of how the hammering on the panels
was gloriously deafening or spoke of the beauty of Banbury... simply devoid of any charm or glazed donut!

Fast forward again to August, 2003, to Gaydon. This place, mon ami, is a destination the way Modena is a
destination. And Gaydon is the spawning ground of the 2005 DB9.

Newport Pagnell could be outfitted today to make tractors and it would suit it. Bloxham could manufacture
Tupperware filled with vanilla ice cream and Oxfordshire children would beam from ear to ear, that’s fine. But
Gaydon is what we've been waiting for and the DB9 is the prize. Gulfstream or Bombardier could have been created
there. Gaydon is so purpose built to make serious iron, you can feel the speed growing in each new rig as they
are meticulously put together. As I roamed the new facility I felt at the threshold of a whole new age.






