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I have been the editor-in-chief of this magazine for over a year now, and in that time I 

have been presented with challenges, numerous challenges, and more often than not 

have brought in members of my team to assist in overcoming them.  One such person 

was Jennifer, or just Jen as she was affectionately know to us all. 

In her ‘normal’ working life Jen slaved her day away as cabin crew for British 

Airways, and at some point was even promoted to crew manager.  She flew all the time and despite 

surviving on four-hours sleep a night and having an insanely busy work schedule, she always 

managed to, firstly find the time to write for us and secondly to assist however and wherever she 

could.  She was “invaluable” in every sense of the word.  She was also the most dynamic and amazing 

person I have ever had the honour of meeting in my entire life. 

However she came from very humble beginnings, having had to overcome several of her own 

challenges which life threw at her.  The death of her mother, Kumari when she was only 2 years old 

being one such example, and having to endure a horrifically abusive relationship before leaving South 

Africa to England being another.  Yet she bravely fought on and never allowed these misfortunes to 

make her give up.  She was a fighter, right to the very end. 

Jen was a very dear friend and had many friends, but lacked one important thing in her life - love. 

When she announced somewhere around May this year that she had met someone whom she felt was 

“the one” I was not only happy for her, but incredibly relieved that this missing part her life was now 

found.  This special someone was Nadia Schapire who was Jen’s one, true love (in her own words).  

Nadia and I only had occasion to communicate after Jennifer’s passing and I was really moved by just 

how dedicated she was to Jen, and how clearly in love they were. 

She leaves behind not only Nadia, but her father Wolfhart, or just Wolf as he insists on being called.  A 

humble and incredibly patient and understanding man who I have had the privilege of meeting. 

Jen’s passing has brought immeasurable sadness to our world, and I believe that some perspective lies 

within one of her favourite quotes, “… I would rather be loved deeply by few than widely by many...” 

Rest in peace Jennifer and until we meet again, please keep the engine running. 

Leon Rehrl          editor@nakedmotoring.co.za 
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Jennifer was born on a Thursday a�ernoon, at 3pm on 18 August 

1988.  She weighed 3.1kg and was 52cm long.  She was a beau&ful 

child and had a full head of dark hair.  I can remember every detail 

of her birth as if it was yesterday, even though it was 30 years ago. 

Her mother, my wife, Kumari had never been so happy, and she 

was the perfect wife to me and mother to Jennifer. 

Three days later we took Jennifer home and my journey as a father 

began in earnest.  I was the sole provider, and worked very hard 

and long hours in a factory, but I s&ll spent every available minute I 

had with my wife and daughter.  Kumari however spent every 

second with her, and the two of them were inseparable. 

Then Kumari got sick.  Jennifer was about 18 months old at the &me 

and despite her illness she con&nued to take good care of Jennifer. 

Unfortunately her illness, which was diagnosed as pancrea&c 

cancer was stronger than Kumari; and on 12 November 1990, when 

Jennifer was just 2 years old Kumari passed away. 

There are many things in my life which have made me sad, but the 

saddest was that Jennifer never really got to know her mother, and 

as she grew older her memory of her mother faded completely. 

I was le� then, working as hard and as long as I did, to raise a baby 

girl alone.  And it was Jennifer who helped me stay focused on the 

future and to get past losing my wife who I loved immensely. 

Over the years that passed Jennifer grew into a beau&ful girl and 

not a day went by where she wouldn’t remind me of her mother in 

some small way.  Clearly the two had somehow infused with one 

another. 

School began but because Jennifer was a very clever and curious 

child she was able to both read and write before she even started 

school.  Although only in my na&ve German. 

Academically she excelled and school for her was more of a twelve 

year challenge than a difficulty.  In her en&re school career she 

never achieved anything less that 87%.  She was in short a brilliant 

scholar, and she never accepted no for an answer when it came to 

her studies. 

Unfortunately she wanted to a8end the same high school as her 

mother, which cost more a month than I even earned and to make 

ma8ers worse did not offer scholarships.  So one day, unbeknown 

to me, Jennifer got on a train, using her saved pocket money to buy 

the &cket and went inland, some 140km to visit the school.  There 

on her own my 12 year old daughter nego&ated with the school 

management to allow her to enter and remain there provided that 

she obtained no less than 85% for every test and exam.  They, so 

impressed by her will and tenaciousness accepted her terms and 

admi8ed her for the following year. 

I heard about it that night when I arrived home. 

Jennifer matriculated from the same school with dis&nc&ons in 

every subject and a year or so later le� South Africa for Europe.  

Life there was hard for a young woman on her own, but she 

survived.  And I am proud of her; as much today as I was then, if not 

even now more so. 

Within a year of arriving in Europe she started a job with Bri&sh 

Airways, which she always said was her “dream job”.  And around 

the same &me she also started wri&ng car reports on a freelance 

basis, which was her “dream hobby”.  One made her happy and 

paid the bills and the other just added to her happiness. 

But I was worried that she was lonely without love. 

During her first holiday back home she sat me down and delivered 

some news.  “Papa, ich bin Lesbisch” (Daddy, I am lesbian).  She 

then explained to me how she had lived her life, even before 

finishing school and that this truly was who she was and asked that 

I be happy for her and support her.  What father could not do such 

a thing?  So without hesita&on I told her that no ma8er what I 

would always be on her side.  It was always like this, and will always 

be like this.  Therea�er, and secretly to my horror, I will say now, 

Jennifer o�en came to me with tales of casual lovers and one-night 

romances.  However in any rela&onship between a father and his 

daughter, openness is paramount.  And we had such a rela&onship. 

And then she met Nadia, and her whole world changed. 

By the &me she stopped flying this year she had worked her way up 

the ranks and was an instructor in their flight school; training new 

cabin crew members.  Or at least she would have had she not been 

so sick. 

My daughter was an incredible person who possessed a very 

special gi�.  It was the gi� of touching people’s lives in the best 

way.  In fact some&mes even just knowing her, flee&ngly so, 

allowed her to impact upon a person’s life. 

A�er her passing my first telephone conversa&on with her 

girlfriend Nadia, which lasted well over 2 hours, made me realize 

something important.  My daughter didn’t just have a girlfriend.  

She had found her soul mate, just like how her mother was mine.  

And this made me very happy knowing that she died happy and 

feeling loved and fulfilled in love, because prior to Nadia there was 

just loneliness. 

So today I have to tell you all something about Jennifer.  Well I 

think I have done that job reasonably well. 

The fact that many admired her meant nothing to her down-to-

earth nature, because (apart from me) all she wanted was to be 

loved by one person - just one person. 

And like a wish granted by a fairy godmother she found that person 

and her love.  And I want to say thank you to Nadia for that. 

Ich werde meine Jennifer nie vergessen.  Du kannst jetzt in Frieden 

meinen Schatz ruhen.  Liebe Papa. 

.. 
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On September 19th at approximately 12pm United Kingdom 

�me, Naked Motoring magazine, it's car enthusiast 

community, and the world lost the most amazing individual 

we have all come to know at some point in our lives, Jennifer 

Müller.  Although Jenny as I liked to call her was the love of 

my life, my everything and more, my soul mate, there's definitely 

one thing I could think of that she may have loved equally to me 

and I'm not ashamed to admit it.  A�er all who could blame her and 

it's not like I can compete with a sexy slim amazingly designed to 

perfec&on in all aspects interior and exterior kind of car like the 

Pagani Huayra Roadster.  This par&cular car even gives me heart 

emoji eyes, but this tribute is not to speak of her fondness of the 

Pagani; it's to speak about her! 

Firstly, before I start, as many of you know I loved reading the love 

of my life Jenny’s columns and I did see a few &mes her wi8y 

sarcas&c sense of humor being thrown in it along with keeping you 

all - what was the words she used??? - oh right, enthralled and 

entertained.  You will all be happy to know that I too have a sense 

of humor and I may not be as funny as her or as sarcas&cally wi8y 

but I will promise to try my best to keep you all as she put it 

enthralled and entertained!  Some of you knew Jenny way longer 

than me and I'm terrified that with this tribute I won't do her 

proud.  I am the type of person who aims to please all involved, but 

my biggest priority is pleasing her with this tribute as I know she's 

looking down on me while wri&ng this probably saying, “Am I glad 

you're not a writer and are working towards being a history teacher 

because baby your English s&nks.  Oh boy does Leon have his work 

cut out for him.”  As already stated, I will try my best to do her 

proud and make everyone pleased with this memorial tribute.  So 

without further ado… 

Jenny, valued the gi� of life, whether it was at its finest or at its 

worst and the gi� of true love!  These two values that we shared in 

common brought us close quite quickly and was the core to our 

successful monogamous rela&onship.  For those who did not know 

the love of my life, my everything and more, my Princess Charming 

and soul mate Jenny, well you're now in for a wonderful treat so 

grab those reading glasses if you need them and a box of &ssues or 

for some, you might need several boxes of those (I did and am s&ll 

going through them).  If you have an animal that likes to cuddle 

then I recommend you cuddle up with them as you read this for 

two reasons; 1) Jenny loved the idea of geRng two dogs with me 

and having cuddle buddies with fur so no doubt in my mind she’s 

watching over all of us and would love to see us cuddle with our fur 

buddies as we are reading it, and 2) you may need a best friend 

a�er reading this and who be8er else then your animal cuddle 

buddy? 

Traveling near and far, seeking this ul&mate life goal of love and life 

&me adventure, Jenny has met some pre8y amazing people in her 

30 year reign; such as Hora&o Pagani among many other greats.  

From Italy to Milan to Kiev, heck all over the world you'd see her 

bubbly energe&c personality, wi8y sense of humor, caring nature 

and so much more touching lives wherever she went.  There’s just 

so much about her I could write an en&re book on what an amazing 

beau&ful talented individual and so much more that she was. She 

had a heart of gold, stubborn - but you could never be mad or 

upset at her stubbornness because oddly enough it somehow 

always worked in the par&es involved best interest and a�erwards 

those par&es knew this therefore they couldn’t be mad at her (I 

seriously think she got lucky with it always panning out this way - 

ha-ha), caring and nurturing (she would have been a great mother 

in my opinion and clearly is amazing with kids as I and some of you 

who knew her personally have witnessed), an animal lover (heck 

even my dog Indie would have le� me for her, I guarantee it!  She 

just had this knack of geRng him excited for the moment he meets 

her and will become even more of a spoiled puppy with unlimited 

amount of TLC she'd give him and all three of us knew she'd spoil 

him ro8en - ha-ha), humorous; gosh did she have such a wi8y 

sarcas&c sense of humor, intelligent just not as much with 

technology (if you’re reading this from above my love, I’m so sorry 

baby but we both know this is true and I’m sure others can a8est to 

it.)   

I’m also s&ll wondering if she was “so bad” with technology how 

the heck did she beat Kate in that race let alone know which gadget 

to get???  Kate don’t worry, if you’re s&ll baffled about that you’re 

not alone as I swear I didn’t tell her which gadget to get and am 
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right there along with you girly of being baffled s&ll.  

By the way Kate, if Jenny did wind up having to wear an orange 

jumpsuit I would have been on the first flight to SA bailing her 

pre8y booty out for obvious reasons, but I can’t lie at the same 

&me I probably would be joining her knowing my big mouth and if 

so I sure as heck will be cowering behind her while in there hoping I 

don’t become someone’s property.  Poor ol’ Wolf or Oliver would 

have had to bail us both out.  We o�en joked about ‘oh wouldn’t 

that be a lesbian’s dream fantasy?’ … we agreed on NOT REALLY! 

She possessed a talent for driving cars fast and scaring the shit out 

of people such as her dad, Wolf, and her best friend Jessica yet 

somehow she was always great at handling these beasts of a car -  

even her own 2017 Audi RS3 Sedan. 

One of the most amazing compliments that Jenny has ever told me 

about was when she did the Nürburgring,  racing a Porsche 911 GT3 

RS against the clock and when she was done The Savage (who she 

called ’D’) asked her if she was sure that she wasn't a racecar driver 

in her previous life because she's a freaking natural!  It was one of 

the &mes I could feel Jenny within our distance having a huge smile 

on her face, I could tell she felt alive and amazing… correc&on the 

word I'm searching for was FREE!  So thank you ’D’ from the bo8om 

of my heart for bringing her joy in life at that &me, being when it 

was most definitely needed!  My love of my life, Jenny, felt most 

free like she didn't have a worry or care in the world when she was 

either flying or driving.  Doing that lap, regardless that she didn't 

beat the &me because she had me in the back of her head telling 

her “f*** bea&ng the record, just please promise me you'll get 

home safely?  That track is killer figura&vely speaking and I’ve heard 

nothing but bad about that track so please I beg of you, come home 

in one piece, promise me?”  

She kept that promise - she was always good at keeping promises 

and I could tell she was upset but she was happy at the same &me 

because she finally achieved the one thing she's been looking for in 

a commi8ed rela&onship and that was to have a significant other to 

come home to or at least tell her to come home safely!  This was 

one of many ways I knew we were meant to build a life together!   

She enjoyed the li8le things in life and preferred going on a picnic 

over a loud noisy place, we shared a love for fondue and cheese, 

we also shared a love for music in all kinds of genres, among things 

that she loved of which we also had in common was the love of 

nature’s beauty, like watching and hearing the ocean’s waves 

crashing was just so relaxing, or just even seeing the sun rise and 

set in the horizon was an absolutely, astonishingly, gorgeous thing 

to see in life; watching thunderstorms was also another rare beauty 

of nature she indulged in, and lastly even the li8lest of things in 

nature such as visi&ng the ducks and watching them swim made 

her feel in touch with nature and nature’s beauty.  She was very 

knowledgeable about planes and cars along with other things.  I 

would o�en tell her to speak ‘nerdy’ to me and she'd go all out, full 

thro8le twin turbo ligh&ng speed of intelligence mode on me.  I 

have to admit I had no idea what she way saying but it always 

brought a smile to my face regardless because I knew it made her 

happy to ‘geek out’.  Not only that but she knew how much of 

a...ahhh...never mind...I’ll keep that one private LOL.   

Always respecVul of others and their feelings.  As many of you have 

read in the September issue Jenny wrote a review (her last) called 

Born To Be Wild - The Mustang GT 5.0 and it took every ounce of 

her to not demoralize the new Mustang being released in the UK 

for the first &me ever, and if you have read that ar&cle she tries her 

darn hardest to stay respecVul of American made cars.  Why you 

may ask?  Well to find that answer I strongly suggest you read the 

aforemen&oned review.  You'll love it in my honest opinion as it 

clearly shows her struggle and is quite entertaining too.  As you 

read you'll be picturing her struggle to stay respecVul but it's 

entertaining to wonder what she really wanted to say about that 

car.  She had a way with words (it was as if words just came 

naturally to her. I was supposed to be the Romeo of our 

rela&onship, but she outdid me right when it comes to the language 

of love whether it was in English, French, Spanish, Italian, Sign 

Language, etc.), and lastly, she was a kind soul and very unselfish. 

She did this amazing selfless act of making a li8le girl’s dream of 

becoming a flight a8endant come true.  When she told me about 

this and the story of mee&ng this 11 year old girl while they were 

both receiving treatment, I just fell even more in love with her and 

that's when I was even more certain that some&me hopefully in the 

next year when we were se8led in America together, and stable in 

all aspects of life together, I will propose to her and marry her!  All 

in all there was literally nothing this amazing woman couldn’t do 

especially things she put her mind to!   

Jenny was this amazingly gi�ed young woman who had her life cut 

way too short.  One thing I no&ced almost immediately was that 

she shared the same interest as myself of always wan&ng to live life 

up to the fullest and in the process of doing so finding the ul&mate 

gi� we can receive in it, the gi� of knowing what it feels like to be 

truly loved or in other words true love!  I mean a�er all we only 

have one life and we really don't take &me to look at the bigger 

picture as I once told her when having the conversa&on about what 

has become of human life and the term “love” in present day.  We 

both realized at some point in our life&me, that life is a gi� and felt 

that it should be wisely spent on taking in the beauty that it has to 

offer us each and every single day!  We learned what life and love 

has presently become (we saw nega&ves of it) and strongly were 

against leRng it take us away from having the most amazing 

adventure of a life&me with someone we can love for the rest of 

our life verses being alone - in other words we turned that nega&ve 

into a posi&ve!  

Jenny realized as much as I did that, “Life is a beau
ful thing.  We 

all know this, but we very seldom think about it.  We travel 

through it taking in some of the things we see but remembering 

only a few of the things that we do.  And most of all we tend to 

focus on the nega
ve and overlook the posi
ve. I would be rather 

using that 
me, the life that we actually have in reality, doing the 

right thing, and doing it with the woman I love.  Her name is 

Nadia and she is the most incredible adventure of my life.  
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Besides, a"er all, if you can’t share these adventures with your 

loved ones, then what’s the point anyway?  I sit here, evalua
ng 

my own life, and the choices and decisions I made along the way, 

and I know I have had a lot of fun and incredible experiences, and 

have seen so many amazing things, but I just should have had a 

few more road trips, too.  And I reckon so too should you, I really 

do.  And always remember, life is beau
ful, so use it 

beau
fully.” (Jennifer Müller, October 2018 Ed.)  

It is vitally important to me that you all take in her last words, the 

words you see above in bold italic pink le8ering, because she 

couldn’t be more right when it comes to her statement!  A wish 

that I have for all of my beloved Jenny’s readers is to, “never give 

up on love and adventure as it’s wai�ng out there for you and you 

deserve it, let alone owe it to yourself because ‘life is hard’ and it 

may not be easy but ‘you’re ge*ng through it’ so remember to 

treat yourself more o#en.  ‘Life really is beau
ful, use it 

beau
fully and make it count!!!!!” 

To my Guardian Angel Jenny, you once gave me this poem and I'd 

like to share it as you have had the same effect on me my love!  

“For The First Time” 

Into my world of darkness and silence, 

you brought light and music. 

When you lit my candle, 

I began to see and understand 

the taste and texture of love. 

For the first 2me! 

- John Irvine - 

So now your wish is my command my love, no more tears of 

sadness only happy tears and laughter is how this tribute shall end!  

I suspect by now you are a guardian angel but please remember 

love of my life that you my dear are not just any guardian angel, 

you are my Warrior Princess Guardian Angel Charming and I 

couldn't ask for a be8er true love Guardian Angel to protect me 

and watch over me!  You will forever be the love of my life, my 

everything and more, my Warrior Princess Charming, my soul mate 

and so much more.  You are one of a kind my love and there will 

never be another in this world like you.  Please keep this always in 

your heart as I don't think I ever got a chance to tell you, but you 

my dear will always and forever, as long as I shall live and even 

a�er ‘death do we part’, have the key to my heart, my temple of 

love!  Thank you for the gi�s you have given me in life.  I plan to 

u&lize those gi�s un&l we meet again at the Golden Gates where I 

know you shall be wai&ng for me.  So as difficult as it is for me to do 

this, I shall complete my tribute by saying, "I love you Jenny with all 

my body heart and soul.  Fly high, low, wherever you go with 

style, class, and the need for speed my Warrior Princess Charming 

as you are free to do so now without ge*ng a 
cket and landing 

in jail I suppose - ha-ha!” 

Love Always and Forever, 

Nadia (Your Angel) 

xoxox XxX! 

 

Photo credits Nadia Schapire 
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Back home in South Africa I own an Audi RS3 Sportback.  The 

previous genera&on RS3, a 2014 model and his name is 

Wolfgang.  I would love the new one, but owing to the fact 

that I basically live on a more permanent basis in the UK and I 

travel a hell of a lot geRng the new car wouldn’t really be a 

sensible decision… and there is the ques&on of loyalty too. 

Wolfgang is the perfect man in my life; he is always there when I 

need him, he never goes out without me, never comes home drunk 

and when he needs to perform there are never issues of ‘anxiety’.  I 

am very happy with my Wolfgang… or rather I was un&l last week 

when a Nardo Grey RS3 Qua8ro sedan was delivered to my flat in 

London… isn't this is how infidelity starts? 

Nardo, as he shall be named for this ar&cle is a younger model, and 

he clearly went to gym a lot more than my Wolfgang.  Now 

Wolfgand is the 250kW variety RS3, which is far from being ever 

thought of as a slow car.  In fact it is excep&onally quick, but the 

newer Nardo… well 294kW compared to 250kW is quite a 

difference… and to 100km/h the Nardo is at least half a second 

quicker (4 seconds as opposed to 4.5 seconds). 

Decisions, decisions… what do I do? 

The Nardo has a brand new aluminium five-cylinder turbocharged 

engine, which not only produces more power but sounds so much 

nicer… the old car is growly, but this is just more growly and more 

manly. 

The car uses the latest Qua8ro all-wheel drive system which moves 

available power between the front and back wheels dependent on 

need… and it works excep&onally well. 

The new engine is mated to a seven-speed dual-clutch automa&c 

gearbox.  The new engine, for those of you who like facts and 

figures, weighs 26kg less than the old iron block engine. 

An RS3 rides lower than an A3 by a fairly significant 25mm and the 

track is widened at both ends.  What all of this means is that it 

handles be8er than any other A3. 

Now the sedan, whilst mostly the same as its sister, the Sportback, 

does differ in a number of material ways. 

The roof for one is lower, by 12mm which allows for a slightly lower 

centre of gravity, and the rear track is 14mm wider.  It is also 

10 
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marginally longer and a negligible 5kg heavier.  In short, 

dynamically a much be8er car than the Sportback. 

The test car came fi8ed with op&onal 19 inch rims, RS 

suspension springs with adap&ve dampers, carbon ceramic 

brakes and an ac&ve RS sport exhaust. 

Inside the car, compared to the old one, there is a bit more 

equipment and splashes of colour here and there, which 

whilst not material does add something nice to the equa&on. 

Again, the test car came with the op&onal “RS Design Pack”, 

which added bits of red to the interior… the aircon vents, 

seatbelt edging, seat s&tching and branded mats. 

Nice touches, and a break from the conven&on… perhaps even a 

worthwhile addi&on. 

In conclusion the inside is really nice and there was no real issues 

insofar as material quality is concerned. 

The sea&ng posi&on though is a bit odd… you sit slightly higher than 

you should, in my opinion.  And I would imagine that a taller person 

would have to bend their legs, a bit like siRng on a normal chair 

rather than lying back with legs outstretched in a low slung sports 

seat. 

Back seat space was fine for me… but I am not the biggest person in 

the world… a tall, or larger person would find themselves slightly 

cramped.  And the boot is big… the end. 

The new infotainment (MMI) system is excellent, if that’s your sort 

of thing in a high performance vehicle, and the ‘virtual cockpit’ 

screen display in place of conven&onal instruments is an 

interes&ng, if not nice touch.  The rev counter - because it is an RS 

can be displayed centrally if you so choose. 

Something to consider… this car can outsprint an Alfa Giula QV, 

which has a bigger and Ferrari built engine, to 100km/h.  Of course 

to do that you would need a perfect pull off using the launch 

control, in ideal condi&ons… but the point is it can do it. 

My cri&cism, and perhaps the only real one, is the brakes… they 

work too well.  The pedal is so sensi&ve and the brake bite so 

vicious that you find yourself constantly wrestling against being 

forced upright and away from the steering wheel… and if you brake 

heavily… your teeth are in danger of loosening.  This became quite 

&resome in heavy traffic. 

This in part may have something to do with this car NOT coming 

with the Dynamic Plus package, which fine tunes all these 

performance improvements and makes them work together. 

However out on the open road is where this car excels over the old 

one, and perhaps even its rivals; the Mercedes-AMG A45 and the 

like. 

Pedal to the floor and it picks up the pace stupidly quickly.  And 

then there is  the ride and handling… sublime doesn’t do the 

descrip&on proper jus&ce. 

In a &ght bend you keep the power on and the car just digs in and 

grips harder… its almost as if the more you want it to lose its 

composure that it fights you harder not to do so.  It is wickedly 

awesome. 

The power seems endless and there is zero performance anxiety… 

it does what you want, when you want and how you want - for as 

long as you want… pity men don’t do this… 

There is a par&cular bit of road in Surrey where I like to do my 

tes&ng.  It is quiet, remote and the road is good… not as good as 

BOB back home, but not a bad subs&tute.  It is the right sort of road 

for a car like this; lots of twists and turns and some good bits where 

you can put on some speed. 
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The Nardo loved this road, and begged for more, so that’s what I gave it… 

over and over again.  We raced up and down it for hours, stopping 

occasionally to take in a bit of scenery, or just for a break to catch my 

breath. 

This of course leaves me with a serious dilemma - what about my beloved 

Wolfgang back home. 

I suppose one good thing about there being a new RS3 is that the old one 

will become cheaper to buy secondhand, and you wouldn’t be sorry if you 

did… unless you had a run in with Nardo and then you would realize that 

trading up is some&mes a good op&on… perhaps even a sensible one. 

The RS3 sedan costs a not too shy R 925 500, which is admi8edly quite a 

lot of money for an A3 with bitey brakes, a boot and a boosted engine, 

but oh what an engine… 

I was in love with Wolfgang, but now I have another, and I don’t feel dirty 

for my treachery… Wolfgang will understand, I know he will, because the 

new one is just so much be8er and will meet all my needs, even at the 

heavy price. 

In vehicle tes&ng we always ask ourselves, “would I buy one?” and 

admi8edly 99.99999% of the &me the ques&on is a bit hypothe&cal and 

academic… but not today because not only would I buy one, but I have 

ordered one… in Nardo Grey, with a boot, and red interior trim. 

My new love’s name is Nardo and I feel happier and more care-free than 

ever before. 

Now I just need to work harder and write more reviews to pay for the 

damn thing. 
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I am not a musician and I don’t take requests, but a couple 

weeks ago my editor made a special request.  It was to find, 

drive and review a Ford Mustang for the two sons of a 

mutual and dear friend… there was no ques&on of whether I 

would do it or not… the problem of course is that the 

Mustang is a bit old and therefore not really available in the 

conven&onal sense… so I got crea&ve.  Regre8ably my colleague 

Oliver beat me to the draw and his Mustang will feature in the 

November 2017 issue of the magazine…  so I put this together as a 

stand-alone item in honour of these two very special li8le friends, 

future readers of and, who knows, possibly even future writers for 

the magazine… or more... 

The brief was just that these two brothers, aged 5 and 6, are 

freakily and madly in love with the Mustang… well guys I have 

something VERY special for you… this is not just any Mustang… oh 

no, this is the Shelby GT350R… a more powerful and significantly 

more fun version of the standard car. 

Of course I knew that this one would be much more a8rac&ve and 

appealing for youngsters because firstly, Oliver is 100 in the shade 

and secondly boys like cool cars (as do some girls) and this car gets 

11 out of 10 on the cool-o-meter. 

Now I don’t have some secret love affaire with Ford, in fact it is 

quite the opposite.  I think Americans have done nothing more to 

the automo&ve world than systema&cally try and destroy it with 

horrible cars… in fact if one has regard for the top 10 worst cars in 

the world you will find that 7 are Americans. 

And the ‘conven&onal’ Mustang is sort of in the same pot… but my 

gi� for my li8le friends is about as conven&onal as ta8ooing the 

whites of your eyes… which interes&ngly is another American 

discovery... 

What Mr Shelby a.k.a. Ford Performance has done is taken the 

standard Mustang and thrown the engine away along with a lot of 

other major components, and then replaced them with brilliance.   

The chassis in its en&rety has been reworked with track use in mind 

as the default seRng and a lot of aero has been added, which in 

theory should add down force and improve handling. 

He also stripped out some of the heavier bits and replaced the 

wheels with carbon fibre ones… the result of the diet… a 60kg loss; 

the same as half an average American, which whilst not being 

massive is be8er than nothing. 

I do however have a small confession… I don’t hate the Mustang 

because whilst being quite possibly the poorest performance car in 



 

 14 

the know universe it is quite cool because 

of its crazy styling and raucous soundtrack 

when under the heavy foot. 

The new engine, a 5.2 litre high revving 

(8000 rpm) V8 produces a very impressive 

395kW and 583Nm, which is very 

untypically Mustang… and it is quick too.  

Zero to 100km/h in 3.9 seconds and a top 

speed of 285km/h. 

Gear selec&on is done using a rela&vely 

conven&onal 6-speed manual.  It is 

however very smooth and has a 

wonderfully mechanical feel to it… sort of 

like sliding an ar&llery shell into a cannon, 

which you fire using the accelerator pedal. 

Now this is the stuff that boys like!  

Admi8edly one of the vic&ms of the diet 

process was the back seat, so my li8le 

friends would have to take turns up front, 

but as far as special goes I don’t think you 

can do be8er than this in this par&cular 

brand. 

In fact I do understand why boys like the 

Mustang… it is a cartoon character… and in 

their minds can probably talk… in fact in 

some movie one transformed into a robot 

that did talk… how cool is that!! 

So gone is the old V8 grumble and 

welcomed is the snarly, barky, snappy and 

angry replacement.  Much, much be8er! 

I recently drove the new Ford GT, which 

will feature in the November 2017 issue of 

the magazine, and without giving too much 

away, I wasn’t overwhelmed by it… this 

one however is impressive because as 

much as it is a hillbilly playing a banjo it is 

also a prize fighter wai&ng to punch 

someone on the nose just for fun.  It has a 

naughty side… just like small boys do. 

Inside the seats are proper track spec and 

lowered Recaros and the steering wheel 

has been replaced for a 

something covered in 

alcantara with a ‘this 

side up’ strip at the top. 

Air condi&oning… gone.  

And infotainment… 

gone too thanks to the 

diet, and thankfully so 

because it would just 

distract you from the 

V8 soundtrack.  There is 

no Bluetooth or any of 

that silly stuff… this car 

was built with one 

purpose in mind… to 

thrill and excite small 

(and big) boys (and 

girls) around the world. 

The suspension and 

steering set up is 

excellent and gone is 

the floaty, inaccurate 

nonsense of the 

standard car.  This thing 

was made to race with surgical precision 

and has massive amounts of grip. 

Braking is courtesy of Brembo… need I say 

more. 

For daily road use the car is regre8ably 

useless, unless you like racing everywhere.  

But you can’t always have the best of all 

worlds all the &me.  Some&mes you have 

to choose your flavour of fun. 

Against whom would a car like this 

compete?  The answer is surprising… the 

Porsche Cayman GT4 and BMW M4 GTS… 

having driven both of the aforemen&oned I 

can say that the GT350R is not quite up 

there, but its isn't too far from the top 

either. 

Shelby have done everything possible to 

break from conven&on with this car and in 

my humble opinion 

they have done quite 

well… it is s&ll a 

hillbilly playing a 

banjo, but instead of 

plucking at the 

strings it is being 

held like a violin… 

and the bow is a 

chainsaw. 

It is expensive… in SA this car would cost 

about R 1 700 000 with taxes and import 

du&es. 

I went out on a mission to find a fun car for 

some li8le friends and found something 

very special. 

I know that they will love it because it just 

appeals to the crazy fun side of all kids… 

and some adults too. 

I hope my mission was successful and that 

the guys will look at this and their dreams 

will be fuelled with these few images and 

words. 

To do a good deed is divine, and to find a 

car like this is rare… you enter the fray 

expec&ng rubbish but instead you find a 

gem… something rare and different.  Not 

all diamonds are shiny and pre8y… in fact 

the really rare ones are usually odd shapes 

and colours, but it is those oddi&es that 

make them so special and the GT350R is a 

bit like that. 

You wouldn’t want to own one, but you 

can’t die without driving one. 
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Stu5gart, Germany: When you think of Porsche many 

mental images come to mind, but two that generally don’t, 
and definitely should not are those involving diesel engines 

and anything to do with hybrids. 

Times however are changing, and the amazing 918 hypercar 

showed us that electricity can be used for good, as opposed to the 

usual evil, soul destroying, fun killing stuff that made it so infamous 

in the automo&ve industry at the hands of the likes of the original 

Toyota Prius.  

Unfortunately the 918 is a bit rare and stupidly expensive, which no 

ma8er how good it is sort of makes in unavailable to pre8y much 

everyone.  That was un&l now… 

Enter the Porsche Panamera Turbo S E-Hybrid… a silly name but not 

a silly car.   

Admi8edly it is not the first petro-electric Panamera, but the first 

one was pre8y nasty and, in my humble view, was not, in every 
possible way, what a Porsche is supposed to be.   Reac&ons to it 

were, at best tepid. 

So how did Porsche fix this par&cular problem?  Well there are a 

few tricks that they could have used… giving it 500kW for example 

could do the trick, or a 0 to 100km/h &me of sub 3.5 seconds could 

be another, or even a top speed of around 300km/h. 

Well as a stroke of coincidence that’s exactly what they did, and the 

results are staggering!  

In fact as part of a new strategy with its plug-in hybrid deriva&ves, 

Porsche is introducing one as the range-topping model in each of its 
‘passenger car’ lines, being the Panamera, Cayenne & Macan, but 

fortunately not the classic 911—that would just be wrong. 

The new Panamera is the first of them.  Unfortunately at the &me 

of going to press we s&ll have not been given pricing in respect of 

this vehicle, or even an indica&on as to when it will be available in 

South Africa. 

What it does is combine the 14kWh lithium-ion drive ba8ery, 
100kW electric motor and high-voltage power electronics of the 

exis&ng Panamera 4 E-Hybrid ‘PHEV’ (plug in hybrid electric vehicle) 

with the 404kW four litre V8 twin-turbo petrol engine of the 

Panamera Turbo.  Sort of the best of both worlds. 

Owing to some very technical stuff rela&ng to the posi&oning of the 

electric motor in rela&on to the gearbox the car is limited slightly in 

The Porsche Panamera Turbo S E-Hybrid 
taking the best of both worlds and crea�ng brilliance 
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the torque department, however so saying 

it is not short of any… there could just be 
more, without it being necessary because 

lots of it is s&ll available from just 1400rpm. 

However it is not exactly perfect… for 

example ba8eries are heavy, and in this car 

they add 300kg, which means in simple 

terms that all the electricity really only 

adds about 10% to the cars performance 
because the power to mass ra&o takes a 

hit.  This means that the equivalent non-

electrified Panamera Turbo may actually be 

the be8er choice, if this car ends up cos&ng 

a lot more. 

So saying, the Turbo S E-Hybrid does feel 
stronger and more responsive than its 

cheaper sibling out on the road, more 

though at the lower rev range when the 
electric torque is available instantly the 

second you touch the thro8le… and in fact 

all of it is available before the pedal 

reaches the floor. 

Typically Porsche the gearbox is 

excep&onally good.  Enough said. 

Now when driven very hard, in track 
condi&ons I found the car to lack 

somewhat compared to its 

peers… the ride and handling 

appear compromised, ever so 

slightly, which I understand is 

owning to the added weight and 

posi&oning of the 300kg 
ba8eries.  And admi8edly on the 

open road the ride is slightly 

choppy as a result of the same 

thing.  However we don’t drive 

on tracks to work; and remember 

that I am not  your average 

motorist, so these minor flaws, 

whilst perhaps making the car 
slightly less desirable than, say 

the normal Panamera Turbo are 

hardly a reason to not buy the car… the 

price tag on the other hand may be. 

The steering is a bit lighter than that of the 

conven&onal Turbo which I believe is 

because of, not only the added weight but 

also the fitment of ‘PDCC Sport’ ac&ve an&-
roll bars as standard equipment.  This I do 

have to admit does taint the overall 

experience by comparison to other 

Panameras which I have driven. 

However when you drive the car in a quiet 

and civilized manner, the same which  

‘electric’ mode encourages, you will find it 
very sa&sfying.  There is plenty of low-

down grunt to get the big car moving and 

you can drive it in full electric mode for at 

least 50 or so kilometers, which is more 

than sufficient, and of course when you 

need to charge them up there is a beau&ful 

turbo charged engine to do the job.  

When you climb into the car you are met 

by a beau&fully laid out interior made from 

the nicest materials.  The seats are 

wonderfully comfortable, yet at the same 

&me very suppor&ve when needed. 

All the controls, which in typical Porsche 

fashion are in abundance are easy to 

fathom and use without the need for 
furthering your educa&on.  The 

infotainment system is good, and I found 

the nice big screen in the middle of the car 

easy to see, even in strong light. 

What is plainly evident is that Porsche have 
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put an immense amount of a8en&on to detail into this car, and that 

is what always makes driving them so rewarding. 

Earlier this year, whilst wri&ng for another publica&on I drove the 

same petro-electric setup in the Cayenne S E-Hybrid and found that 

it was a very easy car to live with. 

I am of the view that this one would be even easier because whilst 

it is s&ll quite big, it is not as big as the Cayenne and as a result 

offers something that the big SUV does not. 

The styling is, well, simply put quite plain, but very subjec&ve 
insofar as personal tastes are concerned.  I personally don’t really 

like the Panameras look, and never have, but that is just what I 

think.  Its not ugly, just plain, and not par&cularly expressive of 

much beyond sporty.  You get the feeling that the man who 

designed it doesn’t know a single joke. 

Func&onality some&mes, in my humble opinion, needs to take a 

backseat to passion and excitement. 

Would I buy one?   We let me put it like this, if you are desperate 

for a large petro-electric car and Porsche is your brand of choice, 

and you don’t have the need for an SUV then look no further. 

It is expensive; and by my guess will be at least R 300 000 more 

than the standard Turbo, but so are RS Audis and we all know why 

people buy them… 

It is a car for a very specific type of client, and maybe I am not that 

person, so to answer my ques&on, no I wouldn’t buy one BUT my 
needs in my li8le world don’t demand something quite this 

special… and that is the more important point. 

I enter the fray knowing that at some point Tesla are coming to 
South Africa, and whilst I would never dream of comparing a Tesla 

to a Porsche… in terms of pedigree, if nothing else, and that for me 

is sufficient to place this car in a league of its own. 

In conclusion I really like what this car represents, and I really like 

the way in which Porsche have put it all together.  Yes, I do have 

one or two cri&cisms, but that is also the case with virtually every 

car ever tested… it’s a subjec&ve test and what one person sees 

another doesn’t.  I think it is brilliant and really must commend 

Porsche for what they have created in this era or environmental 

stresses… they have created something kind and caring but s&ll fun! 
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As an exercise of truth   

pursuit I trolled the internet 

and discovered to my horror 

that there are cars what are 

considered to be “perfect 

for girls”. 

The list is a collec&ve of the 

nas&est nas&es imaginable; 

the Jeep Compass, Honda 

CR-V, Nissan Juke, VW       

Beetle, Toyota RAV4 and the 

like. 

My only ques&on is, why?  What I want to understand is why 

do girls get lumped with these horrors when our male 

counterparts get to drive all the proper cars, because to me 

that makes no sense at all. 

I an fact just a few weeks back was siRng in Rivonia on a 

Saturday morning having some breakfast when I saw a girl 

geRng out of a Lamborghini Huracan… and she was alone in 

the car… and driving it! 

Someone within earshot commented that, “it must be her 

husband’s car”. 

Come on people, seriously!  Are we that backwards that we 

cannot accept that a female wouldn’t want to own a Lambo?  

I really hope that we are not, because I for one cannot find a 

single reason why every girl shouldn't have one, or at least 

those who can afford it. 

We do pre8y, and we do pre8y well, but just because of some 

stupid s&gma that comes from God knows where, from God 

knows when there is some stupid belief that ALL women are 

bad drivers, and this could not be further from the truth. 

I will concede that some women are poor drivers, but I will 

also state as an absolute fact that some men are even worse. 

I have been driving for a long &me and I have also completed 

no less that six advanced and high performance driving 

training courses; not because I was a rubbish driver but 

instead because I wanted to be the best that I could be. 

In my day to day commute not many opportuni&es present 

themselves for some street racing, but occasionally and 

usually late at night there is always some boy racer at the 

lights in a modified and noisy VW Golf who wants to race.  I 

drive an Audi RS3.  There is a simple bit of maths to  be 

explained… the formula is quite simple… the RS3 produces 

250kW, yet the most powerful Golf a lot less.  There endeth 

the lesson. 

The car belongs to me.  I chose it, and bought it new three 

years ago.  I am not married, and don't have a boy-toy to 

speak of, so why would I want a high performance car instead 

of a bloody Beetle… well its simple actually; I love to drive. 

Which I believe is what the guys who own nice cars say 

when asked the same ques&on. 

I travel a lot and like to experience new things… and a lot of 

the things on my bucket list involve four wheels.  I think 

motorbikes are juvenile and SUVs are the death of 

imagina&on.  Anyone, and I mean anyone, who favours fuel 

efficiency over the enjoyment of driving should not be 

allowed to own, let alone drive a car. 

At a recent party there were a group of my contemporaries, 

in their 30-somethings deba&ng which SUV was the best for 

the family… I wanted to die… praying for the earth to 

swallow me up… 

How boring can you be???  The Americans invented the SUV 

and we have been dancing to their fiddle, or banjo, ever 

since… people, SUVs are not be8er than cars… they are no 

safer than a proper sedan or hatch, and despite what many 

think they are also generally abysmally terrible off-road.  

They cost more to keep on the road and make us look like 

stupid Americans.  So please stop buying them. 

BMW make the X1, X3, X4, X5 and X6… that’s 5 SUV 

models… by contrast they have the 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 and 7 

Series passenger cars… which if you are an American that’s 

seven as opposed to five.  So you have more choice and 

op&ons available in conven&onal and o�en much nicer cars. 

I will concede that if you need to go off-road then either a 

Jeep or a Land Rover will suffice, but please do not pretend 

that your Porsche Macan, BMW X3, VW Toureg or Audi Q5 

are even remotely comparable products.  They are good at 

what they were designed to do, and I can assure you that 

not one of the designers of any of the above looked at the 

African bush when conceptualising their crea&on. 

On topic, girls can drive, and with the right training we can 

out-drive men… shock—horror… so my advice to the men 

out there who see a pre8y chick geRng out of a Lambo… 

pay her the same respect as you would to the slimy Lolly 

Jackson (when he used to climb out of his), because unlike 

the slimy Lolly she has what it takes to make the world go 

around. 
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In a recent conversa&on 

with a friend it came to light 

that someone had recently 

told him that there are “no 

women in racing that were 

any good”… well Mister 

whoever you are, clearly you 

are not only uninformed but 

massively so… so please 

allow me to correct this 

injus&ce before this person 

further spreads these foolish 

lies. 

Women have been involved in motorsport for nearly 100 

years… ever heard of Hellé Nice or Dorothy Levi8? 

There are in fact a lot of women who race, albeit not that 

many in Formula One, but only a fool would think that F1 is 

the only type of racing that counts.  The list of different racing 

disciplines is vast! 

South Africa even has our very own girl racer, who actually 

won an F1 race… Desire Wilson is her name, and in the 80s 

she was a household name (photo insert below right). 

Here is a quote directly from her Wikipedia page, “Since 1978, 

Desiré Wilson has been recognised as the most accomplished 

female racing driver in the world.  To date, she is the only 

woman to have been licensed to drive in a CART Indycars 

event, as well as holding a FIA Super License, which enabled 

her to race at the highest level, FIA Formula One World 

Championship. In 1980, she won both the Monza 1000km and 

the Silverstone 6 Hours World Championship for Makes races, 

thereby becoming the first female to have outright victories in 

any FIA World Championship race.” 

So Mister know-it-all why don’t you s&ck that in your pipe and 

smoke it… 

Yes, I know that there are not as many women in racing as 

men, but there are also not as many men involved in fashion 

modelling as women… and that is because every industry has 

a dominant gender, and in motorsport it is men… but I am 

pre8y sure everyone knows that men model too… 

A few years ago an author named Alan Wilson wrote a book 

called “Driven by Desire”… and it was the Desire Wilson 

story… I have read it and it is a good book, so interes&ng in 

fact that I suggest you visit your Amazon or Kalahari 

bookstore and get a copy. 

I have raced before as well.  Not professionally like Desire, but 

I too have competed in races, and surprise, surprise I did quite 

well… in fact I even won one of them… and I was the only girl 

who entered. 

So there is more to this than just some misogynist chauvinist 

and clearly uninformed dismissal of the abili&es of all woman 

racers for all &me… and if nobody minds the world’s leading 

authority on the notorious Nürburgring (Norisring in 

Nuremberg) and the best driver on that par&cular circuit is 

Sabine Schmidt, who is a girl.  Men even fear her on that 

track... 

Then in the Indy 500 / Daytona 500 and NASCAR racing 

disciplines there are several girls who have done, and 

con&nue to do incredibly well.  Yes it is American and they 

don’t like turning corners, but racing is racing… why doesn’t 

our uninformed friend go tell Sarel van der Merwe that all 

his achievements amount to zero because he didn't get 

them in F1… 

And that is my point, girls can do things that men can, and in 

the world of motorsport we have a place… righVully earned. 

And to the man who made me pissed off enough to write 

this piece… any car, any day, any&me, any track… I challenge 

you to a race.  Are you man enough to accept? 
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BA 007 LHR - HND 

In normal people speak that 

is the airline flight name for 

the almost 12 hour Bri&sh 

Airways flight from London, 

UK to Tokyo, Japan.  One 

which I took recently for a 

few reasons.  The first was to 

drive the Nissan GTR Nismo 

(on page 65), the second to 

a8end the Tokyo Motor 

Show (page 82) and the third to check out the Japanese 

underground dri� scene in Tokyo.  There were also a couple 

others, which shall be revealed all in good &me. 

So when I had the opportunity on the long flight I cracked out 

my tablet, hooked it up the on-board WiFi, jumped onto the 

net and started doing some research.  The results were quite 

surprising. 

For one, and considering it is supposedly “underground” there 

is a massive amount of informa&on available on the scene, to 

the extent that you can find places where groups of dri� 

enthusiasts gather to show off their cars and to do their thing.  

I later discovered that whilst dri�ing on public streets is illegal 

in Japan, the gathering of poten&al dri�ers is not… 

DAY 1:  I landed in Tokyo and confident in my inves&ga&on 

results that night I went out in search of some dri�ers.  Oddly I 

didn't find any and had to return to the drawing board.  Then I 

remembered my interviewee last month, Leona Chin from 

Malaysia also has an online car accessories store…  

DAY 2:  So I went out and found a non-online version of the 

same thing and spoke to some youths… I explained that I was 

in town for a few days and wanted to check out the dri� 

scene.  Clearly they were sa&sfied that I was not some sort of 

undercover cop and gave me an address where “some people 

with cool cars” would be geRng together later that night.  I 

was in business!! 

The address was good and when I got there the “some people 

with cool cars” turned out to be about a hundred car owners 

and about 200 more fans… it was like a conven&on.  The cars 

were cool, very cool.  You see in South Africa we have 

spinning, with is basically ‘throwing doughnuts’ - going around 

and around in a circle in an old 3-Series BMW… the cars are 

rubbish and the driving skill non-existent.  Dri�ing however is 

something completely different.  For one all of the cars were 

Japanese, and the majority late models. 

And then there are the modifica&ons. 

Body, braking, suspension and engine modifica&ons to die for, 

and all of it looked like it was done professionally and not by 

some guy on the side of the road with a gas welder.  Even the 

tyres are special, and not just cheap (like here) because they 

are going to get burned up.  In fact some of the tyres even 

emit different colour smoke… I did however establish that 

whilst it may look good these coloured smoke tyres are not 

preferred by dri�ing purists because they just don’t work as 

well. 

Some of the cars were so modified in fact that it was difficult 

to determine what exact car it was (originally).  I loved it!! 

Even as an outsider I was treated cordially and despite 

language hurdles was assisted as best as could be expected in 

the circumstances…. but this was up to this point just a car 

show… I wanted to see dri�ing. 

DAY 3:  S&ll no dri�ing.  Apparently the gathering of the 

previous night was a staging ground for arranging further 

meets for actual dri�ing, but I had been given some 

informa&on… 

Much later that day I found myself in a very crowded open-air 

parking area where I found a lot of the cars from the previous 

night, and quite a few others in a8endance.  Everyone 

congregated on one end and the car park, which was 

significantly large had been marked out by li8le road cone 

type things with small flags on top of them.  What they had 

laid out was a course… 

One by one the cars went through the course each trying to 

beat the &me of the last… and at the end there was a winner 

who took home the pot (presumably of cash).  And the level of 
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I was recently in America and to 

be more specific one place was 

Las Vegas, which apart from 

being the most vulgar place on 

earth also seems to be the 

American capital of drag racing. 

Drag racing of course being the &me honoured tradi&on of lining 

up two cars and then when a flag drops they race off and the first 

one to cross the finish line, which is usually a quarter-mile away 

(that would be 400m in the free world). 

Unfortunately Americans have only very recently managed to 

learn the secret of how to get power out of engines, so the 

majority of these drag cars are generally not very nice.  

Fortunately some Americans also know that in countries like 

Europe (they do actually think Europe is a country) there are cars 

which are not only powerful but fast too. 

One thing though that I no&ced, in contradic&on to the Fast and 

the Furious film franchise is that there are very few women 

actually doing the racing - but instead they are the ‘flag girls’ who 

wave flags, socks, knickers, or whatever else that can be waved 

around to start the races.  And I have a problem with that. 

Now before I am accused of being some feminist ac&vist please 

understand that I am not, and in fact I know that there are things 

which woman can’t do which men can.  Carrying heavy objects 

being one of them, unless you are Russian and chop your own 

wood.  Arm wrestling would be another - unless you are also 

Russian and chop your own wood.  And so the list goes on. 

What we do know however is that when it comes to driving, 

especially in a fast line, where the only required skills needed are 

to pull away fast and change gears even quicker whilst holding 

the steering wheel straight is something which women can do 

just as well as men.  Except we are generally lighter - unless you 

are Russian and chop your own wood - and therefore should 

actually be be8er at racing because as we all know less weight 

means more speed. 

Flag girls rock up wearing hot pants so short that most of their 

arse is s&cking out the bo8om, which is fine on most days if 

that’s your thing, and their shirts are too &ght, which again is 

perfectly fine if that is what makes you happy, but to think that 

we are only good at flashing our bums and boobs just before 

waving some silly piece of cloth is a mistake.  A monumental 

mistake. 

So I felt that there needed to be some balance restored to this 

terrible injus&ce. 

No surprise then that an hour later I was at a car rental agency 

which specialises in the hire of exo&c cars - it is Vegas a�er all 

where quite literally everything is available - and a�er filling in 

some forms, one of which promising not to partake in 

motorsports, and then frightening my bank manager with a large  

amount of US Dollars pre-authorised on my credit card, far 

exceeding anything else I had  before pre-authorised I drove out 

in a Ferrari 458 Italia.  Admi8edly not the newest car in their 

stable, but s&ll a brilliant piece of engineering. 

Later that day I found myself at a drag race spot and wangled my 

way in.  Maybe they thought I wanted to wave a flag? 

Three races is all I par&cipated in and I am very proud to say I 

won them all, and enough US Dollars to lower my bank 

manager’s heart rate.  In fact my winnings covered the $ 1800 

hire and insurance for the 458, and le� some change, which was 

spent and lost with reckless abandon and wanton disregard at 

the hotel casino… easy come, easy go…. and its Vegas baby! 

Two of my opponents were American muscle cars; a typically 

souped-up Lincoln something or the other, and an even more 

souped-up old Chevy Camaro, and the third was oddly a 

turbocharged Lamborghini Gallardo.  Unfortunately there is a bit 

more to going fast in a straight line than all-out power, so the 

smaller and least powerful car won.  Lesson learned. 

The biggest shock for my opponents was the fact that I am a girl.  

I then approached one of them a�er the race and asked him if 

his car was running properly… his answer will go with me to my 

grave… he said, “I dunno, I don’t usually race during the week”. 

And they, the Americans, have the bu8on which can destroy all 

life on the planet… very worrying. 

So I am now a race girl, by American standards, and all I had to 

do was rock up in a stock standard European supercar to beat a 

bunch of hillbillies at their own game. 

And the best part, is that a�er the race I even got to wave a flag, 

although I did so with more dignity and didn’t have to wave my 

bum at anyone.  The difference is I did that a�er winning three 

races… and that makes a big difference in my book.  The End. 

THIS GIRL CAN 
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In the last three months I have 

been to a dozen countries spread 

over five con&nents.  In and 

during that &me I have slept in 

many hotels, a8ended several car 

launches and test driven several 

more.  This is my passion and the thing I love more than anything 

else, but sadly it is not my permanent job.  Motoring journalism 

just doesn’t pay enough to sustain my lifestyle. 

Now admi8edly I am my own worst enemy because I like nice 

things, and nice things cost money.  My car (in SA) for example is 

the new Audi RS3 sedan, which cost me a frac&on over R 1.1 

million, and in the UK, where I spend more &me I have an older 

RS 4 Avant (with the V8 engine).  I just like Audi RS cars. 

People are strange things though and they cri&cise those who 

indulge their likes and wants, as if spending my hard earned 

money is some sort of mortal sin.  Buddy, I earned it and I will 

spend it on whatever the hell I want. 

I am single and don’t have children, so its just me.  Which is sort 

how I prefer it anyway. 

Now my first piece for this column was about how men are 

cri&cal of women who drive nice cars, and of late I think it has 

actually got worse and therefore needs more men&on. 

I am not some feminist ac&vist sort; in fact my stance is 

completely the opposite.  I don’t think women are be8er than 

men.  I just know we are equals. 

Now owing to an agreement with my primary employer I can’t 

reveal their name, but I can tell you what my job descrip&on is.  I 

am a senior flight aCendant for a commercial airline.  An air 

hostess if you prefer.  A glorified waitress in reality.  But 

thankfully and mercifully I mostly work Business and First class.  

All day, when flying, I have to tend to the whims and wants of 

wealthy people, and that’s all good because when someone has 

forked out well over R 100 000 for a First class seat he, or she, is 

en&tled to, within the realms of reasonableness and possibility, 

demand whatever they want.  And I as a servant of the airline am 

paid and obliged to provide same.  That’s just how it works. 

However one thing that does creep up pre8y much on every 

flight is the Casanova type, usually married, who tries to chat you 

up with fantasies of the ‘mile high club’.  It is however something 

that comes with the territory, and however unwanted you just 

smile and pass the slimy thing his expensive champagne. 

My job also allows me access to the sort of people who either 

own, or have access to pre8y much every type of car on the 

planet, and that for me is a very good resource. 

You see my job also allows me to indulge my true love and 

passion, so I will put up with whatever I need to in order to get 

my skinny bum to another place and into another car. 

This is of course a lot like driving a nice car.  When you buy it you 

part with lots of hard earned money, have to make certain 

concessions like regular servicing, and have to now and again put 

up with unpleasantries like traffic jams and traffic cops trying to 

catch you when you try to enjoy your purchase more than they 

think you should. 

Now why is that?  My li8le Nardo grey RS 3 for example can do 

280km/h, so why can’t I drive it at that speed if I want to?  Surely 

I have paid for the privilege? 

If you buy an Economy &cket you get pre8y much a seat, a crap 

meal and small drinks in a stupid and miniscule plas&c cup that 

tries to cut your bo8om lip with every sip.  That’s pre8y much 

about it.  In Business however you get a lot more, and First - well 

there pre8y much the sky is the limit. 

It should be like that on the road.  And women should not have 

to put up with stupid chauvinist dribble about us being worse 

drivers.  I had a recent conversa&on with a friend who told me 

about someone who won’t let his wife have a fast car because 

she will drive it fast.  Maybe he also lengthens her chain every 

now and again and lets her out of the kitchen… what the hell is 

wrong with people?  Seriously!! 

If Mrs who is married to an idiot decides that her motoring 

future involves a BMW M4 Compe&&on then she should go and 

damn-well get one and drive it anywhere and anywhere she 

pleases as fast as she wants. 

There is no such thing as not knowing how to drive, what with 

the hundreds of schools which offer advanced driver training. 

I really believe that you buy the right to enjoy something special 

when you buy something special, otherwise what is the point of 

geRng the thing if you can’t put your feet up, sip French 

champagne and have a back massage at 33 000 feet. 

Or drive it fast on a smooth and open highway. 

So there is very clearly a lot more to life than just “chicken or 

beef”. 

THIS GIRL CAN 
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Lisbon, Portugal:  I am in sunny Portugal to drive two cars.  

Both performance sedans, and both oddly are the same 

colour - electric blue (or whatever it is actually called).  This is 

the first… the all-new BMW M5.  The second you will 

encounter as you read on. 

I am not a huge BMW fan, and although there is nothing wrong 

with their cars, I just prefer another brand.  So saying I do like their 

M spec cars a lot more than their standard models.  And like it or 

not the M5 is the performance sedan benchmark. 

It is however now, unlike its predecessors, quite a technical car. 

The piece of hardware in the new BMW M5 of which BMW is the 

proudest - and there is a lot of hardware in the new BMW M5 - is a 

li8le black box under the bonnet which according to 

Dirk Hacker, BMW’s M division’s vice president of 

engineering, is “the real breakthrough”.  Something 

that they call the Central Intelligence Unit which 

integrates the controls of all the new M5’s hardware 

subsystems in one place. 

Hacker says that it will, “control every subsystem 

governing lateral and longitudinal dynamics - an 

automo&ve one ring to rule them all”. 

And in the M5, there is a lot of hardware to rule.  The 

main a8rac&on being a 441kW engine and a four-

wheel-drive system to deliver it, for the first &me in an 

M5. 

Perhaps for the first &me in a proper M car if you’re disinclined to 

count X models, as I’m happy to.  

It’s a variable 4WD system, with three modes of its own, and an 

ac&ve M differen&al at the rear, as on rear-wheel-drive M cars.  But 

there are more hardware and so�ware systems than just these, 

too, and this is where the problem starts. 

I men&oned that the car is “quite a technical car”… that is in fact a 

complete understatement.  It is in fact massively technical, and 

technical means complicated. 

Unlike the other M cars, the 2, 3, and 4, the 5 outwardly is pre8y 

normal looking and the untrained eye would struggle to set it apart 

from, say, a M550i.  It doesn’t have silly spoilers, wings and flared 

The all-new BMW M5 
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wheel arches. 

Look closer, though, and the hints of the underlying 

performance are there.  There are acres of cooling vents at the 

front.  There’s a diffuser flanked by quad exhausts at the rear. 

It also has a carbon fibre roof, which whilst not being very 

subtle does shed a decent amount of weight, thus lowering the 

cars centre of gravity.  There has also been a liberal use of 

aluminium to shed more weight.  Admi8edly, over the 

outgoing model, they have shaved off only 15kg, but less is s&ll 

less. 

BMW have tried very hard to keep the car perfectly suited for 

the execu&ve market, and in my view succeeded. 

The gearbox is now an eight-speed torque converter automa&c 

rather than a dual-clutch auto, which usually has the 

advantage of being slightly lighter.  I think it ma8ers here too 

because, for all the improvements in dual clutch boxes, a 

conven&onal auto is s&ll more refined at low speed.  Upshi�s 

are quick enough for me on autos - dual clutch boxes have the 

next gear-up engaged so kickdown takes a while on those 

anyway and, under braking, blipping the thro8le means that to 

an extent it doesn’t ma8er how fast downshi�s are. 

So, as with, say, an Aston Mar&n, I think a full auto would 

probably suit an M5 anyway. 

The gearbox is connected to the back of a 4.4 litre V8 engine, 

as in the previous-genera&on M5, but there’s quite a lot about 

it that’s new here.  It has new turbochargers and a higher 

injec&on pressure (350 bar, incidentally), new cross-bank 

exhausts and a smaller, more efficient cooling system. 

The upshot, in addi&on to the 441kW (at 5600-6700rpm), is 

752Nm from as low as 1 800 rpm.  That translates into loads of 

pulling power. 

In a complete departure from tradi&on BMW decided that 

441kW is too much for the rear wheels alone.  However, as 

with most 4WD systems like this, it’s largely rear-biased, so 

most of the &me when you’re driving, even in standard 4WD 

mode and with stability control fully on, this rear bias is what 

you get, which is admi8edly in keeping with the tradi&onal feel 

of a big M car. 

And that is how it should be because even 50:50 split systems 

are prone to understeer. 

My issue however comes with the number of op&ons you have 

for driving it around.  There are several driving modes; eco, 

normal, sport, sport  plus and so on.  However within each of 

those are more op&ons.  In the most aggressive mode for the 

steering, thro8le, gearbox and suspension there are three 

modes for EACH… which by my calcula&ons is several thousand 

possible setup combina&ons, and this is far too many. 
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What happened to the good old days of 

one ‘M’ bu8on which turned it from a 5 

Series into an M5?  Now you can configure 

the thing in so many different ways they 

have given you two M bu8ons, red things 

on the steering wheel, and each can be 

separately programmed for a different ‘M’ 

mode… M1 and M2… sounds like the 

names of motorways and not driving 

modes. 

And then there are several trac&on control 

seRngs to further complicate things. 

When I get into a car I want to drive it, and 

not spend a fortnight seRng the bloody 

thing up before seRng off.  In the pursuit 

of technical excellence I feel BMW have 

lost their way quite badly. 

By comparison in the Jaguar XJR 575 there 

is a li8le bu8on with a checkered flag on it.  

Press it and it engages the driving mode 

where Jaguar feel a checkered flag is 

appropriate - racing.  And when its not 

ac&ve the car is in normal mode… the end. 

Then there is the 4WD system… also 

hugely complex, and in my view 

unnecessarily so. 

You have 4WD, 4WD Sport and 2WD.  4WD 

is the normal mode, 4WD Sport is the 

mode where there is more rear bias, and 

2WD is rear wheel drive only.  Why?  The 

last two in a real world environment 

basically are the exact same thing. 

However despite the engineering degree 

needed for geRng the car into the ‘just 

right’ mode, once it is set up and you are 

driving it in anger it is ballis&c.   It snaps 

and snarls under heavy accelera&on, and 

the tail slides about.  This is how an M5 

should be! 

When however you aren’t trying to get 

somewhere fast the thing drives and 

sounds like a much smaller, and non-sporty 

5 Series. 

The ques&on always with cars like this is 

how do they compare to their rivals, 

because the segment is very compe&&ve.  

Such rivals would include the Mercedes-

AMG E63, the Jaguar XFR, Porsche 

Panamera Turbo, Audi RS 7 and perhaps 

the Alfa Romeo Giula QV. 

The answer is quite well.  The M5 is refined 

and subtle, but delivers loads of punch.  It 

can do 305km/h and sprint from 0 to 

100km/h in 3.4 seconds, yet is comfortable 

enough for an in-car mee&ng between 

some execs without having to either shout 

over the car, or remove their dentures 

owing to hard suspension. 

It is stupidly complicated and there are 

way too many bu8ons that do things which 

should not be something a driver of a 

luxury vehicle needs to do. 

These are sold to middle-age execu&ves 

and not racing drivers. 

It is very good, and if you don’t get bogged 

down with the bu8ons can be loads of fun 

too. 

Quite why you need two M shortcut buCons completely escapes me and is one too many 
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I turn thirty this year and 

for me this is a significant 

moment.  Not because I 

have some stupid and 

irra&onal fear of growing 

old.  That is just the 

inevitability of nature’s way, which can be, and usually is, a cruel 

mistress. 

However the significance is that I won’t be in my twen&es any 

longer and therefore need to (perhaps) grow up and take a more 

mature approach to life.  Or not?  That is the ques&on. 

I drive fast.  It is my thing.  I love high performance cars.  My 

thing too.  But does that need to change?  I don’t think so. 

You see when a person around the fi�y mark runs out and buys a 

Ferrari it is viewed as a “mid-life crisis”, yet, if that same person 

always drove Ferraris from, say their 30’s then it would just be 

the norm and they would be praised for not becoming a slave to 

the stereotypical ‘family man’ or ‘homebody’ expecta&ons. 

In my li8le world, which as far as I am concerned is perfect, I 

have two homes, a car at each, two jobs that I love; one of which 

allows me to see the world and the other puts my skinny bum in 

the seat of many, many different cars, I have zero rela&onship 

a8achments and enough financial freedom to the extent that I 

am happy and can do the things I want to do.  I also have no real 

debt to worry about and when I get a bit bored and want to go 

out and play I can with complete freedom, and on my terms. 

So now, why is it that society insists that I trade in my current life 

to ‘se8le down’ and probably drive a beige sta&on wagon, pop 

out a few kids and cook meals for an adoring husband?  The 

thought alone nauseates me. 

Now when you look at all of this in context you will see that 

society is in fact quite ignorant and perhaps even stupid. 

Look at the situa&on on our roads, for example, where people 

are smashing and crashing into one another like luna&cs every 

day just to get to work on &me.  It is u8er madness. 

And this got me thinking. 

The legislators of the world decide pre8y much, on our behalves 

apparently, what it best for us and then dictate how we should 

do certain things, yet none of them have ever thought about 

how to make people enjoy their ‘old age’.  You see, if you are the 

sort of person who doesn’t love your skin covering, then you 

would go out and buy a motorbike, but depending on numerous 

factors, principally what sort of license you have, the size of the 

bike’s engine is restricted.  And this is because the legislators 

have miraculously figured out that bikes are stupid, dangerous 

things which require varying levels of skill to drive. 

So, why not apply the same logic to cars? 

I am not just, of course, referring to the engine size but also to 

the type of car factoring in your age and such. 

Therefore if you are a young, newly licensed driver then by law 

you are restricted to a small hatchback with an engine no bigger 

than one litre.  Then things like addi&onal and advanced driving 

qualifica&ons get considered and should you be deemed to be a 

good driver then you are allowed to buy a proper car. 

But once you pass a certain age you may then only buy sports 

cars and if you are in your fi�ies and caught in a beige sta&on 

wagon you go to jail.  Obviously exemp&ons may be granted in 

excep&onal circumstances, such as when transpor&ng more than 

one child around and going on you annual family holiday. 

I think this will make life much more happier for many people 

because you can never be accused of having a mid-life crisis - you 

can just blame it on the law makers, “… I really wanted a Peugeot 

3008 but it’s the law, you know…” 

In job number one I get to meet all sorts of people, and when 

working first or business wealthy ones too.  And they all have 

more than one car.  The Range Rover for school runs and such 

and the 488GTB for themselves, when they want to enjoy life a 

bit.  We really should take a lesson from them. 

And before arguments about how expensive cars are get voiced, 

please consider that a second hand Mini Cooper S conver&ble is 

also a fun car and doesn’t cost five-bar. 

Life is way too short to be miserable, and we really should make 

every effort to have as much fun as possible. 

There are those boring, kill-joys who spout rubbish like “cars are 

just transport” or “… that’s a waste of money”.  To those people I 

have only three words.  SEEK PROFESSIONAL HELP. 

I love life and am glad that nearly three decades have passed 

which have not been wasted in meaningless board mee&ngs and 

PTA func&ons.  Just last night I was out in Los Angeles, clubbing 

my arse off, and it was brilliant.  I wandered back to my hotel at 

some ungodly hour and woke up feeling fantas&c, because I 

didn't spend the evening in the hotel room watching television 

wai&ng for death. 

So, go speak to you bank manager if you must, and go find 

something exci&ng to drive.  And when your significant other 

ques&ons your sanity, remember to tell them that you “… heard 

somewhere that there might be a law passed, so you are geFng 

ahead of the rush..”  I don’t know if it will work, but your 

happiness ma8ers most.  #justletmedrive 

THIS GIRL CAN 
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During the last month I was 

in Japan three &mes, and 

on the last I had a few days 

off, so I called my friend 

and colleague Ichika Saito 

to see if there was anything 

interes&ng happening, motoring wise, whilst I was there. 

She informed me that there was only some amateur rally racing. 

Now I have done a vast amount of high performance driving, 

plenty of training and even raced compe&&vely a few years back 

- all of which was on a track.  Now there is a very good reason for 

this. 

Sand, ice, mud, slush, grass, dust, dirt and gravel are not surfaces 

conducive with trac&on.  In fact they do the complete opposite. 

On tar you know what your grip is and you can use it properly, 

but on any of the other surfaces keeping a car going exactly 

where you want is an act of witchcra�, because when the wheels 

aren’t in contact with the road in a meaningful way, you have 

quite simply lost control of the car.  Rally racing of course falls 

squarely within this realm of dark magic. 

Rally cars are very powerful, light and fast - none of which are 

quali&es that benefit from zero trac&on.  Take farm equipment 

for example; a tractor can plough a field and pull stuck 4x4s out 

of holes because it is big, slow and heavy. 

Ichika is also a dri�er, and as we all know dri�ing is quite a 

technical and difficult thing to master.  Just ask Malaysian racing 

and dri�ing sensa&on Leona Chin who I interviewed last 

November. 

So when we met up and she told me that we were going to the 

rally I just assumed, foolishly as it turned out, that we would be 

spectators.  However once we arrived and she started gearing up 

I realised that only one of us would be specta&ng and the other 

would actually be driving. 

Her navigator, some guy with an impossible name, introduced 

himself (in Japanese) and le� to help check the car - a Subaru 

WRX STi which I suspect had also been modified quite a lot. 

So as Ichika and the guy got ready, did their pre-flight checks and 

eventually set off I wandered about in search of a good, and safe 

place from which to watch the race. 

It then dawned upon me - rally’s are bloody dangerous things. 

I am of course not talking about the racers but rather the 

spectators.  Firstly you are standing on the side of a dirt road, 

with very li8le in the way of protec&ve barriers which would 

actually work.  A hay bale may slow down a speeding car, but I 

can’t imagine that being hit by a flying hay bale would be very 

nice.  And then there are the woods… filled with murderers, 

deviants and things that want to bite and s&ng you. 

And its damn dirty.  Rally cars kick up massive amounts of dust 

which trails behind the cars, but se8les, always, on the 

spectators and their things. 

At some point I needed to heed nature’s call.  So like a wild 

animal I wandered off into the murderer and bitey thing filled 

woods in search of some privacy - probably being watched by 

some deviant the whole &me. 

It was a nightmare.  And when a car eventually came past, the 

joy of seeing it was brief and replaced by the inconvenience of 

not seeing anything at all un&l the dust se8led. 

I managed to see Ichika racing past; sliding and struggling to 

maintain control of a car which was totally uncontrollable. 

Rally racing is something which defies the laws of physics and 

nature because the driving condi&ons are unspeakably bad and 

quite why anyone would want to drive like that beggars belief. 

Therefore at the end of this all I am le� with only one obvious 

and inescapable conclusion .  Ichika Saito is a witch. 

THIS GIRL CAN 

Time to take a deep breath, because you can’t breathe dust... 
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Have you ever wondered 

why cars involved in 

accidents burst into 

flames?  Well the obvious 

answer is that petrol leaks 

from a ruptured fuel 

system, or tank, and then is ignited by some sort of spark, usually 

either electrical or hot exhaust in origin.  Simple.  So, why then 

do electric cars burn like motherf***rs? 

They have no fuel, save for volts, inside them.  They don’t have 

fuel lines, fuel tanks, hot exhaust pipes, or any combus&ble fluids 

to speak of.  Their ba8eries don’t even have acid inside them, 

like a normal car ba8ery. 

And that is the actual glitch. 

You see electric cars need a lot of power.  Tons of it in fact, all 

measured in kilowa8 hours (kWh), and a conven&onal 12v car 

ba8ery makes about 0.5kWh, which wouldn’t drive an electric 

car more than a few hundred meters, if that, at a snails pace. 

EV ba8ery packs in fact kick out anything from between 50kWh 

to 200kWh, whilst plug-in hybrids - which have normal engines 

too - have much smaller ba8eries as they only need between 

5kWh and probably 20kWh, at most. 

But that is just capacity.  The biggest problem is that they are not 

lead-acid ba8eries, like the ones found in all normal cars.  They 

are in fact filled with Lithium-Ion cells. 

This means that they can hold more power and occupy less 

space. 

However Li-Ion ba8eries come with a very unique problem of 

their own - they burn rather nicely, and are extremely hazardous 

when compromised. 

There is a famous case of a Boeing which was operated by DHL 

Couriers which caught fire mid-air and crashed on landing killing 

the flight deck crew.  When the inves&ga&on was complete it 

was found that the cargo, comprising mainly Li-Ion ba8eries, had 

spontaneously combusted and burned at such a high 

temperature that it rendered the aircra�’s fire suppression 

equipment inoperable.  In short what happened is that one, 

single ba8ery was damaged, and it short-circuited internally, 

heated up and ignited.  The fire then damaged the ba8ery (cell) 

next to it which short-circuited and ignited, and so the fatal chain 

reac&on began.  It is called thermal run-aways. 

As a result thereof new cargo containers were designed, and 

safety systems improved. 

That’s all good and well if you are flying Li-Ion ba8eries around, 

but what if your car is powered by the damn things? 

Tesla has been plagued by reports of electrical issues and 

subsequent fires.  And there are enough photographs doing the 

rounds to substan&ate fears that owning one could end in 

tragedy, but is that really the case? 

I know for a fact that Tesla now surrounds their ba8ery packs 

with a &tanium housing.  And as we all know &tanium is 

incredibly light and bloody strong.  The reason is to prevent the 

ba8ery packs being penetrated and damaged in accidents, and 

to date all evidence is that it works.   But there is another 

scenario which no amount of &tanium can fix.  Of course I am 

referring to the DHL flight-tragedy problem. 

Not that long ago some journalists were tes&ng a Tesla Model X 

when suddenly a message popped up on the huge display screen 

warning of a charging problem.  Minutes later the car was as the 

side of the road in flames.  The photos below are of a Model S 

suffering the same fate, because as you can clearly see there is 

no other vehicle near it. 

I am not sugges&ng that Tesla makes dangerous, inflammable 

cars and fortunately the fires take a while to get going, so 

nobody ever gets hurt, but all I am saying is that electric cars, 

which means EVERY electric car has the poten&al to be prone to 

this problem un&l the scien&sts of the world figure out a new 

way to make LI-Ion ba8eries.  And that is something to bear in 

mind when you think of the environment. 

THIS GIRL CAN 
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A few years ago BMW launched a range 

of promo&onal material for their, then 

new F30 3 Series.  The catch phrase was, 

“Passion Wins”. 

The campaign in every print 

adver&sement presented two 

possibili&es, such as in the example 

below, of ‘free choice vs. compromise’, 

but ‘passion wins’. 

I recently par&cipated in the big, small 

SUV test with 6 of my colleagues and got 

to drive all their cars.  I picked the Volvo 

XC40, and not wan&ng to spoil the 

surprise I won’t tell you which car won.  

However having driven the others, which 

comprise the Ford Kuga, VW Tiguan, 

BMW X1, Audi Q3, Mazda CX-5 and DS7 

Crossback I can comfortably say that the 

statement of “Passion Wins” doesn’t 

always make perfect sense. 

Of those cars three were German, one 

French, one Swedish, one Japanese and 

the last Anglo-American (not the 

company). 

We all know that Germans however 

precise and focused are not, by default at 

least, a very passionate people and this 

resonates in the cars they produce.  Of 

course passion includes things like 

spontaneity and surprise, which of course 

could nave never been said about any 

German car.  I need only look at the 

Porsche 911 to prove this allega&on. 

But here is the flip-side, people are 

passionate about German cars. 

Take Volkswagen for example.  There are 

millions of people all over the world 

ready to go to war with anyone who even 

dares suggest that VW make rubbish 

cars.  You don’t get more passionate than 

that.  The same goes for BMW, Mercedes 

Benz perhaps to a lesser degree, but 

definitely so in the case of Audi. 

I personally own two Audis, both RS 

models - one old and one new - and am 

deeply passionate about them, yet Audi 

Sport is not exactly the hub of unbridled 

passion. 

But there is another coin too. 

Take the other brands.  When you think 

of a Volvo only one word springs to mind.  

Safe.  People like Volvo cars, and Volvo 

likes making cars, but there is about as 

much passion in a room of Volvo 

engineers and owners as there would be 

in an undertakers office.  Yet people s&ll 

buy Volvo. 

Japanese people are passionate, very 

passionate in fact, about all sorts of 

things.  Punctuality, efficiency, 

effec&veness, tradi&on, manners, culture 

and so on.  Even in a slightly risqué way 

they are perhaps passionate too - but in a 

very Japanese way.  Their cars however 

are not.  Just like the Germans and their 

cars, which in my mind means that the 

Germans and Japanese, as both a people 

and car makers are quite similar. 

However, when you look at the DS7 

Crossback, which in essence is a Citroen 

with a different badge (both from the 

PSA Group) you are immediately aware 

that a massive amount of passion went 

into the making of the car.  And that’s 

because it is French. 

The French invented passion.  They 

invented and then mastered it.  Their 

cars have since the dawn of &me been an 

expression of their passionate nature.  

Wild and imagina&ve crea&ons, able to 

do things which no other cars can, or 

have ever needed to do before. 

However people, the people who buy 

cars, are not passionate about French 

cars, not even in France.  And I know 

French people, so I know this is true. 

And this makes a very interes&ng point.  

Where passion does not exist in crea&on, 

there is plenty in ownership.  And where 

there is lots of passion in crea&on, it is 

completely absent in ownership. 

Maybe the passionless Germans were 

right all along.  PASSION WINS.  Go 

figure... 

THIS GIRL CAN 



 

 31 

 

During a recent trip around 

con&nental Europe a very 

significant person in my 

li8le world asked me to 

take some photos for her 

of the sights, as such, 

because she, Nadia, an American living in America, has not had 

the opportunity, as yet, to see what the outside world, beyond 

her borders, has to offer in any meaningful way. 

Now I am not a tourist, not by any stretch of the imagina&on, 

and in fact I generally tend to avoid touristy places for obvious 

reasons; principally because I want to see and experience the 

country in its natural form and not the McDonalds and Burger 

King version.  That is also why I can fluently speak at least half a 

dozen languages. 

So there I am in downtown wherever snapping away, and it 

suddenly dawned on me that the roads, par&cularly the old, 

original city streets are incredibly narrow, with very li8le or no 

pavement for pedestrians.  The reason of course is really simple - 

these places were built hundreds of years ago, where, firstly the 

widest thing going down a road was a horse and secondly there 

weren't that many people wandering aimlessly about conges&ng 

the sidewalks - in Trumpish, or whatever they speak in 

Trumpilvania.  And of course lastly the roads cannot be widened, 

because there are buildings on either side of the streets, which in 

their own right have huge historic significance and can’t be 

moved around. 

This of course was fine back then, but as you will see - take my 

review of the brand new Aston Mar&n Vantage for example - 

cars are now quite a lot wider than the fat end of a horse.  In fact 

the same Aston Mar&n in Imperial speak produces the power of 

503 horses, and is as wide as at least three of them, yet it will be 

sold in these ci&es and will have to nego&ate these cobbled and 

impossibly narrow roads. 

Car manufacturers will have us believe that with every evolving 

model genera&on the car must grow - longer, wider and taller - 

yet in reality do we actually need this added size? 

Take the 3 Series BMW, a car which has been around for a long 

&me.  The first one, all boxy and such, was regarded in its day as 

being a big, yet compact luxury sedan.  And it was.  Everyone 

who bought one was very happy with it and never did they 

complain about its size, because if they did there was a very 

simple solu&on.  BMW called it the 5 Series, and if that was too 

small then the 7 Series would have undoubtedly sa&sfied their 

size deficiency thirst. 

However a new F30 BMW 3 Series is bigger, by quite a bit than 

the first 7 Series, which to me is completely ridiculous. 

Now on the other end of the spectrum are what are being called 

‘city cars’ - the VW Up! being one such example, another would 

be the Fiat 500, or if you prefer a bit more poke the Abarth 595.  

These, and others like them are small cars, cheap cars and cars 

for which you would rather have unnecessary surgery that own 

one.  But if you live and certainly work in any major city in 

Europe then one of these micro-horrors is probably what you will 

be relegated to endure, and undoubtedly suffer, lest you be 

trapped in a new 7 Series for days on end just trying to drive 

home. 

Why then can’t the manufactures of nice cars make super-small 

nice cars?  It can’t be that hard? 

Call it the BMW 0.5 Series - oh, wait they call that the Mini - 

which isn't so mini.  Okay, call it the 0 Series; make it &ny yet 

luxurious and give us, the poor motorists who have to travel 

these bloody roads a nice place to be stuck inside all day. 

THIS GIRL CAN 

a typical street in old Italy somewhere, and yes that car occupying a significant 

por2on of the roadside is a Smart ForTwo, one of the narrowest cars you can buy... 



 

 32 

The Vikings have returned 

to Britain to pillage and 

plunder in a 867kW attack 

machine 

We explore the 

frightening 

Zenvo TS1 GT 
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Buckinghamshire, England:  I have been a motoring 

journalist for ten years now and in that &me I driven a lot of 

cars.  I have also taken the &me and trouble to train myself to 

be the best possible driver, and therefore have a well above 

average driving skill-set .  I have raced cars, and I have driven 

almost all the supercars on the market.  Therefore I am qualified as 

such to tell you that this one, though, is very different. 

When Zenvo, a Danish company surfaced about ten years ago their 

car, which looks mostly the same as this one, was called the Zenvo 

ST1.  It was very, very fast, but unfortunately also prone to 

unwanted things like breaking down and catching fire.  It was also 

very expensive cos&ng around £ 800 000 - the same more or less, at 

the &me, as a BugaR Veyron. 

Then some Russian with a hell of a lot of money stepped in and 

gave the Danish car maker a much needed lifeline to explore the 

unknown without the fear of bankruptcy to thwart their efforts. 

The new car, the TS1 GT, brings forward just what Mister Russian 

billionaire’s money had bought in the last couple years.  A brilliant 

hypercar to challenge the likes of the Pagani Huayra and BugaR 

Chiron. 

Now I love both those cars.  In fact I reviewed the Huayra in our 

January issue, and my colleague James who reviewed the Chiron in 

the same issue invited me along to co-pilot the Chiron. 

The TS1 GT is staggering, and its numbers are a collec&ve of 

amazing.  One thousand two hundred horsepower (or 867Kw), 

1103 Nm of torque and a top speed of 375km/h.  However the 

price is more staggering, and there is no easy way to say this.  It 

costs £ 1.2 million!  Which translates to about twenty one and a 

half million Rand. 

In this price bracket, understandably , you can’t just be very good.  

You have to be the best and then some.  The only ques&on is, have 

they managed to get it right? 

Well, it’s almost ready.  Bright as the burning sun, this lime green 

car is a pre-produc&on prototype rather than the finished product 

and it is in the UK for late-stage tes&ng, mostly in low speed driving 

condi&ons, and also probably also to drum up some interest with 

poten&al buyers. 

So all things considered I will excuse certain shortcomings for the 

&me being and instead focus on the cars true poten&al, because I 

really believe that it has massive poten&al. 
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It opens and unwraps like an intricate 

Japanese gi�, and is just a crazy thing to see.  

The Zenvo is a cartoon character - a very 

expensive incredibly fast and powerful 

cartoon character, but one nevertheless.  No 

ma8er how many &mes you look at it, or for 

how long you look at it, its crazy styling always 

makes you smile and you feel like a kid on a 

mechanical car ride when you climb into it. 

It either looks like it’s been li�ed straight out 

of an Play Sta&on game or as though 

Lockheed Mar&n has had its first crack at a 

performance car.  I can’t decide which.  Either 

way, it’s quite the thing to feast your eyes on, 

with its gaping intakes and unbelievably low 

roofline, but it's also interconnected and well 

rounded.   

What’s most impressive about the way the car 

looks is that you couldn’t accredit it to any 

other supercar manufacturer; it isn’t at all 

plagiaris&c.  You see most supercars, or in fact 

most cars are pre8y much clones of other cars 

- the vic&ms of generic and ‘safe’ design work. 

There’s a fla8ened hexagon design theme on 

the outside that builds to a mad, six-sided 

frenzy within the cabin.  There are hexagons 

everywhere you look, from the naviga&on 

screen surround to the s&tching in the seats, 

as though hexagons spread like a virus if le� 

untreated.  It isn’t una8rac&ve, actually, but 

Zenvo should have dropped the whole 

hexagon thing when it got to designing the 

steering wheel. 

The interior is bathed in the same lime green 

as the exterior and there is a lot of carbon 

fibre, leather, alcantara and polished metals.  

And I love that sort of thing.  Car interiors are 

always grey which is bloody boring.  When 

you are paying over a million Quid for a car 

you want exci&ng and unique.  This it is, in 

bucket loads. 

Beneath the engine cover is a 5.8 litre V8 fed 

by two superchargers, which is very 

interes&ng and en&rely Zenvo’s own design. 

Zenvo realised superchargers were easier to 

cool than exhaust-driven turbochargers. 

Besides, using a pair of superchargers is 

completely unique and, I think, a big part of 

the car’s appeal. 

There are a number of gearbox op&ons 

including, believe it or not, a six speed 

manual.  There’s also a paddle shi� gearbox 

with conven&onal synchromesh or, if you 

want the rawest experience and quickest 

shi�s possible, a dog ring paddle shiG 

transmission.  That was the op&on fi8ed to 

the test car and, as I found out, there’s s&ll an 

awful lot of development work s&ll to be 

done. 

The TS1 GT drives its rear wheels via a Torsen 

limited slip differen&al.  This car also has 

“The Zenvo is a cartoon character - a very expensive incredibly fast and powerful cartoon character, but one nevertheless.  No maCer how many 2mes you look at 

it, or for how long you look at it, its crazy styling always makes you smile and you feel like a kid on a mechanical car ride when you climb into it” 
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op&onal carbon ceramic brakes from 

Brembo, with Michelin Pilot Super Sport 

rubber on 19 inch wheels on the front and 

20 inch ones on the rear.  The rims also are 

part carbon fibre which looks stunning. 

With launch control, 100km/h is 

dispatched in 2.8 seconds. 

Contrary to just about every other car that 

dares reference that word ‘hyper’, the 

Zenvo is built around a conven&onal steel 

and aluminium monocoque rather than a 

carbon fibre tub.  Despite fully carbon fibre 

bodywork, the TS1 GT is a li8le on the 

chubby side, clocking in at 1 710kg. 

Speaking of chubby, Zenvo seemingly 

knows very well that most people who can 

afford to drop £1.2 million on a play thing 

are usually not exactly malnourished.   As a 

result thereof the car has normal style 

doors and their openings are quite large 

and the cabin, in context, is fairly spacious. 

Similarly the car isn’t a difficult car to get 

into or out of, and there’s even a useful 

135 litre storage compartment beneath 

the front ‘bonnet’.  

For now though, the seats are posi&oned a 

li8le too high and you don’t quite sink into 

them, which means you feel like you are 

perched up on a stool. 

According to Zenvo’s marke&ng literature 

the car is described as a hyper-GT; it has 

been developed, supposedly, to be 

luxurious and comfortable over long 

distances.  In reality though on uneven 

Buckinghamshire back roads, close to 

Super Veloce Racing, the first appointed 

Zenvo dealer, the car felt &ght and 

nervous, but never unreasonably s&ff or 

outright dangerous.  If however you ignore 

the constant twitching and secondary 

bounciness, you do no&ce the poise and 

composure in the chassis, the taut body 

control and the fluid shrugging off of 

solidi&es. 

The steering - hydraulic - is very good, too, 

or it is once you have a li8le lock on. 

Around the centre point, it’s quite vague 

and vacant, but beyond that it becomes 

very direct, with a natural weigh&ng and 

rate of response.  It allows you to lean on 

the massive front end grip right away the 

way you would in a lesser sports car.  The 

car feels incredibly well balanced in 

corners and has colossal trac&on despite 

the huge power and torque. 

The engine is an absolute monster and 

without any s&fling turbochargers it has 

immediate thro8le response and a rich, 

deep soundtrack too.  The con&nuing and 

seemingly endless undevia&ng power 

delivery is completely addic&ve, 

meanwhile, the rate of accelera&on 

building to a panic inducing rage as the 

motor charges towards the 7700 r/min 

redline.  I have driven a lot of very fast cars 

in my day but nothing I have ever driven is 

this terrifying.  It is beau&ful and leaves 

you breathless and wan&ng more… a lot 

more. 

It’s a astonishing engine, no doubt, but for 

the &me being it is joined to a pre8y crap 

gearbox.  On a wide open thro8le in the 

upper reaches of the rev range, the shi�s 

are quick and clean, but everywhere else 

they are about as smooth as stroking a 

crocodile with a s&ck.  The igni&on cut on 

half thro8le upshi�s is so abrupt that 

pulling the right hand paddle is like quickly 

jabbing the brake pedal.  I hope this is one 

of the “pre-produc&on” issues that will be 

resolved by produc&on &me. 

The car is expensive, and for most 

supercar owners that will be an issue and 

make the car unreachable, but that makes 

its ownership exclusive which is a big plus. 

In the course of my day-job I meet a lot of 

very wealthy people and there is one thing 

I have learned about them.  They don’t 

mind paying extra, a lot extra even, for 

exclusivity. 

Zenvo hopes to sell between 2 and 5 cars 

in the UK in a year, which I suppose is at 

least realis&c.  Although just look a the 

more expensive BugaR Chiron which sold 

half its total 500 produc&on run before the 

world even saw it. 

Money is a funny thing. 

When I drove the Pagani Huayra I felt that 

I had perhaps found the best hypercar, but 

now I am not so certain. 
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You see the Pagani is brilliant and with is whoosh turbo dump noise 

it is also fun and very unique.  Its design is gorgeous and every 

detail is honed to perfec&on.  But it is a bit too drama&c and you 

worry about breaking the thing and scratching its switches with 

your fingernails. 

The Chiron is a technological mel&ng pot of the most brilliant stuff 

in the automo&ve world, but it is a bit too German, despite being 

French, and everything just works a li8le too well.  Yes, sure when 

paying £ 2 000 000 you expect perfec&on, but it is just a li8le too 

perfect. 

The Zenvo on the other hand is not the sort of car you can damage 

with a sharp fingernail and it is far from ‘too perfect’.  It does 

however deliver brutal performance in a way which neither the 

Pagani or BugaR car match. 

You have to know how ridiculous it is when its only two rivals are 

those two. 

And then there is the way it looks.  BugaR describe the Chiron as 

having sweeping curves and floa&ng light bars.  Pagani go in 

completely the other direc&on with the Huayra unleashing every 

Italian adjec&ve they know.  The Danes - well they are a li8le more 

sensible.  They just make it look like what it is.  A very angry and 

ferocious thing. 

It won’t win any design awards and small children will, out of fear, 

want to be picked up when it drives past instead of chasing a�er it. 

And don’t forget that this par&cular car is s&ll being developed, so if 

it is this good despite several glaring issues I can only imagine how 

it will be once they are all sorted out.  It is a truly brilliant, mental 

car which will frighten you out of your wits in such a way you will 

want it to keep doing it. 

If you must sweep up dead leaves then I recommend this method 
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You will discover as you 

read on that I recently 

par&cipated in a race 

between Johannesburg and 

Durban.  I was driving my 

own car, a 2017 Audi RS3 

Sedan, and Kate, against whom I raced, who was using 

everything else including the Gautrain and a Mango flight.  I am 

not here to talk about the race because that is well documented 

and starts on page 33.  What I want to talk about is the 

phenomenal engineering feats achieved by car makers these 

days, par&cularly in respect of longevity of high performance 

cars. 

The distance from Johannesburg to Durban is about 600 

kilometres, and for at least 550 of those I drove my car very hard, 

in some instances very close to its limited top speed.  It 

consumed nearly four tanks of petrol and murdered a billion 

bugs during the trip, but it never faltered, not even for a second. 

Now look at conven&onal motor racing, even a ‘short’ Formula 1 

race which is limited to 2 hours, or a couple hundred kilometres.  

By the end of the race the cars need new tyres, suspension, body 

parts and engines; and those cars cost millions of foreign 

currency and live on the razors-edge of automo&ve engineering, 

yet my li8le Audi which, with all its op&onal extras, cost a shade 

under R 1.1m, is peanuts in terms of motor sport. 

So how then can Audi manage to make a high performance 

vehicle with service intervals of around 15 000km, when their Le 

Mans cars couldn’t run for 24-hours without breaking down?  

Okay, sore point perhaps, but valid none-the-less. 

The other thing is that when I woke up on the morning of the 

race I went into my garage, threw some luggage in the boot, 

hopped in and hit the start bu8on - it fired to life, and within a 

few seconds I was out of the garage and on my way to our 

offices, a.k.a. the start line.  When I got there I parked it, went 

inside, came out, got in, started it again and set off.  There was 

no prepara&on needed by mechanics or engineers - and let’s not 

forget that the car as yet has not had a single service because it 

mileage is, even a�er the race, s&ll below 10 000km. 

So here is the ques&on.  Why not take a standard Audi RS3 

Sedan, fi8ed with carbon ceramic brakes, a sports exhaust and 

the Dynamic Plus package which give it (amongst other things) a 

higher top speed and enter it in the next Le Mans 24-hour race? 

It doesn’t need funny fuel, or tyres, or anything else for that 

ma8er.  And unlike other Le Mans racers it has air condi&oning 

and a radio to keep the drivers warm, or cool, and entertained 

during the long race.  It even has proper lights. 

I think it is a brilliant idea.  And to confirm the viability of that 

statement, a�er having driven my new, unserviced, car as hard 

as possible for 600km, a�er sundowners I got into it and started 

it up, drove to my Dad’s place and 3 days later I hopped back into 

it and drove back to Johannesburg, admi8edly not as hard, but 

certainly harder than most.  And it is s&ll absolutely fine and in 

perfect working order. 

“But that was on normal roads”, I hear people say.  Okay fair 

enough, so lets look at the Porsche 911 GT3 RS challenge I did at 

the Nürburgring trying to beat the lap &me set by the Porsche 

works driver.  There I was not only driving the car as hard as 

possible, but also in hindsight way too fast, dangerously so even.  

And then when I was done The Savage took it around the circuit 

too.  Yet at the end Oliver, who arranged the whole thing drove 

the car back to Liepsig, a couple hundred kilometres away and 

returned it without so much as the slightest hint of breakdown, 

mechanical failure or impending death. 

And all of this got me thinking.  I understand that motorsport is 

the proving ground in which all the latest motoring engineering 

tech and science is developed; and that only the best of the best 

components are used in motorsport.  But at the same &me all of 

this cuRng edge tech is unreliable and fails.  Yet the proving 

ground for reliability is not in motorsport, but in things like cold 

and hot weather (chamber) tes&ng and at places like Gerotek 

and similar facili&es in other countries. 

So surely the ul&mate sports car is one which not only is the 

quickest and most advanced, but also the most reliable? 

Well, of course it is, and rather amazingly I managed to buy one.  

It is grey, has four doors and is called Audi RS3 Sedan. 

THIS GIRL CAN 
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“Be8er out than in” is how 

the saying goes, and well 

yes in many instances I 

would have to agree.  Food 

poisoning being a good 

example.  Another could be 

a pet who desperately needs to go outside for some lawn 

privacy.  Another saying though is, “there are two certain&es in 

life; death and taxes”.  Very true indeed and it is the la8er which 

I wish to examine, in par&cular the fuel price in South Africa. 

But first something needs to come out which relates to the 

former.  My wri&ngs are going to become limited edi&ons, in due 

course, because I have been diagnosed with cancer, which sadly 

is firstly incurable and secondly hugely aggressive.  I have 

discussed the moment to reveal this to the world, as such, with 

my girlfriend, soul-mate and love of my life, Nadia, and no &me 

ever seemed appropriate or agreeable.  So I figured I would use 

my column, which she loves, to do it.  It is a�er all named, “This 

Girl Can”, and I just did.  So as long as I am able I will write for 

Naked Motoring and as long as you read what I have to say I 

promise to keep you enthralled and entertained. 

Onto the subject at hand.  In South Africa we currently pay 

around R16 per litre for fuel, which is regulated by the State.  In 

the UK, where I currently live, fuel costs per litre (which is not 

regulated) around the £1.30 mark, which translates to around 

R20/litre.  In America, where I will be living shortly, from the 

photograph (below right) we can all see that its about $3 per 

gallon (which is around 4 litres) which is about 75 US Cents a litre 

or around R10 - now remember these numbers because the next 

bit is where it gets interes&ng. 

Now America does produce oil and thus petrol, where as 

England, and certainly South Africa do not, therefore we need to 

buy fuel from countries that do.  The same of course applies to 

every other product on the market.  Some countries make, 

import and export, and others just import.  This is not a new 

thing.  Where do you think your Nike sport shoes are made?  Or 

your BMW 7 Series? 

However in South Africa there is a company who does produce 

fuel called Sasol... 

The price of petrol in South Africa, per litre, is as close to R16 as 

you want to get.  And now I am going to break it down and tell 

you exactly how your R16 is divided and between whom.  I hope 

you are siRng down because this is going to get ugly. 

Simple maths here: we start with a litre of petrol, lets say 95 

octane, cos&ng R16, right. 

Of your litre of fuel only 47% of the purchase price is actually for 

the fuel (remember the American number of R10) which is R7.52 

- and that leaves the remaining 53% for what, I hear you ask? 

Well if you live in Gauteng 3% is just for that alone - R0.48 which 

as you will see next is NOT to cover the cost of transpor&ng the 

fuel up to GP, and then 16% is for “storers, transporters, 

wholesalers and retailers” which translates to R2.56. 

That leaves 34% unaccounted for - well not quite, because that is 

for the government in the form of several levies and taxes. 

So at the end of the day 

for the R16 per litre that 

you pay R5.44 to the 

State for various things, 

which undoubtedly that 

have not worked for . 

Then consider that an 

average car these days 

has a fuel tank of approx. 

50 litres  This means that 

every &me you fill up and 

fork out R800 for the 

pleasure, only R376 of 

that is for the fuel itself - 

the rest is up for grabs, 

seemingly, by all and 

sundry. 

Now then explain to me 

why Nike shoes cost the 

same here as they do in 

England? 

THIS GIRL CAN 
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Life is a beau&ful thing.  

We all know this, but we 

very seldom think about it.  

We travel through it taking 

in some of the things we 

see but remembering only 

a few of the things that we do.  And most of all we tend to focus 

on the nega&ve and overlook the posi&ve. 

Take cars for example.  Today there are huge numbers of people, 

ac&vists, whatever, who demonise the combus&on engine as if 

the people who invented it, a hundred plus years ago were 

hatching some evil plan to destroy us all.  Burning fuel is a tool of 

the devil - the end. 

But the same nu8ers don’t objec&vely take three steps back and 

look at the picture properly to realise that if it were not for the 

humble automobile the world we live in would be a vastly 

different, and even more vastly shi8er place to be. 

Had the engine, and thus fuel not have been invented things like 

sea and air travel would have never occurred; yet we cannot 

even conceive living in a world without these things. 

They demand that we develop renewable energy - wind farms or 

what-have-you, and that’s fine but what powered the truck that 

delivered all the wind turbine generators to these farms?  Wind?  

Of course not, it was fuel, and most probably diesel. 

Why can’t we just for a second take three steps back and look at 

the world in a posi&ve way.  Maybe, just maybe, we will see 

something which we may have overlooked. 

We live in countries, obviously, but we never explore them 

because we are just too engulfed in our day-to-day life. 

In my job with the airline I travelled to almost every major city, 

and nearly every country on the planet - 10 years of flying in fact 

- yet we would land, rush off to a hotel and the only &me I would 

venture out was either for a drink and dance, or to find some 

company for the night, or both, or all three.  I never really 

explored these fascina&ng places, and that makes me very sad. 

It makes me sad because I no longer fly; my health precludes it, 

but one day, hopefully, I will again have the opportunity to fly 

again and I can assure you that I will not waste it drinking, 

partying and engaging in copious amounts of lesbian sex with 

random strangers.  I know that might sound like fun, but be8er 

than that I would be rather using that &me, the li8le that we 

actually have in reality, doing the right thing, and doing it with 

the woman I love.  Her name is Nadia and she is the most 

incredible adventure of my life.  Besides, a�er all, if you can’t 

share these adventures with your loved ones, then what’s the 

point anyway. 

So if you were to sit down and plan the ul&mate road trip, what 

would it be?  And forget about carbon emissions and all that 

other environmental malarkey for the &me being.  You are going 

to drive because it’s a road trip. 

No two road trips will ever be the same - and that is incredibly 

cool.  Yours, however planned, will be completely unique and 

something that only you can create.  But you need to do it. 

When you objec&vely look at the contribu&ons which motoring 

has made to the world, you will realise that there hasn’t really 

been much else which has made more, because everything else - 

whether medical science, industrial revolu&ons, engineering 

wonders and human advancement; every single one of those in 

some way made use of the humble wheel, and many, MANY of 

them put power to those wheels to achieve what they did. 

So just for once turn a deaf ear to the fossil fuel haters - and if 

you feel bad about doing that you can always take part in the 

next World Naked Bike Ride - and just appreciate what the 

unassuming automobile has not only done to shape the world 

you live in, but what it has done for you; maybe your first date, 

maybe you rushed your wife to the hospital to deliver your first 

child.  I don’t know, but you do. 

I sit here, evalua&ng my own life, and the choices and decisions I 

made along the way, and I know I have had a lot of fun and 

incredible experiences, and have seen so many amazing things, 

but I just should have had a few more road trips, too.  And I 

reckon so too should you, I really do. 

And always remember, life is beau&ful, so use it beau&fully. 

THIS GIRL CAN 
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Jennifer was a very special friend to my family and I, so 

much so that she stayed with us, on our li8le farm in 

Kent during her last couple months.  She was a 

‘beau&ful soul’ and we will all miss her dearly. 

Feisty too.  Very feisty even. 

I met Jen a few years ago at a car launch and instantly liked her.  She 

had a ‘no bullshit’ aRtude about her, and knew how to hold her 

own in a predominantly male dominated industry.  And then there 

was her driving. 

Excep&onal doesn’t even come close to describe her natural ability 

behind the wheel.  I was honoured and scared absolutely witless on 

many occasion as her passenger.  Sadly though not in her last 

achievement in Germany, where I was the &me-keeper.  She earned 

my utmost respect when it was simultaneously earned by The 

Savage, who is a close personal friend of mine, who was her 

passenger in Germany. 

In her last months I spent a lot of &me with both her and her father, 

but more so with her.  We sat and cha8ed for hours, and when she 

wanted to go outside and feed, a.k.a. shout abuse at, my ducks I 

would oblige and help her down.  However she always watched the 

&me because at around 7pm she knew that her girlfriend, Nadia, 

who lives in America would be awake and expec&ng her.  At night 

we daren’t disturb her lest we receive a middle finger and a fierce 

tongue-lashing - that was their &me. 

During our long chats I learned a considerable amount about her, 

but mostly that she had never really loved anyone before Nadia, and 

that in her view finding love was her biggest accomplishment and 

reward a�er having lived quite a tough life. 

On the day that she passed away I served her breakfast and we 

spoke a li8le whilst she ate.  I then le� her to nap.  At around 11am I 

returned and took a lunch order from her.  However when I 

returned with her lunch an hour and a half later she was gone.  It 

came as a huge shock, but at least I know she didn't suffer and 

wasn’t angry, upset or scared.  That at least comforts me. 

That day I had to do two of the hardest things I have every had to do 

in my life.  I had to drive to London to inform her father, Wolrart, 

that his daughter had passed away, and then later in the evening I 

had to telephone Nadia and deliver the same sad news. 

Jennifer touched my life, all our lives, in a way which is hard to 

explain.  You didn't even have to know her well for her to make an 

impact.  There was just something so incredibly special about her, 

which just radiated. 

The cancer which eventually stopped her heart, as explained by the 

doctors, was a viciously aggressive bastard and I cannot say whether 

even I could have fought against it as hard as she did.  When all was 

said and done and the facts eventually surfaced about her condi&on 

I was le� stunned by just how brave and tough she was. 

I aspire to have her courage and strength and hope that if I am ever 

facing such an insurmountable challenge that I will have even half 

that which she possessed. 

I called her “girl” as a term of affec&on and endearment and she 

rather appropriately called me Olly. 

She will be missed. 

Girl, wherever you are, I hope you are at peace and that un&l we 

meet again you will watch over us all. 

God bless. 

Olly 

 

I remember the first &me I met Jennifer was here in 

Johannesburg.  I was very new to the magazine and 

Leon, our editor, decided I needed to learn a bit from a 

‘pro’.  So like most mee&ngs we met for brunch in 

Sandton. 

What struck me was her beauty - she was absolutely gorgeous, 

almost in&mida&ngly so, but a�er a minute with her she put you at 

ease because she was just one of the girls, and carried no airs and 

graces about her. 

Halfway through our meal she suddenly said to me, “hun, we can sit 

here and make small talk all day, or we can go and do some proper 

driving.  Are you game?” 

Of course I replied, not realising what I had just signed up for. 

Two phone calls and forty five minutes later we arrived at the 

Swartkops Raceway, where we met a curiously familiar grey haired 

man with a Bri&sh accent, who seemed to know her very well.  She 

simply introduced him as “D”.  I later learned that this man was 

actually The Savage whose iden&ty remains a secret of sorts. 

She told me to get into her car - a very nice grey Audi - and we went 

onto the track. 

Before then I have never been on a race track, nor had I ever been 

so scared in my life.  That was un&l we stopped and “D” jumped in 

the drivers’ seat and took me for a few laps. 

From that day on however we were friends. 
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She helped me in ways for which I could never thank her enough.  

My first ever trip overseas was courtesy of her, and in fact my move 

overseas was thanks to her encouragement and inspira&on. 

Life is f***ing cruel, and I cannot s&ll come to terms why someone 

as amazing as Jen had to suffer this horrible fate, and so young too.  

She was only 30 years, one month and one day old when she passed 

away.  F***ing cruel indeed. 

I have lost a friend, a sister, a confidant and my muse.  I loved her 

very much and will always remember and miss her. 

Ka&e 

 

I have never been good at these sorts of things.  In fact I 

have so li8le to say when there is so much sadness and 

loss present. 

Words do not comfort in my opinion and the anguish immeasurable. 

Jennifer was a friend and a colleague.  I didn’t know her all that well 

and in fact only had the privilege of mee&ng her on a handful of 

occasions, but the most memorable was when we - the team - 

a8ended the Geneva Motor Show earlier this year.  She was the 

driving force behind everything and I very o�en wondered where 

she found the energy to keep going, and to keep us going too. 

She was an awesome person, and just being around her was 

pacifying.  She had a wicked sense of humour and just embraced life 

and everything it offered. 

Despite not being that close, her passing has unse8led me in a 

significant way to the extent where I doubt I will ever view life the 

same way again. 

She always encouraged everyone, and was relentless when it came 

to us living life to the full. 

I will miss her very much and would like to extend my condolences 

and sympathies to her family and loved one. 

May you rest in peace, Jen. 

James 

 

The first &me I met Jennifer was towards the end of last 

year, and the first thing that impressed me about her 

was her confidence.  She was stunningly beau&ful, but 

had a humble, down-to-earth quality about her.  A very rare quality. 

She knew who I was but it meant absolutely nothing to her, but 

instead she was simply interested in what I thought about current 

affairs and the subject of my racing career never came up once. 

At a later stage I brought up the subject of racing when I learned she 

had par&cipated in some circuit events.  She laughed it off and asked 

why someone of my calibre would be interested in amateur racing. 

I instantly liked her. 

She was an amazing person; full of life and somehow my life now 

seems empty in her absence, even though we weren’t very close. 

And then there was the Nürburgring and Porsche 911 GT3 RS.  

Oliver called me up and asked if I wouldn’t mind being there to 

assist wherever I could; perhaps for technical advice if nothing else. 

However I ended up as her passenger on what was the most thrilling 

and frightening track lap of my life.  I was stunned by her driving 

skills, which considering had not been deployed in anger for quite a 

few years made them all the more impressive. 

She called me “D”, and I called her “J”.  It was our own code. 

I consider myself blessed to have visited her a few days before she 

passed where we discussed something which you will all read about 

in due course. 

The world is an emp&er and lonelier place without her. 

Par2ng is such sweet sorrow.  Rest in peace J. 

All my love, D (a.k.a. The Savage) 

 

I am in shock.  I am sad.  It feels completely surreal.  It 

cannot be true. 

But it is.  And this is something that from which I will 

perhaps never fully recover. 

Jennifer was more than a friend, or a colleague.  She was someone 

who helped me accept who I am and who showed me how to be 

proud of myself. 

In Japanese culture being lesbian is frowned upon, and 

tradi&onalists sneer at us.  We are forced to live lies and in shame. 

This was my life un&l one day at a dri� meet in Tokyo this beau&ful 

westerner arrived and started asking ques&ons.  I can remember 

when she came up to me.  She bowed politely, then shook my hand 

and introduced herself.  She looked at me, into my eyes and my soul 

and smiled.  She instantly saw something which not even those who 

knew me best could see.  That same night we went for drinks and I 

confessed to her that I was gay.  Her reply, “I know”.  That was it. 

In the months that passed I communicated with Jennifer a lot and 

she o�en flew me out to a8end car shows.  Her acceptance and 

respect of me seemed to know no bounds.  We o�en discussed me 

‘coming out’ and it was she who gave me the courage to do it. 

I am now, for the first &me in my life, happy, in a rela&onship with 

the most amazing woman and finally able to be me, all thanks to 

her. 
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So here is my ques&on, how do you say goodbye to the person who 

completely changed your life for good?  The answer is that you 

cannot just simply say goodbye. 

The sorrow I am feeling is more than I knew it was possible to feel. 

Goodbye my special friend.  I love you like a sister and will never 

forget you.  Thank you for giving me the gi� of living. 

Ichika 

 

 

 

 

I met Jennifer through a mutual friend several years ago 

- my predecessor in fact - and at first I wondered 

whether she was for real or not.  The reason I asked 

myself that ques&on was because she was just so different from 

what you could ever imagine a motoring journalist to be.  However 

she was very real and was actually quite good at the job. 

Dial forward a few years and I needed a new team to help me 

restart the magazine.  Obvious choices were Oliver, Mark, Charlene, 

James and Thys - but then I remembered the girl who I though 

would be be8er suited on the cover of a glamour magazine that 

behind the wheel of a car.  So I got in touch. 

She not only remembered me, which was impressive on its own, but 

without having to think about it agreed to help me, and for it 

wanted nothing in return other than an e-mail address. 

Over the last year we became good friends and I have heard stories 

of her childhood and her subsequent adventures in global travel.  

Fascina&ng stories, all of them. 

But under the blanket of her bubbly and vibrant exterior was a 

sadness which occasionally peeked out.  Something which I could 

never understand. 

Then somewhere around May this year I received news from her 

that she had met someone and was in love - and more importantly 

happy.  She didn’t have to tell me though because this love of her 

life, an American called Nadia, became a prominent feature in her 

wri8en works. 

Yet I must now bid this incredible and fascina&ng soul farewell, and 

it is a bi8er and hard pill to swallow. 

Death finds us all, eventually, and perhaps my turn will come many 

years from now when I am old, surrounded by grandchildren and in 

my bed.  Or maybe sooner… we just never know.  We all fear death, 

but don’t live life with enough passion to be sa&sfied that when it 

comes we can be happy that we found what we were looking for. 

One of Jennifer’s contacts was Malaysian female racing driver Leona 

Chin, who was interviewed for the magazine twice in addi&on to 

several news items and pleas for sponsorship being published, all at 

Jennifer’s request.  So a�er she passed I sent Leona an e-mail and 

within a day she replied and expressed just how much she 

appreciated Jennifer coming into her life and sad she was because 

of her passing.  And this is just one example. 

There are literally thousands of people whose lives she touched, 

mine included.  It is also something which you see and feel at the 

&me, as opposed to the usual situa&on surrounded by someone 

passing, where upon reflec&on you see things that you perhaps 

overlooked whilst that person was alive.  This is different.  She was 

so incredibly special. 

She was not just a colleague, nor was she just a friend.  She was 

rather a person with whom you could connect, and her limitless 

pa&ence was soothing, yet she was never afraid to tell you where 

you went wrong, but do it in such a way that you would thank her 

a�erwards instead of feeling scolded. 

I have never met anyone else like her and I know that I never will 

again.  She was the defini&on of ‘individual’ and ‘unique’. 

I will miss her very much. 

I hope you rest in peace Jennifer.  I will never forget you. 

Leon 

 

When sad things happen people always take &me to 

think about things, and when death occurs people tend 

to evaluate their own mortality and look at their lives.  

But the truth is that we should look at our lives whilst 

living them and not when their existence is placed under the 

microscope. 

Jennifer was a dynamic and awesome woman who was never afraid 

to go out and get what she wanted.  And this is partly what made 

her so special. 

I didn’t know her very well, in fact we only ever communicated by e-

mail to make various travel arrangements for interna&onal launches, 

but even in that we became friends and bonded somehow. 

Her passing is sad, very sad in fact and my heart goes out to her 

family and loved ones. 

She was a very cool person and will be missed. 

Wherever you are, just keep smiling and keep your foot down hard. 

Charlene. 

 

Being in the same boat as Charlene, I did not 

unfortunately know Jennifer very well, what with us 

being in South Africa and she having the en&re planet 
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as her playground.  But we did have occasion to communicate and 

liaise on all sorts of different things. 

I found her incredibly willing to help with whatever needed to be 

done and am astounded by her driving accolades, so much so to the 

point where I would love to even have just some of her skills. 

People like her are hard to find because they are incredibly rare and 

beau&ful in every possible way. 

She was always a shining light in a dark night. 

God bless and rest in peace. 

Mark 

 

Jennifer was a colleague and a friend for almost a year.  

We were scheduled to meet for the first &me when she 

came to South Africa for the race against Kate, but 

unfortunately things didn’t work in our favour and I am 

filled with sadness as a result thereof. 

When I started with the magazine I came in from the cold with no 

experience and it was she who took me under her wing and guided 

and taught me a few tricks.  She was approachable, kind, pa&ent 

and understanding. 

Throughout the &me I knew Jennifer she never failed to surprise and 

was always bold and dynamic - an invaluable member of the team. 

I wish there had been more &me to get to know her be8er,  but I 

guess she is now in a be8er place, and with her mother. 

Rest in peace, and un&l we meet again. 

Glen 

 

When I joined the team my first and primary contact 

point was Leon; he mentored and guided me.  However 

at some point he felt that I needed to take instruc&on 

elsewhere and told me to liaise with Jennifer. 

I have met a lot of friendly people in my life before, but nobody 

came close to her in terms of sheer approachability and willingness 

to help out.  And she worked insane hours too, but always somehow 

made &me to give me some advice. 

Her passing has really made me evaluate my own life, because we 

were so close in age, and I realised that I haven’t lived enough. 

People always told me I wasn’t spontaneous enough and never took 

any chances.  Well all of that ends now.  From now on I am going to 

live a li8le and have more fun, and I have Jennifer to thank for that, 

even though she never knew she helped me in that department. 

She was the coolest person and so full of life and energy. 

I will miss her very much, and I know so does everyone else. 

RIP Jennifer, and I know that your set of wings will be a kick-ass pair. 

Kevin 

 

 

Oh my gosh, I am s&ll in shock. 

I only had the opportunity to liaise with Jennifer via e-

mail and we spoke once on the phone when she called into the 

office. 

I am a doctor and we deal with human mortality on a daily basis, 

however when it strikes close to home no amount of prepara&on 

will ever help. 

Jennifer was such a cool chick, and gave as good as she got. 

It scares me that she was only a couple years older than I am, and 

here I am planning my future with some seriously long-term plans 

included. 

I will miss her very much and hope that her family and loved ones 

find comfort somewhere in all of this craziness. 

There are no words that I can offer which will do that, but &me will. 

Rest peace my crazy friend. 

Ash 

 

 

In Zulu tradi&on family is very important, as is the sense 

of community.  I regard my fellow teammates at Naked 

Motoring as family, and in our very own special way we 

are a micro-community of passionate, slightly off-beat and whacky 

motoring journalists out there figh&ng against the odds. 

Jennifer therefore was my sister. 

Death in my tradi&on is also a big deal and African funerals are the 

stuff of legend, but for a very good reason; so that we can all pay 

our respects and say a proper goodbye. 

But this is Naked Motoring not amaZulu* so we say our goodbyes 

here in a different way. 

Jennifer you were a great person, an amazing woman and a brilliant 

motoring journalist. 

I will miss your stellar sense of humour and your gi� to upli� anyone 

who needed it.  Be at peace now, my sister. 

Thembi 

* The way of the Zulu people 
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Folkstone, England:  I like Audi, the 

fact that I own two is testament to 

that.  And I have always enjoyed the 

A3 because in my view it’s easy to 

live with, offers a comprehensive 

driving package and isn’t too expensive. 

I bought the RS3 sedan a few months ago 

and love it for all those reasons, except 

you can also add blistering performance to 

the list of a8ributes. 

Audi have made the A3 longer to 

accommodate back seat passengers and to 

create more boot space.  The visual effect 

is also quite impressive.  The car looks 

more ‘serious’ and less like a VW Golf rival. 

That seemingly modest change also plants 

the Audi A3 Sportback firmly in the centre 

of family car territory - so much so that it 

was recently named it the Best Family 

Car in 2017 by a European motoring 

magazine. 

The 2018 Black Edi&on as tested here 

is the new flagship of the A3 

Sportback range and the second car in 

the Volkswagen Group, a�er the Golf, to 

get the new 110kW, 1.5 TFSi petrol engine, 

which replaces the 1.4 litre of similar 

performance.  The upshot is that the 

slightly larger engine gives be8er fuel 

consump&on and emissions performance 

under the new WLTP European test 

requirements. 

The new petrol engine is predictably 

smooth at start-up and that doesn’t really 

change as the revs climb.  Maximum 

power is between 5 000 r/min and 6 000 r/

min and, in truth, that tractability is 

evident pre8y 

much through 

the en&re rev 

range. 

Whether Auto, 

Comfort or 

Dynamic is 

selected in the 

Audi Drive Select programme the engine 

response remains sharp and predictable.   

It’s only in Eco mode that it suffers a 

performance handicap and takes on the 

driving dynamic of a laden wheelbarrow.  

The S tronic DCT automa&c gearbox 

responds no&ceably less aggressively in 

Comfort mode than Dynamic, whilst the 

Auto op&on is in all fairness a good day-to-

day compromise. 

It is staggeringly slow though, with 0 to 

100km/h taking 8.2 seconds, which I 

suspect may make it one of the slowest 

cars in the Audi stable.  But once you get it 

moving the car does feel reasonably quick 

on highways and byways. 

Handling is what you would expect it to 

be, and all-in-all the car, as a good all-

rounder works quite well.  Flagship 

material… well that is another ques&on.  

Audi A3 Sportback 1.5 TFSi Black EditionAudi A3 Sportback 1.5 TFSi Black EditionAudi A3 Sportback 1.5 TFSi Black EditionAudi A3 Sportback 1.5 TFSi Black Edition    S tronicS tronicS tronicS tronic 

45 Flagship naming madnessFlagship naming madnessFlagship naming madnessFlagship naming madness 



 

 46 

The Costwolds, England:  When you 

look at the new Range Rover Sport 

SVR the first thing you are patently 

aware of is that it certainly isn’t an 

exercise in restraint; that’s for sure. 

The original bad-ass Range Rover Sport 

which money could buy rocked up on the 

scene back in 2014, and it did so with all of 

the subtlety of a severely irritated bear.  

Created by the in-house skunkworks that is 

Jaguar Land Rover’s Special Vehicle 

Opera2ons division, the SVR was equipped 

with an apocalyp&c supercharged V8 

engine, a stance that looked steroid-

enhanced and a Nürburgring lap record to 

carry forward its creden&als.  It was rabid 

and exci&ng and gave off the impression 

that it would kick you in the balls just 

for looking at it the wrong way. 

It’s now been lightly refreshed for 

2018, and the good news is that it’s 

even more of a spor&ng SUV brute 

than when it was when launched four 

years ago.  The main change here is that 

the 5 litre supercharged V8 - a engine 

which was never accused of being wan&ng 

in the power department - now produces 

420kW at 6 000 r/min, and 700Nm from 

3500 r/min. 

The chassis has been tweaked, too, with 

Land Rover engineers adjus&ng the SVR’s 

ac&ve dampers to improve turn-in and grip 

and be8er contain body roll.  That's no 

small task when you 

consider the fact that 

the SVR &ps the scales 

at 2 310 kg. A body 

coloured carbon fibre 

bonnet has also been 

added as standard, 

marginally reducing 

weight over the front 

axle, and for a 

significant R 90 000 

odd, you can opt to leave the carbon fibre 

exposed, while also adding further carbon 

fibre panels around the body. 

Off the line the car will reach 100km/h in a 

brisk 4.3 seconds, and sounds amazing all 

the &me.  It had a deep, bassy voice, which 

shakes shop windows as you cruise past.  

And when you hit the thro8le, it opens up 

and the rumble becomes a snarly growl. 

Priced in the UK at £ 100 000 the car is not 

cheap, and I suspect when it lands in SA it 

will probably be about R 50 000 more than 

the old SVR. 

But if you are fortunate to have made 

some decent money and are looking for an 

SUV which delivers performance, 

sophis&ca&on, luxury and presence all in 

one, but with a hint of aggression then 

look no further because your chariot has 

landed. 

46 
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Las Vegas, Nevada, USA:  Somehow 

and for reasons that I can best 

describe as God not liking me, I 

always end up tes&ng American cars, 

and then taking flack for not being 

kind to them.  I need only refer to my 

November 2017 review of the Ford GT and 

the ensuing hate-mail which followed. 

So here I am outside Vegas in the new 

Jeep Grand Cherokee Trackhawk, a budget 

super-SUV… or so says Jeep.  In essence it 

is the lovechild of two American passions - 

muscle cars and big, comfortable SUVs. 

What Jeep have done with this car is taken 

a standard Grand Cherokee and then 

shoehorned the Mopar Hellcat 6.2 litre 

supercharged V8 engine under the bonnet. 

Sounds like fun, doesn’t it?  

Considering that the same engine is 

found in the Dodge Charger and 

Challenger Demon… who thinks of 

these names?? 

The car sprints from 0 to 100km/h in 3.5 

seconds and tops out at 290km/h, which 

Jeep claim is limited because of the car’s 

aerodynamics… or lack thereof in my book. 

The Hellcat produces a ridiculous 520kW 

and 877Nm.  Fortunately they also 

remembered to change the brakes and 

Brembo came to the rescue and supplied 

them with units which are (and I am not 

making this up), “the biggest brakes fi8ed 

to any SUV”. 

Gear changing is courtesy of an eight 

speed automa&c with a 

‘manual mode’. 

Jeep also changed the 

suspension and fi8ed Bilstein 

dampers. 

However in true American 

fashion they s&ll have 

managed to get it wrong. 

The engine is noisy, very noisy in fact but 

what makes more noise are the brakes, 

which sound like you are stomping on a 

piglet every &me you touch the brake 

pedal.  I don’t need to explain why this is 

incredibly annoying. 

And then there is the handling. 

America is a land where religion is a big 

thing, and if you drive one of these I can 

assure you that if you are not a God 

fearing person, you will be soon enough 

because the car handles like driving 

dynamics was a mere sugges&on rather 

than a requirement.  It is floaty and feels 

very dangerous, but not in a good way. 

Another journalist on the launch described 

the car as being “exci&ng’… well my 

comment to that is, being shot at could 

also be regarded as exci&ng. 

My conclusion.  The Range Rover Sport 

SVR is much, much be8er. 
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Sydney, Australia:   Behold the new flagship pocket rocket of 

the Fiat 500 range, with a turbo 1.4 under its nose and an 

array of improved suspension components and new brakes. 

For a reasonable sum you could park the entry-level 595 on 

your driveway, but with just 107kW, a muted exhaust note, sloppy 

manual gear-shi�, a lot more brake pedal travel and adap&ve 

suspension on only the front axle, the more affordable Abarth feels 

like a close rela&ve to the Fiat 500 donor.  The Compe&zione, on 

the other hand, feels like a distant, athle&c cousin. 

Inside the car you are met with a cabin not far removed from the 

much cheaper entry Fiat 500.  Some hard plas&cs, a &ny 

touchscreen and only one-way steering adjustment forces a sea&ng 

posi&on not unlike that of a Land Rover Defender.  At least the 

u8erly fantas&c Sabelt carbon fibre racing seats redeem the 

situa&on to a degree.  But wait, because they are an expensive cost 

op&on. 

Then there’s the prac&cality; or lack of it.  Technically, there are 

four seats but the full capacity is only possible when the front row 

is occupied by Vervet monkeys; the 185 litre boot is large enough 

for perhaps a handbag, and the only cabin storage is sufficient for a 

phone.  But you shouldn’t a8empt that because it will shoot out at 

the first corner and hide from you under the seat. 

And then there is the 35 litre fuel tank which is fine when feeding 

the smallest 900cc Fiat engine or a mouse, but here, feeding a 1.4 

turbo four-pot with 132kW, you’ll be visi&ng the pumps frequently.  

But there is an upside to all of this, and its called 132kW in a car 

that weighs 

1045kg and 

has the same 

wheelbase 

as a mouse.  

Now it all 

starts to make sense. 

Click the notchy five-speed manual gearbox into first, give the 595 

everything and it’s like you have stamped on its skinny tail.  With a 

feathery kerb weight and bags of front-drive trac&on, accelera&on 

is lively in all lower gears and accompanied with a manic exhaust 

note from the standard Monza sport system. 

The Compe&zione gets adap&ve suspension on all four corners that 

allows you to select from a very hard, vision-blurring seRng, or one 

even firmer. 

As a driving weapon it is u8erly, u8erly brilliant! 

the 2018 Abarth 595 Competizione 
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Hampshire, England:  I have to admit that the Volkswagen 

Golf R is one of my favourite super-hot hatchbacks.  Not only 

is it an immensely capable and supremely entertaining car, 

it's also properly usable on an everyday basis in a way that its 

rivals can’t quite manage. 

Now, though, Wolfsburg has made its fastest hot hatchback even 

be8er with the introduc&on of the Performance Pack.  While the 

Golf R’s already potent turbocharged 2 litre four-cylinder petrol 

engine doesn’t gain any addi&onal power,  remaining at 228kW at 

5500 - 6500 r/min and 380Nm at 2000 - 5400 r/min,  it has been 

derestricted so that it can now hit a top speed of 265km/h. 

Uprated R-Performance brakes are also included and also save two 

kilograms compared to the standard brakes.  While a set of larger 

19 inch ‘Spielberg’ alloy wheels replace the standard car’s 18 inch 

ones.  A new rear spoiler makes an appearance too. 

And what is the added cost of this new Performance Pack, I hear 

you ask?  That will be only around R40 000 - or a couple hundred 

bucks a month - thank you very much.  It’s also worth no&ng that it 

can only be specified on the DSG-equipped Golf R. 

But like a Verimark advert, wait... there’s more.  Launched 

alongside the Performance Pack is a new (and brilliant) &tanium 

sports exhaust made especially for the Golf R by Akrapovic.  It was 

fi8ed to our test car and is a bit of an expensive addi&on, cos&ng 

around R45 000.  So, if you fancy a Golf R with the Performance 

Pack and Akrapovic exhaust, you’ll need to part with at least ninety 

grand more than the normal R.  So it is expensive. 

The car is however 

quite impressive.  There 

is s&ll a degree of turbo lag 

when you put your foot down, but as soon as the turbo has spooled 

up the Golf R accelerates at an alarming rate.  With the DSG 

transmission equipped, Volkswagen claims it’ll hit 100km/h from a 

stands&ll in 4.6 seconds and I certain that is very true. 

Fi8ed with the Akrapovic exhaust, the Golf R now has the 

soundtrack to complement its upped pace.  Select Race mode and 

the DSG will hold onto a gear right the way through the rev range 

accompanied by a deep, throaty growl.  Pull the right-hand paddle 

shi�er at the limiter and a snarl erupts from the exhaust as the next 

cog is selected.  Tug the one on the le� and not only will the lower 

gear be swapped in in impressively speedy fashion, you will also be 

treated to some rather lovely snaps, crackles and pops from the 

exhaust.  Yes, it’s maybe all a bit immature, but you just can’t help 

falling a bit in love with this Golf R. 

The bit the GTI is missing 

the Golf R Performance Pack 
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Barcelona, Spain:  Fi�y-three, a new 

engine then. Not 63, not 43 and 

definitely not 65. 

This is also the new Mercedes Benz 

CLS -  the sleek four-door coupe, which if 

you can believe it, is now in its third 

genera&on.  And the test car is the quick 

AMG variant, the 53, which is almost as 

significant as the fact that the car itself is 

new.  Perhaps even more so? 

The CLS, which has been around for about 

15 years now, is a large Mercedes Benz 

spor&ng car with four doors, frameless 

windows and is a much sexier alterna&ve 

to the vastly more conserva&ve E-Class. 

It is certainly the same sort of size as an E-

Class though, measuring almost 5 metres, 

and is offered with a range of 

turbocharged and electrically enhanced 

diesel and petrol engines, which will 

extend to a four cylinder petrol come 

September this year. 

The test car is the AMG 53 version, which 

in some way reveals a new AMG naming 

strategy, as it has for the non-AMG 

models, where an increasing number 

indicates merely an increasing power 

output, but not the actual output, albeit 

derived from a structure originally based 

around engine capacity.  Confusing... 

Personally I echo one of my colleagues 

sen&ments shared last month in respect of 

current car naming, where he suggested 

that large amounts of alcohol may have 

had something to do with this.  

To explain, on some models, a 2 litre four 

cylinder engine becomes the AMG 45, then 

in others a 3 litre straight six cylinder 

engine becomes the AMG 43, while there’s 

also a 4 litre twin turbocharged V8 known 

as the 63.  And of course at the top there is 

the AMG 65.  Between these, somehow, 

AMG reckons there’s enough room to slot 

a 53 deriva&ve.  Whether any par&cular car 

will get 43, 45, 53 or 63 op&ons will, 

ul&mately, be at AMG’s booze fuelled 

whim, but my guess is that if there is a 

stand-alone AMG model above it, you will 

get a 53, and if not, you will have a 43 and 

a 63.  So therefore the E-Class coupe has a 

Fifty-three what? 

the new Mercedes-AMG CLS53 
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53 with the AMG GT coupe above it.  The CLS has a 53 and the 

upcoming GT4. The E-Class, say, would have 43 and 63 

deriva&ves.  Perhaps.  I have been wrong before.  Some might get 

all three.  Who knows? 

Now this is where things get complicated… the 53 engine is a 3 

litre effort, and of extraordinary complexity.  It’s an in-line six 

cylinder petrol unit, mounted longitudinally, all of whose exhaust 

outlets pass through a single, large, twin-scroll turbocharger, 

mounted high and next to the exhaust ports.  To cover the 

inevitable turbo lag from this, though, there is also an electrically 

powered compressor, located on the other side of the block, just 

before an intercooler right next to the inlet ports, which can help 

suck air through the induc&on tract before the big turbocharger is 

boos&ng properly.  Told you it was complicated. 

And it doesn’t end there.  The inlet for that compressor comes 

a�er the big turbo, where a variable stopper in the main inlet 

tract, which runs around behind the engine, can divert a li8le, or 

all, or any combina&on thereof, in reality, and it will be varying 

the propor&on constantly - of air through a smaller tube to the 

electric compressor, a�er which, suitably pressurised, it flows 

back to the main inlet tract just before a throCle buCerfly. 

Then in addi&on to both of these forced inductors, mounted 

between the engine and the nine-speed automa&c gearbox sits an 

integrated starter/generator (ISG), an alternator/starter motor 

and flywheel combo, which can contribute 16kW and no less than 

250Nm to the engine’s already imposing output.  But rather than 

it just spinning up to reduce turbo lag, which doesn’t necessarily 

help increase pressure into the intake system, it’s apparently just 

as useful for it to drag slightly at low revs, developing electricity as 

it does, which it passes on to the electric compressor, and it’s that 

which spools the inlet pressure by dragging air through the turbo, 

helping that to spin up as it goes, too, thus reducing overall lag 

instead.  Um, okay sure… whatever all of that means. 

I don’t understand it either.  However what I do understand is 

that it somehow produces 320kW and  530Nm, which is a decent 

amount. 

Eventually, though, all of this power, howsoever generated, goes 

to the CLS’s rear wheels, most of the &me, with a standard all 

wheel drive system (available on all models) diver&ng it to four 

wheels when the rears threaten to slip, which unlike, say, the E63 

AMG, you can’t force the 53 into rear only drive mode for juvenile 

like dri�s.  In short it is more grown up.  Or safer. 

A challenge which pre8y much faces AMG with the introduc&on 

of every new model is to make it feel sufficiently different and 

more special when compared to the conven&onal model.  This is 

so with the CLS too, to the sa&sfac&on of AMG boss Tobias Moers, 

who is apparently quite pedan&c in this regard.  

Fully fledged AMGs do have quite a unique character; they’re 

loud, outlandish and vastly more capable these days than the ‘hot 

rods’ they were a decade or so ago, but remain dominated by 
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their V8 engines… when they have V8 

engines that is. 

That’s obviously then a vastly more 

resistant character to realise with a straight 

six engine, especially one whose exhaust is 

so muted by turbo and which, by defini&on, 

is a bit lightweight next to a 63.  But despite 

this obvious engineering challenge the 

engine is decent.  It’s by no means loud, but 

thro8le response and dynamic really are 

excep&onal, with a rev limit at nearly 7000 

r/min and a character and note that has 

shades of a BMW M car.  

In truth it’s a bloody nice engine, in fact, 

and I can’t help but wonder if Aston Mar&n, 

now part owned by Daimler, has thought about one day slipping 

one into a Vantage?  Who knows? 

The handling is very precise and accurate, and I would go so far as 

to say that probably be8er, too, than that of the new BMW M5.  

The suspension is provided for by air, and although this tradi&onally 

was designed to provide super-smooth and comfortable ride 

comfort, the AMG biased setup provides 

the right amount of firmness and comfort 

balance, when needed, dependent on 

driver demands. 

The air springs incidentally, whilst standard 

in the AMG are op&onal on other CLS 

models. 

I have had the benefit of driving other CLS 

models, the 400d in par&cular, and it also 

sports the ISG system (which Mercedes 

dubs EQ Boost) so as a result thro8le 

response is excellent and allowing the 

automa&c box to do its job, rather than 

changing gears yourself, is the easiest way 

to make good progress. 

The car’s interior is excellent and in overall 

cabin layout and ergonomic decency, 

things mirror the E-Class here perfectly; the driving posi&on is 

flawless, with a hugely adjustable wheel and clear, digital 

instrument panel, plus central monitor.  Wiper and indicator stalk 

to the le�, gearlever to the right (in a le�-hand drive car), 

controls for one of motoring’s be8er infotainment systems on 

the centre console. 

As you could expect the material finish is  superb, but it’s the 

vents that are coolest - weird turbine-looking things that bask 

and reflect the glow of their own central LED mood lights, in low 

light.  Really lovely.  Head room in the rear is, obviously, a bit less 

than in a conven&onal sedan, for the passengers you probably 

won’t have anyway, and the boot’s of a similarly reasonable 

‘weekend luggage and a few odds and sods’ capacity. 

I won’t say this is the best AMG on the market, but it is the best 

CLS, by a long way.  The naming is strange and the technology 

unfathomable, but once you look past that it is a superbly 

engineered and beau&ful car, both to look at and drive. 
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Of all the flowers in the garden you were the brightest, most 

colourful and beau2fully fragrant.  But even the most precious 

flowers wilt. 

The day you first approached my stand the Frankfurt Auto Show 

and refused to leave un2l we spoke was memorable.  I remember 

listening to you arguing with one of my public rela2ons people in 

flawless German, and when I surrendered to your request you 

switched to equally perfect Italian, and then Spanish.  Over the few 

years that followed we enjoyed a friendship and you always 

supported our products with genuine interest and passion. 

You were an extraordinary woman of excep2onal beauty, poise, 

grace and determina2on.  We all loved you very much and you will 

always remain in our hearts and memories. 

Your suffering is over ‘hija’ and now you can rest. 

Hora2o Pagani, Italy 

Dear Jennifer,  

Although we never physically met hearing this news is very sad.  

You supported me for many years, and through this magazine I was 

able to reach out to many people from other parts of the world.  

You were a great girl.   

There are no goodbyes for us.  Wherever you are, you will always 

be in our hearts.  

Leona Chin, Malaysia 

Dear Jennifer. 

It was a pleasure knowing you and a great honour to have worked 

with you in promo2ng our products.  Your passing brings much 

sadness.  The world will be a lonelier place without you. 

You were very good person and we will always honour and 

remember you. 

Rest in peace. 

Takao Katagri, Japan 

My dear Jennifer. 

“Par2ng is such sweet sorrow”, these are the words of William 

Shakespeare from Romeo and Juliet.  A classic play about love and 

paying the ul2mate price for love. 

I remember how you were just so passionate about everything you 

did, and you always managed to make everyone who met you smile 

and feel good. 

However distant our knowing one another may have been, you s2ll 

made an impression upon me and I shall not forget you. 

Rest in peace and God bless. 

Boris Johnson, Great Britain 

To Jennifer. 

“Contras2ng views” would be the best way to describe our 

rela2onship.  However, and although I would never admit it, you 

were more oGen than not correct. 

You were an inspira2on to those who knew you, and your 

uncompromising sense of fairness and irreproachable values and 

ethics made you a pleasure as a colleague and friend. 

Equally your unrelen2ng passion to defend the rights of gay people, 

par2cularly in the workplace was commendable. 

You are and will forever be missed, admired and loved. 

Faithfully yours. 

Richard, England 

To my favourite, funniest and gayest airline friend. 

You are now a beau2ful Unicorn. 

Rest in peace and ride the rainbow, but always remember you can 

never have enough hats. 

Georgie, Great Britain 
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Red or yellow… 

you won’t be blue 

the Ferrari 812 superfast 

driven in South Africa 
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Cape Town:  Back in our December 2017 issue James got 

hold of the 812 superfast in Italy, around Turin, and gave it a 

proper thrashing.  On its home ground is where the car 

excelled.  However what about on our home ground? 

So on a recent trip back to my home, South Africa, I stopped off in 

Cape Town to drive a bright yellow one to see how this car with a 

strange name, and an even stranger iden&ty would fare on our local 

roads.  It, removed from its comfort zone, and me placed fairly and 

squarely in mine. 

Now the reason I say the name is strange is because it is a V12 

Ferrari, so calling it ‘superfast’ does sort of seem a bit obvious, and 

not very exo&c.  Also the 812 bit.  It lends very li8le to the engine’s 

iden&ty.  Yes, it’s a ‘12’ but what’s the ‘8’ for?  It’s a 6.5 litre… 

Then there is its rather curious iden&ty.  The car in fact does make a 

bit of a mockery of the way we classify the exo&c car market.  We 

call it a ‘super GT’ car because it’s got a londitudally mounted V12 

engine up front and a boot at the back, and so it’s cars such as the 

Aston Mar&n Vanquish S against which we compare it.  And, for 

obvious reasons too, as we expect it to be best suited for the 

purposes of fast grand touring.  However we would be wrong. 

You see, like every one of its direct predecessors I’ve ever driven, 

going back to the 575 Maranello, the 812 superfast doesn’t fit this 

bill.  It has its own agenda, its own reasons for being, and believe 

me, they are pre8y good reasons too - because this is Ferrari’s most 

powerful and expensive series produc&on model, and more 

importantly it’s nothing like any other GT car on sale.  

It feels wide on the road, and it's as fast and exci&ng as any mid-

engine supercar I have ever driven - not to men&on more highly 

strung than them too, with the only noted excep&on of the much 

more expensive Pagani Huayra. 

I have also driven its immediate predecessor, the limited series 

F12tdf, as has James, and we concur that the F12tdf was quite 

possibly the most nervous, skiRsh and psycho&c car that Ferrari 

have ever made.  It had rear wheel steering which tried to kill you 

any &me you went near a corner, and the steering, speaking of 

which, was a nightmare to master.  It was in short a car which 

guaranteed you a very messy yet exci&ng death. 

The 812 however immediately feels notably more relaxed and 

much easier to manage. 

I admi8edly didn’t have the 812 for the usual one week test period 

- in fact I only had it for three days - but I drove it quite a bit and 
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what impressed me the most was 

that despite its ability to lash out 

furious amounts of insane speed at 

the slightest prod of the thro8le, it 

felt solid, planted and easy to 

control.  In the F12 you felt 

nervous when driving it hard, but 

in the 812 you feel relaxed. 

It is s&ll engaging and requires a lot 

of driver input, but in a posi&ve 

and reassuring way.  It brings back 

the art of driving, and the 

capability of the engine is 

something which you are tempted 

to explore instead of avoid. 

And speaking of engines, it’s an 

incredible engine; one of such 

potency that ventures into the 

bo8om half of the accelerator 

pedal travel are rare, and call for a 

very deep breath.  On half-thro8le 

from town speeds, you will coast 

through second and third gears 

and be going quickly enough to 

sa&sfy your enthusiasm before you 

have blinked.  Take a full thro8le 

trip towards 9 000 r/min and you 

will be stunned by this car’s 

massive, horizon reeling in pace - 

and then le� in awe of the 

prowess of its savagery. 

You are also very unlikely to risk 

those breathtaking deep thro8le 

trips on less than perfect roads, 

though, because even in its so�est 

seRng the 812’s suspension is firm 

to the point that it’s a jostling, 

nerve-tes&ng ride at &mes.  Its ride 

and its handling are both 

par&cularly reac&ve over bumps 

taken at speed, when those 

enormously wide front wheels can 

start to tramline. At that point the 

car’s steering - whose directness 

genuinely isn’t an issue elsewhere, 

thanks to plenty of weight and 

good on-centre stability - just 

begins to burst your bubble.  

The rear suspension on the other 

hand, on whose lateral s&ffness 

the car’s scalpel sharp handling is 

built, can compound the issue 

by making the body fuss and fidget 

over the same bumps that affected 

the steering an instant earlier. 

The upshot however is that driving 

an 812 superfast down a 

par&cularly tricky back road 

reminds you of Owen Wilson’s 

Armageddon movie line; the one 

when he’s “not sure if he’s 98% 

excited and 2% scared, or if it’s the 

other way around”. 

Out on the open road the 812 delivers blistering pace, masterful poise and one of the finest V12 soundtracks money can buy. 
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However, when you do your homework 

and, like I did, seek out roads and 

journeys that best suit it, this car will 

amaze you over and over again.  For 

handling response and turn-in precision, 

as well as all-round grip and balance, it 

feels like it gives up absolutely nothing to 

the very best mid-engined supercars and 

track machines.  It is bloody brilliant. 

Regre8ably because it is very hard to 

reach the car’s limits on public roads, It 

will take further examining on a track to 

fully experience the true capability of this 

amazing car; one such journey I would 

love to take in it… hint, hint, Ferrari SA. 

Although despite this I make a true and 

concerted effort to at least try and see 

where my courage would end. 

So I found a par&cularly nice and twisty 

road out of Cape Town itself, where 

there was very li8le traffic, even fewer 

traffic cops - not that I am saying you 

should exceed the speed limit… I am just 

saying that in this car you can, easily, 

exceed it by a bit - and pushed the 812 to 

as close to its limit as I could get it. 

Not without the need to brag about 

speeds reached, what I will say it that the 

812 is capable of quite easily reaching its 

maximum claimed speed of 350km/h.  It 

also can reach 100km/h from a stands&ll 

in 2.9 seconds.  This is all of course 

possible because its massive 6.5 litre V12 

engine produces 588kW and 720Nm.  

On the steering wheel is a li8le red 

switch with allows you to select your 

preferred amount of fear - I opt of the 

level appropriately named ‘race’ - and 

click it into first gear. 

Now, the default driving mode is ‘sport’ - 

which is one below ‘race’ and this keeps 

the trac&on control firmly in place and 

makes the car drivable and safe.  I don’t 

want safe.  I want sweat. 

Select launch control on the centre 

bu8on stem - I am a�er all doing this 

properly - build up the revs, and 

The dashboard layout is typically that of all current Ferraris - complicated and with too many buCons 
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release the brake pedal. 

The next 30 seconds can only be best 

described as an assault on my senses.  I 

flick through the gears in rapid 

succession and keep the monster 

pointed at the horizon. 

I realise a problem - in an 812 there are 

no straights.  You exit a corner, apply 

power and then brake for the next 

corner, irrespec&ve of how far apart 

the corners are. 

I am staggered by just how fast the car 

moves. 

The first bend looms, so I drop a gear.  

The back steps out.  A quick counter 

steer fixes that and as I exit the bend I 

hit the thro8le.  The back steps out 

again.  Another bend approaches and 

this one looks sharper. 

However despite the vast amounts of 

tail wagging the car remains 

completely composed, and dynamically 

is no harder to drive than the much 

smaller 488 GTB, which I have tested. 

The weight and size of the engine, 

somehow is concealed and is barely 

no&ceable.  Quite how Ferrari got that 

right baffles me s&ll. 

In a V12 Aston Mar&n, or a W12 

Bentley you can feel the bulk and 

weight hanging over the nose, but not 

in the 812.  It is superbly engineered. 

Corner a�er corner, bend a�er bend, I 

scythe the big, yellow brute down my 

personal race track and it excels in 

ways I never thought possible. 

A�er about 40km I decided that 

enough was enough and se8led back 

to a sedate and relaxed drive. 

I want this thing on a track; before it 

was a thought, but now it is a desire… a 

deep burning desire. 

I am a girl, and not the biggest one at 

that, and this is a big car, but this car 

cocoons around you when you drive it 

hard and you feel a part of the 

machine. 

I love it and think I have found the best 

drivers’ supercar, or super-GT car, 

money can buy. 

Italian design flair at its finest, where even an engine becomes a thing of beauty.  And what an engine it is too... 
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San Cesario sul Panaro, Italy:  In the amazing world of 

dream car building, the objec&ve is always to outdo oneself.  

Pure beauty in all shapes and surfaces - this is the guiding 

philosophy behind Horacio Pagani's latest crea&on.  From 

this founda&on is built a masterpiece with a perfect balance 

of a8en&on to detail and technological prowess.  The culmina&on 

of Art and Science; a founding principle and cornerstone to the 

philosophy of Pagani Automobili s.P.a. 

This belief comes from the genius of Leonardo da Vinci, who 

pursued perfec&on in form and func&on at every stage of the 

process, down to the most minute component of the design. 

All Pagani crea&ons are born from this relentless chase of beauty 

and passion.  The Pagani Huayra Roadster represents an 

intemperate ar&s&c showcase, featuring the most dynamic 

technology; this is Horacio Pagani's open-air tribute to the gods of 

wind. 

Hora&o though is an easy-going and unassuming middle-aged 

Gentleman, born of Argen&nian parents who moved to Italy when 

he was very young. 

During the 1980’s he worked for Lamborghini and managed their 

composites, and then in 1988 he founded Pagani Composite 

Reseaarch and con&nued to work with, rather than for, 

Lamborghini.  His new company worked on a number of impressive 

projects including the 25th anniversary Countach, the LM-002, the 

P140 design concept and the Diablo. 

Then in the late 1980’s Pagani began working on his own car, which 

was eventually named Fangio F1 in honour of his friend, the five-

&me Argen&nian Formula One champion Juan Manuel Fangio. 

In 1991, Pagani established Modena Design to meet the increasing 

demand for his design, engineering, and prototyping services.  In 

1992, he began construc&on of a Fangio F1 prototype, and by 1993, 

the car was being tested at the Dallara wind tunnel with very 

posi&ve results. 

Pagani Automobili s.P.a. was also established in 1992, and currently 

employs about 60 people. 

In 1994, Mercedes Benz agreed to supply Pagani with V12 engines.  

The dream was about to kick off... 

The final car was named the Zonda C12, the first of the Zonda line 

(the Fangio F1 name was dropped out of respect for Fangio, who 
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died in 1995).  It was first presented at the 1999 Geneva Motor 

Show. 

In 2005, Pagani announced that it planned to triple its produc&on 

output within the next three years, and to enter the US market in 

2007. 

On 30 June 2010, Pagani claimed a new record for produc&on-

based cars using the Pagani Zonda R and comple&ng the 

Nürburgring in 6:47, bea&ng the Ferrari 599XX. 

The Pagani Huayra, a successor to the Pagani Zonda, was ini&ally 

revealed online in a press release on 25 January 2011.  It was 

officially revealed at the 2011 Geneva Motor Show.  The car is 

named Huayra a�er the Incan god of wind, Huayra-tata.  The 

engine is a 6 litre twin-turbo M158 V12 engine from Mercedes-

AMG producing 537 kW and 1 000 Nm of torque.  The Huayra's 

body is made from carbotanium; a composi&on of carbon fibre 

and &tanium, thus it is reasonably lightweight.  The Huayra has 

been redesigned from the ground up, but shares many visual 

quali&es with its predecessor.  The car can accelerate from 0–

100km/h in 3.2 seconds and has a top speed of 378 km/h.  Only 

100 units of the Huayra were ever produced, each cos&ng a 

million Pounds Sterling, without op&ons. 

The 2011 launch of the Huayra however also marked a new era of 

hypercars.  The Huayra Coupe became the gold standard, raising 

the bar for lightweight build and innova&ve performance-based 

technology.  This formidable combina&on earned the Huayra 

Coupe the most accolades in the automobile industry, second 

only to the Zonda. 

While it is an independent company, Pagani has a working 

rela&onship with Daimler AG, most notably with its Mercedes-

AMG subsidiary.  This is partly due to the fact that Fangio had 

suggested that Pagani approach Mercedes.  The Zonda used 

increasingly advanced versions of the Mercedes Benz M120 V12 

engine; the ini&al version displaced 6 litres, but later Zondas used 

a 7.3 litre engine, later rever&ng to a race-tuned version of the 

original 6 litre version for the track exclusive Zonda R and its two 

other variants (Zonda R Evolución and Zonda Revolución).  

Moreover, Pagani also worked with Daimler in the development 

of the Chrysler supercar, the 2004 ME 412, when Chrysler was 

under the Daimler-Chrysler umbrella.  Finally, the Mercedes Benz 

M158 engine for the Pagani Huayra is a bespoke engine produced 

just for Pagani.  Mercedes Benz revised its M275 engine in order 

to reduce turbo lag and improve response.  This resulted in new 

exhaust headers, new pistons, a new intake manifold, as well as 

new turbochargers. 

The Pagani Huayra Roadster project began in 2010, with the 

ostensibly simple idea of a Huayra Coupe with a removable roof 

and conven&onal doors, as was developed for the Zonda 

Roadster in 2003.  In 2013, the design was scrapped and 

everything restarted from the beginning of the design process. 

Each Pagani crea&on has a life of its own, every detail must have 
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its own harmony in line with the spirit and 

soul of the machine car.  The Pagani 

Huayra Roadster became a project 

independent of its predecessor, a machine 

car with its own soul. 

From the very beginning, the Pagani 

Huayra Roadster door design followed in 

the tradi&on of the Mercedes Benz models 

of the 1950's, specifically the gullwing 

doors of the 300-SL, and its Roadster 

variant featuring conven&onal doors.  In 

the end, the design closely follows in the 

tradi&on of Pagani - the vehicle best 

represented in the Huayra Roadster design 

- the Zonda Cinque Roadster. 

The overall shape is smooth and 

immediate, where each line has a 

beginning and a definite end.  Every last 

detail has been revised, every contour 

made more defined, every curve redrawn 

mul&ple &mes to arrive together in a 

cohesive, liquid form. 

From the more aggressive and pronounced 

mouth of the car, framed by wider wheel 

arches, from the shape of the roll bars to 

the upgraded interior; every single 

element of the car has been scru&nized 

and redesigned.  Every detail considered 

and developed with its own unique design 

language, in direct symmetry with 

aerodynamic requirements. 

The bonnet has a fundamental func&on: an 

elegant vitrine containing both the 

technology and the art of the engine.  By 

natural evolu&on, its design took on a life 

of its own, becoming a space with its own 

stylis&c iden&ty, itself worthy of being 

exhibited in an art gallery. 

Unlike most modern supercars, the Pagani 

Huayra Roadster is almost fully exposed, 

with nearly every mechanical part visible, 

every last piece proud to be revealed. 
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Staying true to the Pagani philosophy of 

respec&ng every last detail in the design, 

every piece of the car given considera&on 

and a8en&on.  Even the smallest screw is 

designed to be both beau&ful and 

func&onal. 

One of the ambi&ous goals set at the 

beginning of the project was to build a 

Roadster that would be lighter than the 

Coupe, improving the torsional rigidity of 

the frame.  Armed with the exper&se 

gained from the Zonda R, Huayra Coupe 

and the Huayra BC, the Pagani engineering 

team further refined the development of 

carbo-&tanium.  Combined with a new 

form of composite material and developed 

for the Pagani Huayra Roadster, it is 

considered more advanced than materials 

used for Formula 1 cars.  This complex and 

highly ambi&ous undertaking has allowed 

for a 52% increase in s&ffness, at the same 

weight, thanks to the combina&on of the 

Carbo-Titanium and the Carbo-Triax HP52.  

The dry weight of the Huayra Roadster 

measures 1 280kg, about 80kg less than 

the Huayra Coupe, while also increasing in 

torsional flexional rigidity - an incredible 

achievement by its own right, from a 

purely technical perspec&ve. 

The Pagani Huayra Roadster is powered by 

the Mercedes-AMG M158 engine.  The 

twelve cylinder engine, built specifically for 

Pagani by Mercedes-AMG, has benefi8ed 

from the research and development done 

for the Huayra BC, delivering power of 

570kW at 6 200 r/min, with a torque of 

over 1 000 Nm already available at 2 400 r/

min. 

Equipped with the most cuRng edge 

technology, the twin-turbo, 12 cylinder, 

narrow angled 60 degree engine with a 

displacement of 6 litres has been 

developed to sa&sfy both the interna&onal 

homologa&on standards and the even 

more stringent Pagani internal standards, 

resul&ng in a driving experience both 

relaxed and electrifying.  The turbines have 

been developed to provide an immediate 

thro8le response without delay, providing 

the driver with full control of the vehicle.  

The dry sump lubrica&on allows for perfect 

engine response, even under the most 

extreme unencumbered accelera&on 

condi&ons.  The M158 motor is approved 

for the most restric&ve EURO 6b and Carb 

environment regula&ons. 

The extraordinary power and torque of the 

Pagani Huayra Roadster is powered by a 

new gearbox seven speed AMT 

successfully developed for the Huayra BC.  

Built by X-Track, it incorporates a hydraulic 

and electronic ac&va&on system and is 

combined with new carbon synchronizers, 

resul&ng in seamless and absolute 

precision when shi�ing, thanks also to the 

development of a new ECU together with 

Automac.  The differen&al is electronic, 

with an advanced control system 

developed in conjunc&on with Bosch, 

ensuring adapta&on to all possible driving 

condi&ons: from day to day drivability to 

track performance, always providing driver 

stability and excep&onal vehicle safety. 

The weight of en&re unit, including the 

electronic differen&al, is approximately 

40% less than the standard dual clutch 

gearbox.  The gearbox itself is mounted in 

a transverse posi&on, significantly reducing 
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the polar iner&a of the en&re 

vehicle and moving op&mally 

at the center of gravity of the 

car.  This results in a safe 

understeering response of the 

Pagani Huayra Roadster, 

ensuring comfort and safety 

for road driving and 

predictable behaviour and 

control on the track. 

The refinement of the 

suspension of Pagani 

Automobili crea&ons has 

always been a point of pride 

and a key component in the 

design of the cars signed by 

Horacio Pagani.  In the same 

way the development of the 

technology behind the Zonda 

R flowed naturally into the 

development of the 

technology of the Huayra 

Coupe, the Huayra BC 

development was the staging 

ground for the Pagani Huayra 

Roadster.  Every concept 

learned from the previous 

model is applied and further 

developed for the new model.   

All of the suspension 

assembly is a work of art and 

a concentra&on of the latest 

technology, made in a 

lightweight aluminium alloy, 

called HiForg, designed 

specifically for the Huayra 

Roadster.  This lightened the 

car by 25%, compared to the 

Huayra coupe, an 

extraordinary result for a car 

already considered the 

benchmark in op&mizing 

power to weight ra&o. 

This sophis&cated and 

technological marvel enables 

in the Pagani Huayra Roadster 

perfect behaviour in every 

conceivable driving condi&on. 

A long &me partner of Pagani, 

Brembo has always delivered 

outstanding performance to 

Pagani cars.  Since the Zonda 

F in 2006, Pagani cars have 

some of the shortest recorded 

stopping distances for 100-0 

and 200-0.  Certainly, the 

lightweight form of the car 

helps, but the results are a 

testament to the power and 

efficacy of the braking system.  

For the Pagani Huayra 

Roadster, Brembo has 

developed a new carbon 

ceramic (CCM) implant with 

380x34 mm and a 6-piston 

caliper in the front and 

380x34 mm, 4-piston caliper 

at the rear.  

The design of the caliper has 

been developed by Pagani 

and Brembo to decrease as 

much as possible the weight 

of the un-sprung mass, 

resul&ng in a perfect balance 

of beauty and technological 

advancement.  It is also the 

most advanced brake caliper 

Brembo has ever created. 

"Power is nothing without 

control." This is the famous 

mantra that drove the Pirelli 

engineers to sculpt and design 

a specific rubber for the 

Pagani Huayra Roadster tyres, 

allowing the vehicle to 

achieve an incredible 

performance of 1.8 g of 

lateral force.  Performance 

was not the only factor in 

considera&on for the 

development of the new tyre; 

the Pirelli PZero Corsa for the 

Huayra Roadster was also 

designed to have a lower 

rolling resistance, reducing 

fuel consump&on and CO2 

emissions into the 
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atmosphere.  The tyre also bears the 

ini&als HP on the sidewall. 

I could labour the technological accolades 

of this incredible car for days, because 

there are that many, but you want to know 

what it is like to drive. 

Well, and bear in mind that I quite recently 

drove the coupe version, it is gorgeous and 

in every possible way be8er than the 

coupe. 

The coupe offers a razor sharp and brutal 

driving experience, whereas the Roadster 

delivers the same experience, just with 

more, a lot more precision and brutality - 

but makes it all completely manageable. 

The fact that Pagani completely redesigned 

to Roadster speaks volumes.  They saw the 

need and improved the car - a lot.  A hell of 

a lot. 

The handling is unworldly and when you 

floor the thro8le, adrenalin rushes to 

assault your senses just as fast as the car 

launches towards the horizon. 

And then there is the noise.  The couple is 

loud and ‘whooshy’ when its turbos dump 

huge amounts of excess pressure, but in 

the Roadster its just louder, and by louder I 

mean be8er. 

The car, this par&cular car, will again make 

an appearance at the upcoming Geneva 

show, and I urge you that if you can please 

go and have a look at it because it is 

without a doubt the most beau&ful car 

currently in produc&on.  Photographs, and 

I have included many, do not even 

remotely do the thing jus&ce. 

It is expensive, who cares!  It is worth 

every damn cent. 

This is not just a car, it is a way of life. 
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THE EMPIRE 

BITES BACK 

The ferocious Jaguar XJR 575 

66 
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Lerira, Portugal:  The lunchbox has 

landed! 

This is the angriest and fastest Jaguar 

sedan ever made.  It can do 300km/

h, sprint from a stands&ll to 100km/h in 4.4 

seconds, has 423kW and 700Nm… and 

costs around R 2 600 000. 

So outwardly it seems to more than qualify 

as a performer, but is it good enough to 

put some scare into the Mercedes-AMG 

S63?  Or even the S65? 

The simple answer is yes, but it does 

require quite a bit of explaining. 

First-off I reckon that the most important 

thing about the Jaguar XJ is that there’ll 

definitely be another genera&on a�er this 

one.  “A flagship car company needs a 

flagship car,” says Ian Callum, Jaguar’s 

design director. 

However what isn't really common 

knowledge is that it came up for discussion 

– something that would never with the 

Mercedes-Benz S-Class or BMW 7 Series.  

The reason of course being that it hasn't 

been all that successful. 

Now as the story goes, when TATA bought 

Jaguar they gave Callum and his team of 

designers a strict set of guidelines for the 

mid-sized XF with the promise that if the 

XF was a success then they could pre8y 

much do whatever they wanted with the 

XJ.  And as we know the XF was a huge 

success. 

This of course does sort of make the design 

team look a bit useless  - kind of like a dog 

which behaves well when on the leash, but 

when you let it off it runs and lays dog eggs 

everywhere, pees against every ver&cal 

object, barks, chases ducks, scares children 

and randomly bites people for no apparent 

reason.. 

Right, so the current XJ has been around 

for the last eight years.  Doesn’t quite 

seem that long, does it? 

Naturally, we’ll see the new one in the next 

couple of years (if not sooner) – and 

Callum says it’ll be “wilfully different” from 

something like an S-Class “because there’s 
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no point taking them on at their game”.  

Um, isn’t that what being compe&&ve is 

all about? 

The range though is quite extensive, 

depending on where you live.  You can 

have a 3 litre diesel, which is quite 

popular, then there is also a 3 litre 

supercharged V6 petrol, which can be 

had in rear drive or all-wheel-drive 

(AWD).  Then there’s the 5 litre V8 

petrol, which is itself available in 

three  different versions.  There’s one 

with 346kW, another with 375kW  and 

then there was the full-fat 405kW 

version, which has now been replaced 

by the XJR 575, which has 423kW 

(575PS).  In South Africa however it 

seems that there a lot less XJ models on 

offer, which makes choosing one 

perhaps easier. 

S&ll all of these can be had in standard 

or long-wheelbase styles.  Jaguar gives 

them weird names too, like Luxury, 

Premium Luxury, PorVolio and 

Autobiography. 

All rear-driven XJs receive electric 

rather than hydraulic power steering 

(although the AWD retains a hydraulic 

rack).  There is a new ten inch 

touchscreen in the middle of the 

dashboard and around all of that comes 

updated so�ware, plus some new 

technological and ac&ve safety features 

such as lane keeping and parking assist 

(hence the electric steering), city 

braking and radar cruise that can take 

you to and from a stands&ll.  

The nice thing about the XJ has always 

been that it is “wilfully different” from 

the German luxury car club.  I can feel 

people at Bentley wincing at the word 

‘luxury’ even as I type it.  An S-Class isn’t 

luxury, they’re thinking, because 

nobody hangs off a cliff on ropes to cut 

burrs from an incredibly rare tree so 

they can use them for veneer.  They 

don’t do that at Jaguar, either, but the 

word ‘luxury’ feels less dirty in rela&on 

to an XJ than it does to an S-Class or 

Audi A8 even though, in fact, it’s less 

luxurious – if you’re coun&ng toys – 

than both.  But this isn’t always a bad 

thing. 

There was a &me when “luxury” was 

determined by nothing more than the 

so�ness of a seat and the smoothness 

of the suspension… and it worked well 

for decades.  But then some silly bugger 

came along and decided that luxury also 

meant having more bu8ons which did 

things than the next car… thank you Mr 

BMW for that one.  From that day forth 

seats and suspension were relegated to 

being just two items on a very long list. 

On our YouTube Channel - Naked 

Motoring NM - is a funny adver&sing 

video war between Mercedes Benz and 

Jaguar on the subject of suspension.  In 

fact Jaguar picked the fight, and in my 

view made a be8er advert.  However 

humourous it proves an important 

point; that Jaguar aren’t concerned 

about the same things. 

I have had the opportunity to see the 

new top-of-the-range Audi A8L W12 

and it is a brilliant car which can do 

many, many very clever things including 

driving itself around, leaping about to 

avoid accidents and doesn’t juggle 

about on uneven surfaces.  It is 

impressive, but a tad dull at the same 

&me. 

I have also driven both the new 7 Series 

and most recent version of the S-Class, 

and in their own ways they are excellent 

cars. 

Long story short, the XJ is a luxury car, 

and in fact it has always been regarded 

as a luxury car.  It may have less toys in 

it’s box than the others, but as we know 

luxury is more than just a switch and 

screen count. 

The XJ (dubbed the X351) has in its 

life&me seen several upgrades, faceli�s, 

new engines and technology 

improvements, with this the 2018 spec 

being the most recent. 

On to the 575 bit. 

Nobody ever accused the old 375kW 

model of being slow, and certainly the 

405kW version was even be8er… but 

now it has more and can do a lot more 
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Luxury is perceived as being how many buCons a car has, but Jaguar go back to basics and just make it good 

in the performance department. 

And if nobody minds too, the XJ is a damn 

nice looking car too.  Nothing boring about 

its sweeping lines and aggressive accents. 

The 575 is a masterful thing to drive, with 

so much power and available speed, and it 

manages to control its bulk very well. 

In a straight line the car will sprint from 

zero to 300km/h in a minute and a li8le 

bit . 

I don’t need to tell you that is quick, 

especially considering it weighs 1.8 tons 

and has back seats and a huge boot. 

Frugality is however something it doesn’t 

really do very well, but if you want a fuel 

efficient XJ then get the diesel.  Power 

equals thirst.  It is that simple. 

Gear changes are automa&c, and there are 

eight of them, or you can use the steering 

mounted paddles.  Either way it is 

blisteringly quick.  However there is more 

to it than just the remarkable speed. 

It is how it drives, handles, feels and 

engages you as a driver, rather than 

just someone clinging onto the steering 

wheel. 

Mercedes Benz, BMW and Audi make very 

good cars, but none of them come close to 

the XJ when you weigh up all the prevailing 

factors which make a nice drivers car. 

If you want to sit in the back and be driven, 

then get a Maybach.  If however you want 

to be in control and take the chicken by 

the wings then there is only one clear 

choice. 

It has fewer bu8ons and such to distract 

you from the experience… it is the Jaguar 

XJR 575. 
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Dear Editor. 

I guess you will be geFng a lot of leCers like this and choosing which to pick 

will be difficult. 

I write for another motoring publica2on, but do follow yours, and when I read 

about Jennifer in the last edi2on I was devastated.  I met her at the last 

Geneva Motor Show and we had occasion to discuss a few things industry 

related.  She was so full of energy and I have never before seen such passion 

for the job.  She, in short, inspired me. 

I hope my short leCer gets published, but if not please could you extend my 

condolences to her loved one. 

Clifford, Australia 

Female car reporters are rare, and good ones are 

even rarer.  Jennifer was both. 

Women buy cars and we enjoy driving just as much 

as men, some2mes more because we can sing along 

to music and make a journey an experience more 

easily than men can.  So when I pick up a car 

magazine and it is filled with dreary, boring reviews 

wriCen exclusively by men I want to scream. 

Women like Jennifer should be wri2ng for every car 

magazine because they offer a female perspec2ve, 

which men can never do no maCer how much hair 

gel or moisturiser they use. 

Hearing of her passing made me very sad, and I will 

miss her ‘f** you aFtude’ to the male dominated 

world of motoring. 

My thoughts and condolences are with her family. 

Lauren, Johannesburg 

Hi Leon. 

I was one of Jennifer’s friends for many years and we shared 

a lot in the 2me that I knew her.  She also did things for me 

which ul2mately changed the course of my life, for which I 

will remain eternally grateful.  We were also neighbours. 

I met her on the first day when she moved into the building, 

halfway up the stairs carrying a few items.  I waved at her 

and she smiled back.  Later that day she came to my flat to 

introduce herself.  It was then that she discovered I am deaf. 

Within weeks she had learned enough sign language (BSL) to 

manage basic communica2on and she was ‘fluent’ within a 

few months thereaGer.  We became best of friends. 

I followed her career as a writer / car tester, and in my 

opinion she was able to express herself more and beCer in 

your magazine.  Perhaps you are just more accep2ng of 

unconven2onal authors? 

Regardless you produce a wonderful magazine, and although 

I am neither a car fana2c, and in fact I don’t even own a car, I 

s2ll found it an engaging and interes2ng read. 

The world will be an emp2er place without Jennifer, and I 

hope that wherever she is they have Ferraris and Paganis 

lined up for her daily task of watching over us all. 

I am going to miss my friend and am going to miss reading 

her some2mes odd, but always entertaining views in “This 

Girl Can”. 

My thoughts are with Wolf and Nadia at this difficult 2me. 

Best wishes. 

Jessica, England 

I knew Jennifer.  We met in 2011 at a car launch in 

Pretoria.  Being from the non-mainstream motoring 

press we were both side-lined for the likes of CAR 

Magazine to choose their test vehicle (even though 

they are all the same…)  so as a result we not only 

got the last ones available but ended up partnered 

together for the two days of the launch. 

She was quite a bit younger than me, but so 

incredibly knowledgeable and confident of her 

knowledge and abili2es.  It was in short something 

which made her even more aCrac2ve than her 

incredible physical beauty. 

We became friends and saw one another from 2me 

to 2me at events and communicated by mail at least 

once a month.  I kept her appraised of local industry 

developments and gossip, and she returned the 

courtesy regarding the global marketplace.  So 

impressed was I that I offered her a ‘job’ wri2ng for 

my publica2on.  And she excelled. 

I will miss her dearly and my sincerest and deepest 

condolences and sympathies are with her family and 

loved ones. 

Rest in peace my friend. 

C, Johannesburg 
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Johannesburg:  I have done a few of 

these type of races before, and 

always there is a test car supplied by 

a manufacturer, which - and lets be 

honest - isn't really treated very 

nicely in the pursuit of winning.  This one 

however is a bit different because the car 

in ques&on, a 2017 Audi RS3 Sedan is my 

very own personal car for which is shelled 

out a million Rand, its mileage is below 

10,000km and I have no inten&on 

whatsoever of hur&ng it. 

The race in ques&on is to get from the 

Naked Motoring offices in Fourways to 

Durban, in par&cular the popular Oyster 

Box Hotel in Umhlanga Rocks. 

I will be in my Audi and my opponent Kate, 

who is mad to think she can win will be 

using whatever means of public transport 

she deems fit, including a one-hour flight 

on a well know airline. 

So the scene is set for what had the 

promise of being a good race.  The 

distance by either means is about the 

same - 600 odd kilometres (or 375 miles) 

and the na&onal speed limit  is 120km/h… 

Jennifer may say I am crazy, but 

I know I am not, and I know I am 

going to win this race.  Yes, her 

car is fast - very fast even - but 

she can’t drive it at 300km/h 

down the N3, lest she be arrested and go 

to a women’s prison, which however 

exci&ng that may be will mean that she 

loses the race.  Look she is going to lose 

anyway, but I won’t say that the finish will 

be by any landslides. 

You see, the flight down might only take 

an hour, but I have to get to the airport, 

OR Tambo, an hour before the flight, and 

then there is that ma8er of geRng to the 

airport from Fourways and then from the 

new Durban airport to Umhlanga Rocks 

using whatever I can find, as long as I don’t 

drive it.  That on its own could each take 

an hour - that means I need at least four 

hours to get from A to B… and Jennifer 

could, in theory, if she disobeys a few 

traffic rules get there in a similar &me. 

So I am packed and ready and wai&ng for 

our editor to fire the star&ng gun, as such, 

to see which is quicker. 

Now because I won’t be having to 

fight the elements as well as the 

horrors of public transport, so as a 

result I had a small bag in the boot with a 

change of clothes and some cosme&cs, 

was wearing running shoes, a nice comfy 

pair of denims, a T-shirt and a warm 

hoodie.  And for my hands - a pair of baby 

bum so� black driving gloves.  Kate on the 

other hand looked like she was about to 

embark of some kind of arc&c explora&on. 

On your marks, get set, go!  That was all I 

needed to hear and at exactly 12:11 I fired 

up the engine of my RS3 Sedan, and let its 

294kW heart start bea&ng - Kate was going 

to get the thrashing of her life, I thought as 

I selected some tunes for the road - Trance 

Na2on (The Collec2on Vol. 1) seemed 

appropriate, I clicked it into gear, released 

the park brake and set off. 

Within 5 minutes I was already filling up at 

a petrol sta&on just before the highway, 

and 10 minutes later I was on the road, 

doing well.  It was mid-week, but as I 

entered the highway at William Nicol, I 

only needed to get past Rivonia Road and I 

would be home free. 

THE GREAT RACE 
JOHANNESBURG  TO DURBAN 
AUDI RS3 SEDAN VS. EVERYTHING ELSE 
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Now what I didn't tell my sworn foe was 

that I had recently purchased a new secret 

weapon - a speed trap detector - so whilst 

she figured I couldn’t apply the heavy foot 

for fear of being caught, she has 

overlooked technology figh&ng against 

evil.  I was going to reel in the road at a 

rate beyond her comprehension, and do so 

fear-free of incurring the wrath of the 

traffic police. 

Once alone I realised that I may have 

bi8en off a bit more than I could 

chew.  You see the problem was not 

that I had to somehow find a way from 

Fourways to Sandton to catch the Gautrain 

to the airport, but once I got there I had to 

buy a &cket, and was quite worried that 

there might be a delay therein. 

So Jennifer rocks up dressed like she is 

going to a braai and then poked fun at my 

thick jacket, well its winter and 

Johannesburg is cold, so whilst she can set 

her aircon to 20 deg and cruise along I 

can’t.  However the thought of winning 

kept me warm. 

So Leon came out of the office, cup of 

coffee in hand, and told us that the race 

had started.  He then shot back inside and 

closed the door… right, I guess he won’t be 

giving me a li�. 

By now Jennifer is already at the top of the 

road, feathering the thro8le just to prove 

some kind of childish point.  I am going to 

win this and have the last laugh. 

Admi8edly the going at first was quite 

tough and it took me the best part of 45 

minutes to get up to William Nicol Drive to 

find a taxi to Sandton.  That took another 

20 minutes because of the size of my 

suitcase.  However by 13:35 I had arrived 

in Sandton, and then s&ll had to walk to 

the Gautrain sta&on, which took a while 

too.  So at 14:05 I arrived at the sta&on 

and had bought a &cket to the airport.  

Now I was going to catch up because the 

Gautrain can do 160km/h and takes only 

12 minutes to get to the airport. 

Clearly Kate has forgo8en a very 

important thing - I work in avia&on, 

for a commercial airline - so I know 

the deal.  So by the third track of my music 

I had cleared Sandton (Rivonia Rd) and was 

able to open the car up a bit.  The Gautrain 

can do 160km/h, but that’s all it can do… 

and I can do more, a lot more. 

Climate control set at a perfect 18°C and 

music turned up… System F are filling my 

head and my foot is burying the thro8le 

deeper.  160km/h… Kate you haven’t got a 

chance. 

I did have to wait for a train but once 

I eventually got onto it and it was 

underway I started to relax.  And 

although the compe&&ve spirit was high, I 

knew that this was probably going to be 

quite close, because if I know anything 

about Jennifer she has absolutely no 

regard whatsoever for the speed limit, but 

its mid-week and the Sandton traffic would 

have to slow her down, significantly so 

that any advantage she may have had off 

the start line would have by now been lost.  

12 minutes a�er leaving Sandton sta&on I 

arrived at OR Tambo Interna&onal airport 

(a.k.a. Johannesburg) and erred on the 

side of panic and sprinted like a serial 

murderer was a�er me through the airport 

to find the domes&c departures where I 

could buy a &cket… right now I am 

regreRng this stupid jacket and ridiculous 

suitcase. 

I reckon Kate thinks that I am stuck 

in traffic… well sorry honey, but I 

have Heidelberg in my sights and its 

not even 13:00 yet.  Everyone is going the 

other way, because people work IN 

Johannesburg and not the other way 

around, so I basically have a highway to 

myself, bar a few slow moving cars - and 

when I say slow moving I of course mean 

those who care to s&ck to the 120km/h 

limit.  Not I, oh no, and at the risk of 

maybe geRng into trouble somehow I 

won’t say exactly how fast I drove - but I 

can say that the last inch or so of my 

speedometer was pre8y much where the 

red needle lived for most of the journey.  

And definitely for this bit of it.  Heidelberg 

came and went - all three off ramps - in 

minutes.  I was making good progress. 

Shit!  Is all I have to say.  Apparently 

this &me of day is quite busy for 

commuters between the two ci&es, 

so whilst I have a &cket, it is for a 15:35 

flight - which is approximately an hour and  

ten minutes away, and then there is s&ll 

the hour it will take to get to the 

des&na&on.  So unless my maths is wrong, 

by now (14:25) Jennifer should be 

somewhere around Alberton, or at best for 

her between it and Heidelberg.  That 

means that by the &me I land she should at 

the VERY best only be around 

Pietermaritzburg and as those of us who 

watch the Comrades Marathon know it is 

the best part of 100km from Durban, and 

let us not also forget the KwaZulu-Natal is 

34 
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‘zero tolerance’ land for the traffic 

authori&es, so she will be forced to slow 

down or face being locked up.  I am s&ll in 

with a figh&ng chance.  Time to relax and 

get some lunch. 

Time to talk a li8le about my car.  As 

men&oned it is the new RS3 Sedan, 

bathed in a beau&ful colour called 

Nardo Grey, which spurned some inter-

office jokes between a colleague, Glen and 

I about the naming of the car.  However it 

is bog-standard and with the excep&on of 

having the benefit of the Dynamic Plus 

package and some red interior trim it looks 

and drives like any other Audi RS3 - except 

its top speed is governed to 290km/h. 

It has a 2.5 litre 5-cylinder turbocharged 

engine, and not only produces 294kW but 

the most incredible exhaust note, 

especially when driven hard, like for this 

race.  The seats, proper Audi Sport ones, 

are not only incredibly suppor&ve and 

brilliant for keeping you place when you 

throw the car into corners, but are 

excep&onally comfortable too. 

Right back to the race… it is 14:00 and I am 

have le� Gauteng, and am blas&ng through 

the Free State with almost no other traffic.  

My arsehole detector, I mean speed trap 

detector, seems to be working fine and is 

scanning for poten&al threats. 

The nicest thing about this car, is that you 

can drive it fast, excep&onally fast even, 

and it does it so easily.  It is no harder to 

drive at 270km/h than at 120km/h. 

About bloody &me.  I have checked in 

and am now wai&ng to board my 

Mango flight.  The &me is 15:10 and 

there are 25 minutes to go before take off. 

The dynamic of this race though is quite 

interes&ng because everyone logically 

would deduce that flying would be quicker, 

but that’s not always the case.  Just look at 

the legendary BBC Top Gear challenges of 

a similar ilk, which if I am not mistaken, 

apart from when Ma8 Le Blanc got 

involved, never saw the car lose a single 

race, and to be honest it should be that 

way.  We are a motoring magazine and 

deep down I am roo&ng for the car - I just 

can’t let Jennifer win though because I will 

never live this down. 

Lunch incidentally was at Spur and was 

very nice.  I’ll bet Jennifer didn’t have a 

Spur lunch in her fancy-pants car. 

Two Red Bulls and a 500ml s&ll 

water, that is what would fuel my 

body for the journey.  There are a 

few &ps for successful long distance travel, 

and not ea&ng is one of them, the other is 

not to turn the heater up - when you are 

colder you tend to focus more and are less 

likely to become drowsy. 

By the &me 15:30 had arrived I had cleared 

Harrismith, where I stopped to refuel at 

the Engen One-Stop and was descending 

upon Van Reenen’s Pass at a healthy rate. 

Now I realise that some may argue that 

because I have thrown cau&on to the wind 

and am not, apparently, complying with 

the posted speed limits; but this is a race 

without rules.  Well when I say that - Kate 

may not drive a car herself and I have to do 

only that.  With that excep&on, how we get 

down is a ma8er of personal choice, and I 

choose to win. 

The car is behaving phenomenally and 

despite my feelings of guilt for having 

bought it and then virtually never driving 

it, it does as I command, when I command 

and never misses a beat.  The only 

drawback is fuel consump&on.  When you 

are driving at 120km/h on the highway, it 

will return an average of 6.4 litres per 100 

kilometres, which is very good.  My current 

consump&on though is closer to 20 so I 

suspect my fuel bill may be li8le higher 

than expected.  And then there are the toll 

gates - a million of the damn things, but 

admi8edly, unlike in Gauteng, the money 

raised by the N3 Toll Concession, or 

whatever they are called, is used for 

maintaining the roads, and therefore 

people are happy to pay the almost R200 it 

costs each way - perhaps SANRAL could 

learn a lesson here? 

At long last I am seated in my &ny 

Mango seat somewhere in the 

middle of the plane, on the aisle, and 

wai&ng for take-off.  I don’t care how fast 

Jennifer reckons her amazing car can go - 

this jet, whatever it may be, is faster, a lot 

faster.  Once in the air all I need to do is 

count to 3600 and we will be there - 60 

minutes is all it takes.  Sorry Jen, you are 

screwed now… this is where this race 

begins. 

I am glad though to be seated because the 

run from the Gautrain sta&on to the 

domes&c departures / &cket sales area is a 

considerable distance.  Quite why the 

Gautrain doesn’t stop in middle of the 

buildings does somewhat baffle me.  And 

OR Tambo is an enormous complex now, 

much bigger than it used to be and they 

seem to be constantly making it bigger. 

I need a drink, which of course I can do 

because I am not driving, and I may even 

close my eyes for a li8le bit, which of 

course you also can’t do when you are 

driving - not unless you enjoy screeching of 

tyres and an ac&on packed death. 
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Down to the wire, is I believe the 

saying.  I did have to slow down for 

Van Reenen’s Pass but was s&ll well 

above the posted limit.   I love this car, I 

really do. 

I had the previous genera&on Sportback 

model, and was very happy with it, but this 

new sedan is infinitely be8er.  In the old car 

the grip was phenomenal, but if you pushed 

it hard you could feel that you were tes&ng 

the limits of physics, but in the new car 

those limits are as remote as a distant 

planet you can’t see with the naked eye.  

And even if you manage to reach them it is 

just so incredibly easy to keep it composed 

and controlled.   

For those of you who don’t know what Van 

Reenen’s Pass is let me explain - it is a long, 

very twisty and very steep downhill (in this 

case) run where you drop around 1500m 

(3300�) within a few kilometres.  Its bends 

are &ght and the speed limit at &mes 

reduces to 80km/h.  And if you get it wrong 

and go over the edge you will fall into a very 

pre8y but incredibly steep valley, which 

would not be a good idea.  Now I did it at 

around 160km/h and in several of the bends 

there was a modicum of four-wheel dri�, 

which only took a light prod on the thro8le 

and a bit of counter-steer to fix.  What Audi 

have created in this car is nothing short of 

incredible. 

I am back up to my cruising speed and am 

reeling in the Natal Midlands, at the end of 

which is Pietermaritzburg, and the home 

stretch.  Oh and the secret weapon works 

very well, I am pleased to report. 

By now Jennifer will be banging on 

about how amazing her Audi is, and 

she wouldn’t be wrong, however we 

have started our decent and within 20 

minutes should be on the ground. 

Now I must be honest here about one small 

thing, I have not flown to, or have even seen 

the new King Shaka Durban airport.  In fact I 

don’t even know where it is.  All I am hoping 

is that it is close to the finish line and that a 

quick taxi ride will bring me my glory. 

Zero tolerance KZN - what a ridiculous 

thing, in my opinion.  Fixed speed trap 

cameras aren’t really defeated by my 

new toy - fortunately though I have driven 

this route o�en enough and the car is fi8ed 

with the quite expensive, but very good, 

op&onal carbon ceramic brakes, so stopping 

&mes are hugely lessened and thus keeping 

my average where I want it. 

Oh and its 16:00 and I am almost through 

Pietermaritzburg.  If I play my cards right I 

should be able to finish the last 100-odd 

kilometres within half an hour, and the only 

stops before the finish line will be toll gates; 

the Marion Hill Plaza being the last.  From 

there onto the N2 North and within 10 

minutes of some hard driving I should exit at 

Gateway, and five or so minutes later be 

parked outside the Oyster Box Hotel. 

Touchdown - we have landed and the 

&me is 16:30.  I am so tempted to call 

Jennifer, but am afraid I will hear the 

sea in the background, so instead I shall 

focus on geRng to the end as quickly as 

possible. 

Durban is a lot warmer than Johannesburg 

and my heavy jacket is now more of a 

hindrance than a help - oh well, no pain no 

gain, or so they say… whoever “they” are... 

who clearly have never tried this before… 

My Umhlanga Rocks / Gateway 

offramp from the N2 highway is 

approaching rapidly, I signal and 

scythe my way up the long, wide offramp, 

the lights at the top are green, so I slow 

down to 80km/h move out wide to the le� 

and cut across the three unoccupied lanes of 

traffic feathering the thro8le to control the 

slide - this car’s Qua8ro system is amazing.  I 

straighten out and blast down towards the 

Umhlanga Hospital - two traffic circles later, 

and I break over Umhlanga Ridge with the 

ocean now in sight… just a few minutes to 

go.  But was I fast enough? 

The new airport is not in Durban like 

the old one was; it is in fact on the 

other side of Umhlanga Rocks, but 

that makes no ma8er.  I grab my stuff and 

run outside.  Three minutes later I am in a 

taxi begging the bloody driver to go faster, 

but he just coasts along telling me some 

crap about Durban being a relaxed city. 

We eventually arrive in Umhlanga Rocks and 

find the hotel…  arriving at 16:55… we stop 

outside and as I get out I see parked there to 

my disbelief, s&ll &cking as it cools down, a 

bug spla8ered grey Audi RS3 Sedan with GP 

number plates.  Shit!!!  She beat me, and I 

took 4 hours and 44 minutes.  Damn that girl 

can drive.  Sundowners are on me I guess. 

DISCLAIMER: PLEASE NOTE THAT NAKED MOTORING DOES NOT ADVOCATE THE VIOLATION OF ANY TRAFFIC LAWS, AND 

PLEASE FOR THE LOVE OF ALL THAT IS HOLY DO NOT TRY AND ATTEMPT WHAT YOU HAVE READ - JENNIFER MULLER IS A 

FORMER PROFESSIONAL MSE QUALIFIED AND THOROUGHLY EXPERIENCED RACING DRIVER, DRIVING IN HER OWN CAR. 
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Johannesburg:  On one of my recent 

trips back home I thought about 

what would be the best supercar to 

include in this ‘high performance’ 

issue.  I drove the Ferrari 812 

superfast in Cape Town, and it exceeded all 

expecta&ons, however it is not a mid-

engined supercar.  And that bothered me. 

So I made a few calls and found a lime 

green, or whatever the official name for 

lime green is in Lamborghini-speak, 

Huracan - the standard Huracan - and 

decided to give it good thrash around 

Johannesburg. 

Now last November I drove the Huracan 

Performante in the UK on a race track, and 

I will say right now, from the start, that the 

Performante is a much be8er car than the 

standard model, but that doesn’t mean 

that the normal one is rubbish. 

First-off it is available in two body styles - 

Coupe and Spyder and also with a choice 

of rear or all-wheels drive by a magnificent 

5 litre V10 petrol engine - producing 

426kW for the rear driven LP 580-2 and 

449Kw for the AWD LP 610-4 version. 

The Huracan also brings new tech into the 

smaller Lamborghini range, such as the 

ac&ve variable-ra&o power steering 

system, dubbed ‘Lamborghini Dynamic 

Steering’ (LDS). 

Originally introduced on the larger 

Aventador, the set-up allows for 

par&cularly direct control over the front 

wheels at low speeds, with gentler 

direc&onal responses at higher speeds to 

the benefit of handling stability.  

It sounds simple enough and maybe even 

uniquely appealing in principle, given that 

mid-engine supercars have inherent high 

speed stability challenges and ac&ve racks 

are something that Ferrari, McLaren and 

Audi are yet to try.  

The system however in my view is less than 

perfect, and the conven&onal steering 

setup is fine, and thankfully, LDS is an 

en&rely discre&onary addi&on to any 

Huracan order.   

83 

the Lamborghini Huracan LP 610-4 
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I, for the sake of thoroughness, drove both varie&es. 

As expected, the Huracan is fast, loud, sharp, flamboyant and 

extroverted - and about as impacVul as it’s possible for anything on 

four wheels to be.  In every respect what a modern Lamborghini 

should be, yet at the same &me it is not. 

The problem is that I have driven the Performante, so I know just 

how much be8er this car can be.  In addi&on thereto Lamborghinis 

are supposed to be mad, unhinged things, yet the Huracan, 

however good it is, lacks that unhinged madness. 

It is an inescapable fact that every car company, including those 

who build exo&cs, need to move units to survive.  I get that, but 

what I don’t get is why the accountants get to fiddle with more 

than the books?  When you buy a BMW you expect certain things.  

Reliability, solid build quality, German engineering and conformity. 

In other words boring. 

But when you buy a supercar you expect things to be different.  You 

certainly would like reliability and solid build quality, which thanks 

to Volkswagen’s ownership you get, plus as an added bonus you get 

German engineering for free too.  However what you never expect, 

need nor want is conformity.  And sadly the Huracan dishes up lots 

of it. 

You just can’t help feel that it was built to sell numbers rather than 

to wow and amaze.  Its not all doom and gloom though. 

The car’s bombas&c styling is like high explosives next to the more 

conserva&ve looks of its rivals.  To these eyes, the Huracan is even 

more aggressively a8rac&ve than its predecessor, the Gallardo. If 

you want your baby supercar to stop the traffic first and foremost, 

its abili&es are unques&oned. 

Those astonishing sharp, angular looks don’t come for free, though, 

and so you will find that the Huracan’s cabin is a &ghter squeeze 

than those of its rivals if you’re tall, which I am fortunately not.  The 

cockpit is expensively appointed and solidly built, with esoteric 

styling flourishes in generous supply - most of them hexagonal in 

shape,  which appears to be a recurring theme.  The driving posi&on 

is good but not perfect, with restricted leg room for longer legged 

drivers.  This of course something the Gallardo too suffered. 

The displays, meanwhile, are all liquid-crystal and housed in a 12.3 

inch unit, with several display modes on offer.  You can have large, 

centrally posi&oned speedo or rev counter dials, or a large 

naviga&on display. 

Unfortunately, there’s no mode that displays both an analogue rev 

counter and an analogue speedo at equal legibility and 

prominence, alongside a fuel gauge and a temperature gauge:  it 

sounds pe8y, but it’s the one you will miss.  However, having seen 

this same system used so amicably on the latest Audi TT, the 

configurable nature of essen&ally an improved version of Audi's 

Virtual Cockpit makes it a joy to use.  

All of the infotainment is controlled through the same 12.3 inch 

(Note from editor: the following was accidentally excluded from the original ar2cle, but are Jennifer’s words) … nothing compares to the howling of a 

Lamborghini V10 to raise the hairs on the back of your neck, or anywhere else on your body for that maCer.  Driving this car at low revs is impossible... 
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screen, which does take a bit of geRng 

used to, and comes complete with satellite  

naviga&on, Bluetooth and USB 

connec&vity. 

One of the best engine sounds was the 

cold start of the Gallardo V10, and the 

Huracan isn’t much different.  When you 

fire it up the earth is awake and feels your 

presence.  It is raw and beau&ful. 

Although it’s seriously quick, the Huracan 

doesn’t take off from mid-range revs with 

the same rabid urgency of a McLaren 

675LT, for example, but the quality of its 

performance more than makes up for 

anything lacking on quan&ty. 

The car’s V10 engine feels wonderfully raw 

and unfe8ered, revving with animalis&c 

savagery from 6 000 r/min onwards and 

crea&ng a sense of drama every bit as 

powerful as its 449kW, while the thought 

of that much power exploding onto the 

road via the rear wheels is u8erly 

compelling.  The gearbox is excellent, too; 

fast enough in its manual mode paddle 

shi�s to make you feel hard-wired into the 

driving experience by your synapses. 

There is just one &ny issue though.  The 

Aventador.  And its turbo charged rivals.  

You see the old McLaren 12C in its final 

form produced 460kW.  A new 720S 

produces 530kW, and so on and so forth.  

As much as I love the naturally aspirated 

monster nestled behind me, if 

Lamborghini don’t keep an eye on the ball 

they are going to lose the game. 

And then there is the car’s handling.  It is 

too good.  It also isn’t exci&ng, 

unfortunately, although it’s quite 

accomplished. Direc&onal response is 

slightly so� and cornering balance is 

stability-centric with understeer 

presen&ng at the limit of grip more o�en 

than not.  

The magnetorheological adap&ve dampers 

of our test car made for a fairly biddable 

ride in Strada mode, and tauter body 

control in Sport and Corsa modes that isn’t 

so firm as to make them unusable on the 

road.  There’s also plenty of road noise, 

but not so much as to make long distance 

travel unpleasant.  However the all wheel 

drive system which keeps the car on the 

road and exactly where you want it to be, 

but its also the kill-joy. 

Some&mes you want to unleash a bit of 

hooliganism, just some&mes. 

And then there is the steering.  The 

standard steering box puts almost three 

full turns between locks, so it’s unusually 

slow for a supercar.  But it offers 

percep&ble and useful feedback at out-of-

town speeds and has good centre feel. 

Most importantly, it manages that trick 

that all good steering systems pull off, but 

which the ‘LDS’ system singularly fails on; 

it becomes invisible in tac&le terms.  It 

simply allows you to ease cornering loads 

into the tyres precisely and ins&nc&vely 

without having to think about it or second-

guess what may be about to happen. 

However, and I said this before, there is 

s&ll light a the end of the tunnel. 

Even now, with new manufacturers 

queuing up to launch six-figure exo&cs, 

supercardom doesn’t offer another 

ownership experience quite like that of a 

Lamborghini.  And this is the point which I 

am coming to.  Just look at some of the 

offerings in this magazine issue alone - the 

Dallara Stradale for example - and ask 

youself which of the two you would rather 

have? 

And the Huracan’s sheer extravagance, 

visual antagonism and wonderful 

mechanical sincerity put it right up there 

with the very best Lamborghinis of all 

&me, with the only noted excep&on of not 

being mad enough. 

But if you’re going to buy one, buy one 

with the LDS steering system, which (to 

prove my point) would have been more in-

keeping with Lamborghini insanity if they 

had named it LSD. 

I do like the car though, and despite its 

flaws, which admi8edly every car 

possesses, it is s&ll a rewarding drive and 

anyone owning one would be very happy. 

Of course my sugges&on s&ll, and shall 

always be, save up a li8le bit more and get 

the proper Huracan - the Performante. 
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Durban:  My turn to present one of 

my favourite cars which is from 

“the past” - in that it is no longer a 

currently produced model.  There is 

therefore only one car for the job 

and it is the Ferrari 458 Italia. 

Now before con&nuing I must men&on 

that Naked Motoring is the first South 

African motoring magazine to have tested 

the 458 Italia on home soil… and no 

ma8er how you look at it there are no 

prizes for second place.  So this is our 

second review of the car, albeit seven 

years apart. 

Now that the nose rubbing is over let me 

tell you about this amazing car. 

In 2009 the 458 Italia replaced the F430 

and it was not just be8er, it was be8er in 

every imaginable way. 

In the back it has a 419kW 4.5 litre direct 

injec&on naturally aspirated V8 engine, 

which revs to 9000 rpm, a seven speed 

twin clutch gearbox and the drive goes to 

the back wheels. 

This car is however about precision 

engineering, and passion all at the same 

&me.  A strange combina&on, but believe 

me it works.  It works incredibly well. 

I have said before that the 458 is the best 

min-engined Ferrari ever made, and that 

rings true in more than one case. 

Firstly there is the design.  It is beau&ful, 

no, that is wrong, it is breathtakingly 

beau&ful.  Designed by Pinnifarina.  That 

sort of says it all. 

In its day it was the showcase for not only 

all of Ferrari’s road-going technology but 

it was also their most luxurious car.  It also 

was the car in which many of the current 

supercar tech was first found. 

I have driven its replacement, the 

488GTB, and whilst it is a very good, there 

is just something about the 458 which 

makes it more special than the new one.  

Maybe it is the design, or the high revving 

non-turbo engine, or even that it has a 

odd number of exhaust pipes in the 

centre of the rear bumper.  But whatever 

The best mid-engined Ferrari ever… the 

amazing 458 Italia (2009 - 2015) 
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it is once you drive one you will know 

what I am talking about. 

The person who did the original Naked 

Motoring review of the 458 described it 

as being “the best supercar on the 

market”.  That was in 2011, and it was 

the original magazine editor.  Well at 

the &me he was completely correct, 

but even s&ll seven years later that 

statement s&ll rings true in many 

respects.  It is slower than ‘modern’ 

supercars.  However that statement is 

rela&ve. 

The 458 can do 0 to 100km/h in under 

3.4 seconds and tops out at 325km/h.  

The 488 by way of example is a couple 

frac&on points of a second quicker, and 

can manage 5km/h more top speed.  

That’s it. 

Where however the two differ is that 

the 458 gets all its power through 

cuRng edge engineering, and not by 

just adding a turbo charger or two.  

Think of it like this, if you twin-

turbocharged a 458, and did whatever 

else needed to the engine to make it 

work, how fast would it be? 

The brakes are carbon ceramics 

supplied by Brembo, so needless to say 

they are excep&onally good and bite 

very hard when needed and do not 

fade at all. 

The interior is a fantas&c place to be, 

and apart from the oddity of having all 

your tradi&onal ‘stalk’ controls on the 

steering wheel, it is easy to operate 

and incredibly comfortable.  Remember 

that it was also Ferrari’s most luxurious 

car at the &me it was made. 

The seats are perfect and beyond any 

complaint.  Even the ‘Daytona’ style 

racing seats in my test car were very 

comfortable. 

Oh, and thank you to my friend, its 

lucky owner, for the loan of his car for 

this review. 

So I am in my hometown, Durban, for 

new year and have a yellow 458 at my 

complete disposal.  Sea level 

performance, and zero mileage 

limita&ons.  What would you do? 

Half an hour later I find myself 

screaming down the coastal road 

between Durban and Umhlanga Rocks.  

Jump off there, turn le�, up and over 

the ridge and onto the N2 towards 

Stanger.  A few off ramps later and I 

find myself on an unspoiled stretch of 

road, which ends somewhere in rural 

Zululand.  Perfect! 

The “zero tolerance” squad are 

nowhere to be found - they are all back 

in Durbs fleecing Gautengers. 

This car was made for roads with 

curves… sharp ones even. 

I love the way its bum slides about 

every &me you go around a bend a 

li8le too fast, but not because I am 

losing control of the thing, oh no, its 

because that is how it was made.  To 

thrill and excite its driver. 

I turn the red bu8on on the steering 

wheel - which has some stupid name I 

can never pronounce - star&ng with an 

M - to ‘CST’ (with a line through it), 

which I guess means no-CST and let rip. 

CST by the way is all the trac&on 

control and driver aides.  They are all 

now off and fast asleep somewhere.  

Quite what the three le8ers actually 

mean is a mystery, but who cares 

about such triviali&es.  This is a Ferrari 

458 Italia test and not the car’s 

handbook. 

Smoke?  Lots!  Squealing?  Plenty!!  

Smiles?  Every second of it. 

The engine, which on its own is a piece 

of artwork is visible in the rear view 

mirror and I love the way it moves 

about when you unleash thro8le upon 

it. 

I spent a couple days in this car and 

loved every second.  Having driven so 

many others I actually forgot just how 

good and pure the 458 is.   

And now I need to find one for myself. 
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Stra@ord-on-Avon, England:  When 

you look at the latest four seat 

escapee from Maranello, I am pre8y 

sure that the one word which does 

not spring to mind is ‘generic’.  It in 

fact probably wouldn’t sound fla8ering to 

suggest that the GTC4 Lusso T, comprises a 

convenient collec&on of pre-exis&ng 

components and assemblies, given that, 

like every modern Ferrari, it delivers 

exalted performance and impressive 

looks.  Yet you would not be lying. 

Every single element of this car was built in 

the first place for a different purpose than 

this one, and it therefore seems 

reasonable to speculate on how the buyer, 

who at the end of the day is going to hand 

over a reasonable sum, of money for one, 

would feel about that.  

In this case, the large four seat body 

started life as the groundbreaking four 

wheel drive FF; a car created to persuade 

the faithful to take a Ferrari away on skiing 

weekends rather than the family SUV. 

Then the FF’s amazing, naturally aspirated 

V12 is replaced in the Lusso T by a twin-

turbo V8, mainly because that’s what 

Ferrari mostly makes now, to get the CO2 

numbers down.  

Even the use of the Lusso name - borrowed 

from a couple of venerable historic Ferrari 

models, appears more a ma8er of business 

than passione.  

Ferrari under CEO Sergio Marchionne is 

definitely a more commercial enterprise 

than ever, and maybe this is eviden&ally 

suppor&ve of that theory? 

So is it any good as a Ferrari?  Well, it’s 

certainly big, as noted clocking in a just 

under 5 metres long, but that hardly 

ma8ers when it is designed to be low 

slung, sleek, long wheelbase, long distance 

GT that genuinely lets four average sized 

adults se8le into its firm, beau&fully made 

seats.  And especially when you factor in 

that Ferrari owners generally have other 

cars they can drive in the congested parts 

of towns.  Having said which, the Lusso’s 

expansive breadth may give you few bum 

clenching moments whilst on your way out 
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of town, heading for the roads where you can give the car some 

feisty freedom in its natural habitat. 

Once there though, the Lusso T is ferociously quick and capable, 

with near instant thro8le response thanks to its 3.9 litre engine, its 

dual twin-scroll turbochargers, and of course its 449kW available at 

7 500 r/min.  

The fact s&ll remains that it is a upgraded FF with the engine from a  

488GTB; is it not though perhaps a culmina&on of the best bits 

within the brand? 

Unsurprisingly most of the car’s controls are straight out of the FF, 

including the five-sta&on steering wheel mounted maneFno, which 

never fails to impress and make you think Formula 1.  The 0 to 

100km/h &me is in low three-seconds, and with enough empty road 

the car can do 320km/h.   

The engine is however an area of some varied opinion.  The V8 will 

seem great to anyone who hasn’t driven the full-calibre V12 

GTC4Lusso, which enjoys a magnificent depth to that most original 

of Ferrari engines that makes it even be8er. 

The seats are magnificently comfortable, and, in my view, the Lusso 

spec is vastly be8er and more refined over that of the old FF. 

I am almost thirty and as a result I understand this car.  And 

perhaps that is what this car is all about - appealing to a ‘younger’ 

clientele.   The fun sand less serious ide of Ferrari perhaps? 

Snuggled in behind the wheel you feel in control and special.  The 

interior layout, and all the toys on their own can take you a few 

minutes to look at and appreciate the ar&stry in the technology. 

My test car was fi8ed with the passenger side display screen which 

gives your front seat passenger various informa&on.  Speed, revs, g-

forces and so the list goes on.  Perhaps a touch gimmicky but it 

looks nice and lends the car a touch of luxury car-ness. 

The cars trim, blue and black, would not admi8edly be my first, or 

even last choice of colour combina&on, but that’s the thing with 

test cars.  We get what we get given, but you always need to 

remember that you can always order yours in nicer colours.  The 

same can be said for the exterior colour - white.  Not on a Ferrari. 

My personal preference for this par&cular car.  Black, metallic of 

course, with tan leather, and black headliner, dash trim and mats.  

Then add to that some interior carbon trim and your have, 

effec&vely, sex on wheels. 

Press the start bu8on and the V8 fires to life, barks and se8les to a 

goose-bump inducing hum.  Flick the right paddle and off you go. 

As I men&oned before the car is big, and unlike many other large 

cars this one does not feel small around you.  The cabin is snug, but 

when trying to get it through a gap does peak your concentra&on.   

Maybe auto mode would be be8er for town driving? 

Yes, it is familiar, and yes those are a pair of turbochargers… and yes perhaps a V12 would look more fiFng, but it is s2ll a fantas2c engine 
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However once you leave the mundane 

populate behind you things get more 

interes&ng. 

The low centre of gravity, the 

exaggeratedly rear-mounted cabin, the 

long wheelbase and the be8er weight 

distribu&on of the more centrally (mid) 

mounted V8 all together give the Lusso T a 

superbly flat ride, even though it’s 

nowhere near so�.  The Magneride 

adjustable dampers offer you firm and 

rock hard, and everything in between, but 

as with most Ferraris, I found Sport was 

the most appropriate seRng.  Obviously. 

Out on the open road, the steering is 

accurate, firm and quick ac&ng, which in 

itself is another aid to maneuvering a 

machine that usually feels agile for its size. 

In the corners however is where this car 

really excels.  The degree of accuracy with 

which you can place, aim and fire it 

through corners is freakishly high.  And the 

grip… to make this car let go would take a 

Act of God, because nothing I tried, even 

on damp roads worked.  

The four wheel drive system is not as good 

as that in, say, an Audi R8 - or whatever 

Audi model could be compared to this car 

- however that doesn’t mean it isn’t very 

good.  It is just a lot more ‘busy’ and unlike 

Qua8ro you can feel this one working all 

the &me when you drive it hard. 

Eleven and a half litres per 100km is all the 

fuel it used during the test period, which is 

actually quite astounding because a much 

lighter, and equally engined 488GTB will 

return very similar consump&on figures. 

Owning a Ferrari is a spoil of success, but 

seemingly owning one of these seems 

more natural because of its configura&on.  

For a person with a few kiddies or such, 

this is the perfect car. 

Now for the big ques&on.  Will the Lusso T 

survive?  

Well, Ferraris that aren’t pure two-seaters 

very rarely are a hit, and o�en viewed as 

wrong by purists.  However, if carrying 

four passengers is important and you 

don’t mind sacrificing a few percent of 

dynamic excellence for the purpose, then 

this is one of the very rare proper 

supercars that will do it.  And in serious 

style too.  The FF success story, alone, is 

proof of this. 
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Bristol, England:  I love Audi’s RS 

cars.  I always have and probably 

always will.  I in fact own two of 

them.  In the UK, where I work I have 

the previous genera&on version of 

this very test car, but with the V8 engine, 

and at home in Johannesburg I have the 

new RS 3 sedan.  Before that I had the RS 3 

Sportback.  And before that I had the old 

RS4 V8 sedan. 

Then late last year I tested the new RS 5 

with the new 2.9 litre V6 engine and found 

it to be a brilliant car, despite serious 

ques&ons concerning its rather suspicious 

power output - iden&cal to that of the old 

model. 

For reasons which defy logic Audi South 

Africa only sells the quite, no very, 

expensive RS 6 Avant (we will dispense 

with having to use the word “Qua8ro” 

a�er every name, as we all know that all 

the aforemen&oned cars host that system). 

There is however a new one - the RS 4 

Avant, tested in the UK. 

The RS4 Avant operates in a rare old 

sphere of fast compact execu&ve sta&on 

wagon (or ’estates’ as they prefer being 

called) that involves only it and 

the Mercedes-AMG C63 Estate.  There is 

no BMW M3 estate and, as yet, no sign of 

an Alfa Giulia Quadrifoglio with a square 

back, either.  So if you want a fast, smallish 

thingy carrier, which also goes really fast, 

here you are. 

The one thing though that sta&on wagons 

are not is sexy.  And when it comes to 

visual a8rac&on, a poten&al buyer’s needs 

tend to rule the decision making process 

rather than passion.  Regre8ably however 

nice as this car is, it does s&ll suffer from 

the ‘family car’ s&gma.  So to break away 

from that it doesn’t just need to be good, it 

needs to be f***king fantas&c. 

Now in its fourth genera&on, the RS4 also 

leaves the C63 as the only other V8 

powered car in this class.  Like the RS5, the 

new RS4’s engine has been downsized to a 

311kW 2.9 litre twin turbocharged V6, 

rather than having the previous 

genera&on’s cap&va&ng and gorgeous 

2.4 kids and a dog named Spot… 

bring it on… 

the all-new Audi RS4 Avant 
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naturally aspirated 4.2 litre V8, which also produced 331kW. 

This all drives through an eight speed ‘torque converter’ automa&c 

gearbox, to all four wheels, in a body given a bit more chunkiness 

and cooling and 30mm wider wheel arches (over the standard 

model). 

The new genera&on Qua8ro system is excellent, and even more 

advanced, faster and dynamic than ever before.  depending on 

need it can put 60% of the power to the rear wheels (under normal 

driving condi&ons), but can put as much as 70% to the rear, or, 85% 

to the front, or pre8y much any combina&on in between.  This is 

the kind of system intended to make the RS4 more agile.  To that 

end, as standard equipment there is also a ‘sport differen&al’; an 

electronically controlled rear differen&al that can distribute as 

much power as it likes to either side. 

There are other suspension op&ons, too: hydraulically linked 

dampers, a bit like those in a McLaren, to reduce roll and pitch.  

There is also dynamic steering, which adjusts the steering ra&o 

depending on speed, and carbon ceramic brakes.  Of course all of 

these were fi8ed to my test car.  Other op&ons included a carbon 

pack, at an equivalent R 180 000, which as the name suggests 

involved a lot of carbon fibre trim, and the wheels are 19 inch or 20 

inch, the la8er being fi8ed to the test car, shod with 275/30 R20 

tyres. 

Serendipity being the 

bitch that she is, and 

thus fortunately with the sad departure of the beau&ful V8 engine, 

and other die&ng tricks this genera&on of RS4 is up to 80kg lighter 

than the old one, but is s&ll a 1 715kg car; about the same as the 

C63. 

The two are also within a cen&meter of length, with the RS4 at 

4781 mm long.  This, at least in the civilised world, is one of those 

ultra compe&&ve classes where all of the key numbers are a ball 

hair’s widths apart, including a boot of 505 litres (to the C63’s 490). 

This of course is the most boring dribble in the world and is 

men&oned only to appease the accoun&ng sorts in the world who 

are the only ones who care about this sort of thing. 

Now onto the bit that gets me going.  Speed. 

The car is fast.  Very fast in fact.  As well as the 331kW there is over 

600Nm available from just 1 900 r/min.  As a result there is power 

low down nega&ng the need for a lightning fast dual clutch 

gearbox.  It pulls and just keeps on pulling all the way to the 

governed 280km/h top speed. 

And you can drive it hard, very hard.  Which is exactly what I did. 

But before that I want to quickly discuss the styling.  As a ma8er of 

course sta&on wagons have got be8er looking.  I need only think of 

the old Volvo 850 boxes to illustrate this point.  But they s&ll have 

not quite yet managed to make them really appealing.  The test car, 

even though it was dressed in my current favourite Audi colour just 

Between the flat-boComed steering wheel and the acres of carbon fibre trim, you are constantly 

reminded that you are driving something special.  The ergonomics and technology are awesome too 
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looks dull.  Admi8edly aggressive, what 

with the RS body kit and so on, but s&ll 

dull.  And to cure it wouldn’t be that 

difficult. 

Those stupid roof rail things.  Take the 

bloody things off, and make their inclusion 

an op&onal extra.  You buy the car for its 

gargantuan boot and then s&ll want to 

strap crap to the roof… who does that?  

This is an RS Audi, so make it look like a 

performance car.  In the absence of those 

idio&c things the car becomes a long 

wheelbase hatchback, or a shoo&ng brake, 

which have a lot more appeal than the 

‘family car’. 

On the inside though the car is all Audi RS, 

through and through.  Everything, down to 

the last and finest detail comes straight 

from the Audi Sport tool box. 

The seats are basically the same as those 

found in the RS 5 - sporty looking, 

suppor&ve, comfortable and beau&fully 

trimmed.  There is much leather, alcantara 

highlights, red contrast s&tching and so� 

touch plas&cs. 

Right, back to the fun stuff. 

Remarkably, given the scarcity of tyre 

sidewall, the low speed ride isn’t too bad, 

either, while the steering is light and 

accurate, albeit with the same vagueness 

of communica&on as a teenager telling 

you what &me they plan to be home. 

As a suburban crawler and, indeed, 

highway stormer, though, where high 

speed stability is good and noise levels 

low, the RS4 is refined, capable and 

perhaps more comfortable than you’d 

credit given the appearance and the wheel 

size. 

However, when it comes to more 

demanding roads the RS4 is a completely 

different box of frogs.  You can swap the 

drive modes between Comfort, Dynamic, 

Auto or Individual.  In the la8er, you can 

set your own modes for the suspension 

s&ffness, steering weight, engine and 

transmission response.  As a weapon 

though for scaring the bejesus out of your 

dog no other car in this class comes close. 

Some might argue that puRng the car in 

Comfort mode and coast along, using the 

power for things like overtaking is what a 

car like this is all about.  I say those people 

are stupid and don’t know what they are 

talking about. 

Dynamic - that is the driving mode for this 

car, and with the trac&on control turned 

off, which allows the Qua8ro system to do 

what it was designed to do without some 

electronic nanny geRng in its way. 

In Dynamic mode the car comes alive and 

everything sharpens up.  There is very 

li8le body roll and the steering, despite 

being a bit weird feeling, works very well. 

I drove the arse off the car through a 

series of very &ght and windy roads and it 

was brilliant.  Its weight compliments it 

perfectly and it is so incredibly stable and 

planted.  The longer roof assis&ng in 

keeping the bum firmly planted. 

This car is without a doubt quicker than 

the C63, in a real world drivability sense, 

and it definitely handles a hell of a lot 

be8er.  It is however quite surgical in its 

applica&on whereas the Merc is a bit more 

analogue, but regardless the RS 4 Avant is 

a be8er car. 

The thro8le response is immediate, and 

there is no no&ceable turbo lag.  Quite 

how they do it remains a mystery though, 

but it just works very well. 

If I compare this RS 4 to the older V8 

version which I own there quite simply is 

no comparison, save for the soundtrack.  

There is nothing on earth, even with the 

liberal use of witchcra� which can make a 

V6 sound as good as a V8.  However that 

aside the old car can’t hold a candle to the 

new one. 

It is expensive though.  In the UK it costs a 

sweat inducing £ 62 000, which is quite a 

lot.  That is admi8edly inclusive of a few 

thousand Pounds worth of op&onal extras, 

but nevertheless a small fortune.  

Especially for such a niche market vehicle. 

Would I ever trade up?  Yes, not quite with 

the same reckless abandon as when I 

bought my RS 3 a�er tes&ng one, but a�er 

careful considera&on and a chat with my 

bank manager, I just might. 
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Nürburgring Nordschleife, Germany:  About a month and a 

half ago one of my colleagues, Oliver, sent me an e-mail and 

told me he had a “brilliant idea” of getting the brand new 

991.2 Porsche 911 GT3 RS and having me drive it around the 

Nürburgring Nordschleife circuit to see if I could beat the lap 

time set by Porsche’s own test driver.  I thought he had lost his 

mind; in fact my exact reply to him was, “have you lost your f***ing 

mind?!”  Yet despite this clearly impossible task I was intrigued; 

firstly could it be done, and secondly how amazing would it be to 

take such a car around the famous circuit?  So I sent him another 

mail and told him we had a deal, but that he would need to set it 

up as I was under a lot of work related pressure.  He agreed. 

First I want to talk about the Nürburgring.  It is a 20.81 kilometer 

track, used back in the day for motorsport, including Formula 1 and 

endurance racing - 24 Hours of Nürburgring - but these days it is 

open to the public who want to try their hand at this fearsome 

track, and of course every respectable vehicle manufacturer also 

uses it for development testing.  So not only would I have to try and 

beat a lap time set by one such developer, but would have to do it 

amongst other cars (which he did not) and do it in a car I have 

never yet driven (which he had).  So I decided to take a look at the 

news item in our June 2018 magazine which detailed the 6 minutes 

56.4 second lap time set by Kévin Estre, who is a Porsche works 

racer… and a photograph of the same car cornering on two wheels.  

This was going to interesting to say the very least. 

Now I am not scared of circuit racing; in fact several years I partook 

in some amateur (semi-professional) racing with an all-female team 

in Portugal, and to my credit did reasonably well considering I was 

only doing it part-time.  However in all disciplines of racing you are 

generally always racing against people similarly qualified and your 

race conditions are matched, yet with this insane attempt this was 

definitely not the case.  I don’t personally know this Estre guy but I 

am certain beyond all doubt, and without having to read his bio, 

that he will be better qualified and more experienced than me.  He 

did after all also race Le Mans this year...  And it is the Nürburgring 

whilst open to the public… so let’s talk a little about the car next. 

GT Porsches are not a new thing and there is always a new one, 

either with a 2 or a 3 in the name, with or without the RS badge 

too.  The latest evolution comes in the form of the ultimate 

naturally-aspirated ‘991.2’ generation 911, if you like these codes 

(and they seem to be the only way to keep up, sometimes), which 

will remain on sale until this generation of 911 goes out of 

production next year. 
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So, of 991 types of 911, there was 991 1st 

generation GT3 and GT3 RS, then 991 2nd 

generation GT3, then turbocharged GT2 RS, 

and now GT3 RS, the 911 with “the closest link 

to motorsport we have ever had”, says GT 

boss Andreus Preuninger. 

That’s saying something, given the first ever 

GT3 RS, the 996, was created solely because 

Porsche needed to homologate two 

suspension uprights for its race cars.  The 

engineers thought they might sell 700 and 

ended up shifting a couple of thousand.  So 

these days marketing people as much as 

engineers drive the GT models forward. 

This generation GT3 RS is not limited in 

volume, per se, but despite its hefty price tag 

there won’t be enough for everyone.  They 

can only make so many alongside the regular 

911 people also buy, and impending emissions 

regulations will also limit the numbers that 

can be registered in the EU - 1000 by this 

September, more next year, while Porsche 

works out supply deals and then seems 

generally surprised how many people want 

these specials; magnesium wheels, for 

example, mean that until 2019 you won’t be 

able to specify a ‘Weissach Package’ GT3 RS, 

which sheds 28kg on top of an already 

lightweight build, because the magnesium 

wheels - of exactly the size and design apart 

from the inscription on them - are all needed 

for GT2 RS models, on which everybody is 

specifying the Weissach option, again to 

Porsche’s surprise. 

But I’m getting slightly ahead of myself. Easily 

done with a car like this; you start talking 

about one thing, and get lost into the web of 

details that takes you to. 

For example, the NACA ducts on the bonnet.  

Just two small inlets.  They suck air inwards 

and force it down to the brakes, but from 

there we can talk brakes or drag or down 

force.  Brake-wise, you can get standard steel 

discs or upgrade to carbon-ceramics, which 

are lighter but considerably more expensive; 

so if you are spending a lot of time on tracks 

it’s worth keeping the steels, perhaps counter

-intuitively. 

Alright that’s about as much of this technical 

stuff as I can stomach for one day.  In short it 

is a brilliantly engineered car with uses 

incredibly clever aerodynamic science to 

make it even better. 

So on a fine and coolish late-spring morning I 

flew into Frankfurt and in a borrowed BMW 

M3 Club Sport drove up to Nürburg where I 

met up with Oliver a few kilometers from the 

Nürburgring at a filling station.  And met the 

car for the first time.  The first thing you 

notice about it is the rear wing.  Now I work 

for an airline, and I am used to seeing wings, 

but this one is positively enormous.  Well at 

least its bum will stay planted, I thought. 
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It’s in many ways just like any other 911, 

but in as many ways it is different too.  The 

bodywork, looks the same but it more 

aggressive and purposeful.  And the 

interior is stripped out, yet still well 

equipped.  I think Porsche have made 

something really good here. 

We were mid-discussion about the flowing 

this and curvy that when an unexpected 

arrival distracted me.  The Savage, our very 

own professional racing driver with at least 

22 Formula 1 wins under his belt.  Oilver 

explained that he thought it would be nice 

to let him also have a crack at the 

Nürburgring in the GT3 RS… I viewed this 

as a contingency plan in anticipation of my 

failure to beat the time.  Oh what the hell, 

in for a penny in for a Pound.  If I was 

going to do this I was going to go all out. 

So there we three stood around this red 

bewinged track focused monster.  “So”, I 

asked, “who brought helmets?”  Silence 

amidst embarrassed glances ensued. 

Right, so not only do I have to try and beat 

the lap time in a Porsche set by their own 

works driver, but I must do it with other 

cars on the track and without any 

reasonable safety gear.  Oliver wasn’t just 

out of his f***ing mind, he had completely 

lost the plot. 

However I am always up for a challenge, 

and what’s the worst thing that could 

happen?  I destroy a car that doesn’t 

belong to me, and end up in hospital in a 

country for which I hold citizenship.  I like 

those odds at least. 

Now I have driven the Nordschleife before, 

the last time in a Ferrari 458 Italia; and if I 

can say so, I didn’t do too badly.  But it 

wasn’t a race against any clock - it was in 

fact just for fun, as was every time prior. 

I get into to the car and fire up the engine.   

The GT3 RS has a 4 litre, naturally-

aspirated 380kW unit which s a lot like the 

911 Cup race car’s.  There is rose-jointed 

suspension like a GT2 RS (and Cup car), 

spring rates close to the 911 Cup’s and 

almost as much down force as a Cup car.  

Good! 

We head off and arrive at the ‘toll gate’ 

entry point where we are suddenly 

reminded of a small problem - timed laps 

are forbidden… Verboten!!  Okay, so we 

going to have to be sneaky about this.  

Oliver wanders off with his stopwatch in 

his pocket in search of a discrete vantage 

point.  The Savage decides to hop in with 

me to avoid being spotted by car spotters.  

We decide to time ourselves from the first 

bridge (after the barriers) to the last 

gantry.  That seems fair. 

Now you are just going to have to bear 

with me, this is the Nürburgring, which is 

in Germany and therefore everything is 

named in German.  So whether you like it 

or not these are the names. 

I set off, sending the needle right to the 

9000 r/min limit with every gear change.  

The acceleration is brutal!  And the noise 

gorgeous. 

The Fuchsröhre is soon after the very fast 

downhill section succeeding the Flugplatz.  

After negotiating a long right hand corner 

called Aremberg (which is after 

Schwedenkreuz) the road goes slightly 

uphill, under a bridge and then it plunges 

downhill, then the road switches back left 

and right so finding a point of reference 

for the racing line is difficult.  Very difficult.  

This whole sequence is flat out and then, 

the road climbs sharply uphill.  The road 

then turns left and levels out at the same 

time; this is one of the many ‘jumps’ of the 

Nürburgring where the GT3 RS goes 

airborne.  But focussed as ever, I am 

sweating but doing well. 

This leads to the Adenauer Forst turns.  

The Fuchsröhre is one of the fastest and 

most dangerous parts of the Nürburgring 

because of the extremely high speeds in 

such a tight and confined place; this part 

of the Nürburgring goes right through a 

forest and there is only about 2.5 to 3 

metres of grass separating the track from 

an Armco barrier, and beyond the barriers 

is a wall of trees.  A lot of opposite lock is 

needed to keep the car from sliding out, 

and I can feel that I am pushing the 

physical limits of grip, but this incredible 

car just holds onto the ragged edge and 

keeps pulling through, hard. 

We fast approach perhaps the most 
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notorious corner on the long circuit, Bergwerk.  It has been 

responsible for some serious and sometimes fatal accidents.  A 

tight right-hand corner, coming just after a long, fast section 

and a left-hand kink on a small crest, was where Carel Godin de 

Beaufort fatally crashed.  The fast kink was also the scene of Niki 

Lauda's infamous fiery accident during the 1976 German Grand 

Prix.  This left kink is often referred to as the Lauda Links (Lauda 

left).  The Bergwerk, along with the Breidscheid / Adenauer 

Bridge corners before it, are one of the series of corners that 

make or break one's lap time around the Nürburgring because 

of the fast, lengthy uphill section called Kesselchen that comes 

after the Bergwerk.  We take the corner fast and the car begins 

to slide out… oh Jesus, fast reflexes and sufficient counter-steer 

evoke a four-wheel drift.  Out of the corner of my eye I see The 

Savage grip the edge of his seat, which doesn’t fill me with 

confidence.  But we make it through with more to come, 

starting with the Karussell. 

Although being one of the slower corners on the Nordschleife, 

the Karussell is perhaps its most famous and one of its most 

iconic - it is one of two berm-style, banked corners on the track. 

Soon after we negotiated the long uphill section after Bergwerk 

and had gone through a section called Klostertal, we turned 

right through a long hairpin, past an abandoned section called 

Steilstrecke and then went up another hill towards the Karrusell. 

Like a lot of corners on the Nordschleife the entrance to the 

corner is blind, and as we approached it something reminded 

me of what Juan Manuel Fangio is reputed to have advised a 

young driver to “aim for the tallest tree”.  We reached the top 

of the hill and the road then became sharply banked on one side 

and level on the other - this banking drops off, rather than 

climbing up like most bankings on circuits.  The sharply banked 

side has a concrete surface, and there is thankfully a foot-wide 

tarmac surface on the bottom of the banking for cars to get 

extra grip through the very rough concrete banking.  We 

dropped into the concrete banking, and kept the car in the 

corner (which is 210 degrees, much like a hairpin bend) until the 

road levelled out and the concrete surface became tarmac 

again.  By the end of this corner my wrists and hands were 

aching because of the prolonged bumpy cornering in the 

Karrusell.  We came out on the top of the end of the banking 

and hit the apex that comes right after the end of the Karrusell. 

Shortly after the Karussell is a steep section, with gradients in 

excess of 16%, leading to a right-hander called Hohe Acht, which 

is some 300m higher in altitude than Breidscheid. 

The Brünnchen section followed and comprises two right-hand 

corners and a very short straight.  The first corner goes sharply 

downhill and the next, after the very short downhill straight, 

goes uphill slightly.  This however is a section of the track where 

on public days, accidents happen particularly at the blind uphill 

right-hand corner.  Like almost every corner at the Nürburgring, 

both right-handers are blind.  As I approach the corner, I gear 

down sending the revs to just below 7000r/min and hope that 

there isn’t another car in it - I hit the throttle and the car 
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instantly starts pulling hard and scythes through the corner.  

Mercifully it is clear, and we press on.  My passenger however is 

silent, and has been silent since we set off. 

The next noteworthy bit is the Pflanzgarten, which is soon after the 

Brünnchen, and is one of the fastest, trickiest and most difficult 

sections of the Nürburgring.   It is also unforgiving and allows zero 

room for error. 

It is full of jumps, including two huge ones, one of which is called 

Sprunghügel.  This very complex section is unique in that it is made 

up of two different sections; getting the entire Pflanzgarten right is 

crucial to a good lap time around the Nürburgring.  This section was 

incidentally also the scene of Briton Peter Collins's fatal accident 

during the 1958 German Grand Prix, and the scene of a number of 

career-ending accidents in Formula One in the 1970s - Britons Mike 

Hailwood and Ian Ashley were two victims of the Pflanzgarten. 

Pflanzgarten 1 is made up of a slightly banked, downhill left hander 

which then suddenly switches back left, then right.  This gives you 

nearly no time to react, but having driven the course before I am 

expecting it.  The road drops away twice; the first jump is only slight 

but still jarring then right after, somewhat like a staircase, the road 

dropped away very sharply which was so sudden that the car went 

airborne.  I took my foot off the throttle so not to over-rev it whilst 

the wheels were in the air.   The car landed with a bang, and I was 

grateful it wasn’t my car, then, immediately thereafter the road 

levelled out and the road suddenly turned right, very quickly, and 

then right again; this is what makes up the end of the first 

Pflanzgarten - a very fast multiple apex sequence of right hand 

corners.  We made it through perfectly, albeit on two wheels at the 

end of the second right turn and I was astounded by the ease at 

which the GT3 RS is controlled in such adverse conditions. 

The road then went slightly uphill and then through another bone 

jarring jump where the road suddenly dropped away and levelled 

out and at the same time, the road turns through a flat-out left 

hander.  And again we took this turn on two wheels with a 

modicum of bounce.  I start to doubt whether I can actually do this.  

I am sweating and my wrists are burning - it has been a while since I 

drove like this, a long while. 

Then next the road dropped away again very suddenly, which is the 

second huge jump of the Pflanzgarten known as the Sprunghügel.  

We took off and were in the air long enough to feel the rear 

dropping slightly, and when we landed it felt as if the suspension 

was going to rupture through the bodywork, but it didn't and after 

the car was on terra firma there was no evidence that it had just 

taken an almost 210km/h flight.  I glance across at my passenger, 

and he is transfixed on the road ahead and very, very silent. 

The road then went downhill and quickly levels out, then it took us 

through a flat-out right hander and this starts the Stefan Bellof S 

(named as such because Bellof crashed a Porsche 956 there during 

the 1983 Nurburgring 1000km), which was known as Pflanzgarten 2 

prior to 2013 and is a seriously challenging piece of road.  The 

Stefan Bellof S is very tricky because the road quickly switches back 

left and right - we were going so fast through here that it felt like 

we were walking on a tightrope.  I found it very difficult to find the 

racing line because the curves came up so quickly, which also 

makes it very hard to find any point of reference.   However blind 

luck perhaps kept us on course and I even surprised myself with the 

speed of my reflexes.  I was starting to relax and was feeling the 

road as opposed to just seeing it. 

Then, after another small jump at the end of the switchback 

section, we went through a flat-out, right hander in top gear at 

around 6000r/min and into a short straight that led into two very 

fast curves called the Schwalbenschwanz.  Another small bounce 

mid-first corner lifted the outside wheels again.  I knew it had 

happened but there was no loss of control. 
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The next bit, the Schwalbenschwanz is a sequence of very fast 

sweepers located after the Stefan Bellof S.  After a short straight, 

we took a very fast right hand sweeper which progressively went 

uphill, and led us into a blind left-hander that had to be taken a bit 

slower.  The apex though was completely blind, and the corner 

then changes gradient a bit; it goes up then down, which led into a 

short straight that ends at the start of the Kleines Karussell. 

The Kleines Karussell is similar to its bigger brother, except that it is 

a 90 degree corner instead of 210 degrees, and is faster and slightly 

less banked.  This in itself is very challenging and can test the limits 

of grip.  When I entered the bend I selected a gear which sent the 

revs to around 6500r/min.  It is so essential to keep the engine on 

the boil to have all the power available when you need it. 

Half-way through the bend the tail began to slide out, which was 

corrected and held in what became a cornering drift.  I can’t escape 

the feeling that I am doing this too fast. 

But at the same time I have no idea what my time is, and it feels 

like we have been out here for hours. 

Once we were clear of this part the end of the lap was near with 

only two more corners to negotiate before the 2.135 km long 

Döttinger Höhe straight. 

The first corner came up quickly and was despatched without 

drama just as quickly, the second followed in similar succession. 

At the top of the straight I geared down and the revs skyrocketed, I 

then floored it and short shifted.  The car catapulted forward 

forcing me into my seat.  We crossed our imaginary finish line at 

close to 305km/h.  The only question was had I been fast enough? 

We parked and I saw Oliver approaching at slightly more than his 

usual gait.  He was grinning like a Cheshire-cat and shaking his head 

at the same time - a confusing combination to say the least. 

“Sorry girl, you didn’t make it”, he said and then showed me the 

stopwatch.  I couldn’t stop smiling and basked in my failure.  I had 

done it 1.8 seconds slower than the time we set out to beat, and on 

an open track day in a car I had never before driven.  This was 

better than I could have ever imagined.  I threw the keys to The 

Savage and slowly walked away, still quietly smiling. 

… at the end of my gruelling, 2ring and recklessly fast lap I parked the GT3 RS and quietly walked away glad that the lap was over, and my body s2ll 2ngling... 
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Jennifer was the most interes2ng, funny, enthusias2c, passionate and stubborn person I ever knew. 

My name is Adelle and for the last month and a bit of her life I was preCy much the person who looked 

aGer her.  When she was about to come stay with us my dad, Oliver, called a family mee2ng and told us 

that Jennifer was on her way within the next couple days.  I remember the speech, “… so there are a few 

things you need to know.  First of all Jennifer is quite outspoken and will most probably swear a lot…” 

This didn’t really shock us much.  He went on, “… and you need to respect the fat that she is lesbian…” 

No problem there either.  I know a lot of lesbians within my circle of friends. 

And then the bomb dropped, “… she is sick and going to get worse so we must all help her, but she is 

going to fight us off bravely, so just be pa2ent…” 

What?  Who does that, I thought? 

A couple days later She arrived and seemed reasonably okay.  We all thought my dad was being a bit 

drama2c.  However over the coming weeks her condi2on worsened and just as much as it deteriorated 

Jennifer, almost to match it increased her efforts to fight us off and to remain independent. 

One Saturday she wanted me to take her to London to go to a mobile phone shop, but I was 2red of 

driving up and down and had plans, so I told her that we would do it the following week.  She shouted at 

me and retreated.  However a short while later I hear my dad’s Range Rover racing up the driveway and 

catch a glimpse of it disappearing down the road at speed.  I rush to her room, but Jennifer is nowhere to 

be found.  So I did the only thing I could think of and called the police.  About an hour later they brought 

her and the car back.  She called me names which I can’t repeat and didn’t speak to me for about 2 

weeks.  But in the end she called me to her room, sat me down and apologised.  She gave me a hug and 

when I stood up smacked me on the bum and asked me if I didn’t want to join her in bed.  It was a joke 

and I knew that she really had forgiven me.  

I have a sister, and a brother, but I am the oldest and Jennifer was the big sister I always wanted.  Being 

the oldest sucks because everything you do gets judged on a much higher standard; almost as if you are 

taking the hits for you younger siblings.  She was an amazing person, an incredible woman, a friend and 

foe all at the same 2me and a beau2ful soul. 

When she passed I withdrew completely and it took me the best part of three weeks to write this 

whatever you want to call it.  Tribute, eulogy, in memorium, whatever. 

I know she is res2ng now, and all the suffering, indignity and pain is gone, but I s2ll (perhaps selfishly) 

wish she was s2ll here for me to talk to because she knew so many things.  She was amazing! 

I am only 20 but she touched my life in a way which I believe has changed it forever. 

I will always miss her and will never forget her. 

Thank you Jennifer. 

Love Adelle 
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Phoenix, Arizona, USA:  I have to admit right from the 

start that I do not like American cars… so when I found 

myself in Arizona for a few days with nothing to do, I 

decided to put my prejudices aside and for the greater 

good go and look at the new Ford GT. 

Bathed in yellow… and black GT stripes… and more yellow... is was 

what greeted me when Larry the Ford guy delivered the GT to my 

hotel… oh no I thought, why did I do this? 

A�er a short, and unnecessary briefing Larry le� to hunt burgers 

and I hopped into the Ford and le� before anyone would see me. 

Pre8y is not a word I would use to describe the way it looks… 

a8rac&ve is also not a word I would use to describe it…  

Racy perhaps could work… func&onal also… sleek… maybe. 

One word that does VERY accurately describe the car is big, very 

big… its nearly 4.8 metres long and 2.2 odd wide (at the mirrors) 

which in a world where supercars are trying to go the other 

direc&on does seem a li8le odd..  what’s even more odd is that 

despite its massive external propor&ons, inside the car you have 

about as much room between the seats as you do in a Mini, which 

the other supercar makers would never do… can you imagine 

elbowing your passengers in your Ferrari… it’s just unheard of. 

Expensive… obscenely expensive is another adjec&ve to describe 

the GT, and perhaps even stupidly so… it costs a massive $ 420 000, 

which in Rand terms is about R 5 500 000...and that’s BEFORE any 

import taxes and du&es.  In realis&c terms this as a R 7 million car 

on SA soil… and that is a hell of a lot for a Ford. 

At that price you would expect the car to be refined, but its not! 

At that price you would expect the car to be comfortable, but its 

not! 

At that price you would expect the car to be technologically 

superior to any cheaper, but its definitely not! 

So why the hell would anyone in their right mind hand over so 

much money for something that is clearly not worth it? 

For this answer I delve even deeper and start speaking with a 

decent amount of Southern twang. 

When Ford were developing this GT they basically locked 20 

designers in a basement un&l the GT was born and then it was 

revealed to the world… no spy pics, to industrial espionage… 
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nothing… which makes you think that they were worried that their 

rivals would steal their ideas and put them into their own cars… 

hmmm, somehow I just don’t see this happening.  If you were to dig 

up Enzo Ferrari and put his body into a yellow GT, not only would he 

come to back to life to slap you for doing it but when he died again 

he would haunt you, ra8ling chains and everything for the rest of 

your days. 

So why is this car considered so special? 

More Southern twang perhaps?  Moonshine?  Dueling banjos?  I 

was determined to find the answer. 

So without further delay I pulled into a burger joint and mingled 

with some locals… 

I was full a quarter of the way through my burger; mainly because in 

America nothing is done in ‘small’… everything is in excess… and 

that’s when it dawned on me that that is exactly what this car is 

about. 

So I washed down the burger from the ‘big slurp’ bucket of Vanilla 

Coke and headed back out on the road. 

Ford may be staffed by a bunch of burger munching fat Yanks, but 

somewhere in the mix they did manage to get a few things right.  

First of all the car has a carbon fibre tub and isn't made from pig 

iron, or whatever American’s make cars from.  The manufacture 

standard roll cage I suspect was made from the oink stuff.  They 

have also used composites for the bodywork.  The engine, VERY 

untypically American, is not a V8 measured in cubic inches but 

rather a 3.5 litre twin-turbo V6 Ecoboost affair.  The clutch is a dual 

clutch seven speed thing, and not “four on the floor”… whatever 

that means in Americano. 

In an act of total defiance of everything American Ford have also 

managed to make the engine powerful… it produces 647bhp… or in 

free world speak that’s 482kW! 

Admi8edly and perhaps somewhat concerning 60% of the car’s 

engine components come from the F 150 pick-up… something that 

Ferrari wouldn’t ever be accused of. 

Apparently, and again un-Americanly, the car is aerodynamic and 

produces massive downforce and is quite slippery when needed. 

The methodology to achieve this however is typically American and 

as blunt as the bo8om of a worker’s boot. 

The suspension, which has two seRngs, has two sets of springs.  In 

normal driving mode both are used, but in ‘race’ mode one of the 

sets is compressed hydraulically and not used.  Sounds clever, 

however when you press the bu8on to perform this trick the car 

drops as if a chair is kicked out from under it, and when you want it 

to raise it feels as if its being li�ed by an air-jack.  None of the 

civilized slow and gentle lowering and raising stuff… oh no, that 

would be too good for Ford. 
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Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia:  This is the line said to a very 

frightened male chauvinist who was ‘test driven’ in a 
Mitsubishi Triton Phantom by star girl racing driver Leona 

Chin who was posing as a sales person in a prank requested 

by Mitsubishi. 

I have never laughed so hard… and there is another too where she 

pretends to be a learner driver and then takes first day on the job 

driving instructors for a ride that they will never forget. 

Both of these pranks are available on YouTube channel 

“MaxManTV”, who were instrumental in seRng the whole thing up. 

But when the laughter dies down there is a very serious girl who 

loves to race.  She is styled as a “Malaysian Professional 

Motorsports Athlete”, which in simple terms means mixed 

discipline - the hardest of all racing prac&ces… she dri�s, races in 

rally, numerous different track categories and even karts. 

She is amazing, and an inspira&on to women showing that you can 

achieve anything that you want… and she is only 31 years old. 

I caught up with her for a Naked Motoring exclusive and her first 

South African interview. 

Jennifer Muller: Hi Leona, please could you tell us something 

   about yourself. 

Leona Chin:  I'm Malaysian, born and raised in Kuala 

   Lumpur, which is were I am currently based.  

   I turned 31 years old this year and I have 4 
   sisters. I live with my younger sister and my 

   mom, who is widowed.  

JM: During your childhood what, if any, was your exposure to 

 racing and race cars? 

LC: Not much during my childhood as I am more of a ‘girly girl’; 

 I played with Barbie dolls and some Lego.  It was during 

 high school that i gained my interest in cars and racing.  

JM: When did you know you wanted to be a racing driver? 

LC: I had always hung out with a group of boys and then a�er 

 geRng my drivers license I learned dri�ing at the age of 20 

 from a professional local dri� car driver.  A�er a year with 

 the trainer I was head hunted by an all girl team to compete 

 in an endurance race team - that's when I decided to be a 

 racing driver. 

JM: Who is your biggest fan and supporter? 

LC: My mom, and my manager & mentor are my biggest fans 

 and supporters.  My mom gave me my first dri�-able car 

 when I was 18 - it was a stock standard rear wheel drive car.  

 I told her that it would be cool if I learned dri�ing and she 

 told me it was alright to learn new skills, and made sure 
 that every &me I had my safety gear on.  My manager and 

 mentor has always given full support and worked harder 

 than anyone I know.  

JM: Motorsport is heavily dominated by male drivers, with few 

 opportuni2es for women.  As a result how did you manage 

 to break into this field? 

LC: For me it was more like a passion for the sport, and loving 

 cars.  I just did what I loved and didn't care what people 
 said about this sport.  They tried to discourage me by giving 

 me a hard &me entering compe&&ons, not allowing me to 

 compete overseas and  penalizing me for no apparent 

 reason.  But I felt that with my ‘fast adaptability driving 

 skills’ and never give up aRtude I shouldn't waste it [my 
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 talent].  I just didn't give up and con&nued to go 

 further. 

JM: Please list your achievements and successes? 

LC: It is a very long list... 

  Ed: The full detailed list of Leona’s recent racing 

  achievements are at the end of this interview and 

  also available in her downloadable ‘profile’ on the 

  Naked Motoring website.      

  (www.nakedmotoring.co.za) 

JM: You are promoted as a  “professional motorsport athlete” – 

 this is an unusual term of phrase, which I presume means 

 mixed discipline racing.  Please tell us how you got involved 

 in different motorsport disciplines, such as rally, driGing and 

 track. 

LC: Yes a�er I got my driving license I focused on dri�ing.  A�er 

 that I was head hunted to join a girls team and I 
par&cipated  in endurance circuit racing for 2 years.  A�er that I 

le� the  race team and  funded my own [team] with my 

manager we  went into Rally and Rally Cross, Autocross, 

Gymkhana and  Drag to experience all types of motorsports.  

I also  par&cipated in Go-Kart events locally and Time A8ack and 

 circuit races, and focused on circuit racing for a few years.  

 Recently I have explored OffRoad as well. 

JM: What is the Asian motorsport scene like? And where does it 

 rank globally? 

LC: In the Asian scene, most of the racing now is focused in 

 China because it is the biggest and fastest growing market 

 in Asia, and because racing requires a lot of money China 

 has the advantage because they [the Chinese teams] are 

 rich, they can afford to buy several race cars at once. 
 Par&cularly the circuit racing scene in China has been 

 growing tremendously.  In terms of ranking I think the 

 majority of Asia is behind the European motorsports scene, 

 except for Japan.  Japan is the ‘Geneva of Asia’ and all the 

 new concept cars and racing legends come from Japan, and 

 the driving skill level in Japan is extremely high. They also 

 have many race tracks all over their country.  

JM: And the Malaysian motorsport scene? 

LC: As for Malaysia, it has been rather ‘slow’ in motorsport 

 ac&vi&es, as the overall economy is at a low.  The [racing] 

 ac&vi&es are less frequent compared to neighbouring 

 countries like Thailand.  Most of the racers that go to 

 Malaysia’s Sepang Circuit are actually foreigners because in 

 rela&ve terms Sepang is cheaper than [tracks in] their 

 [home] countries, but it is not the case for locals.  The hire 
 of the track and entry fees are really expensive.  The last 

 F1 race in Malaysia just finished a week ago [at the &me of 

 the this interview].  No more F1 racing in Malaysia will 

 eventually affect the economy as every year the tourism will 

 increase during F1 season a8rac&ng many foreigners to 
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 come to watch the ho8est race in Asia.  The rally scene in 

 Malaysia has no exposure and no spectators.  That is why I
 prefer to race in China as there are more spectators and 

 media exposure. 

JM: Motorsport is serious business. You par2cipated in some 

 very funny pranks with MaxManTV which are on YouTube; 

 the one with the driving school and the one for Mitsubishi.  

 It is really evident that you really enjoyed doing those, which 

 shows your less serious and lighter side.  Do you have a 

 personal philosophy for how to live life? 

LC: Yes, motorsport is serious and  costly.  Of course I also love 

 to show off my driving skills in a light hearted way.  My 

 philosophy is “do something extraordinary”. 

JM: Do your male motorsport contemporaries view you as an 

 equal? 

LC: The majority do yes, because when you wear a race helmet 
 you can't see who's inside the helmet.  So they would see 

 me as an equal and do not want to lose face to a female.  it 

 would be embarrassing for them. 

JM: What is your current personal car? 

LC: It's a Mitsubishi Triton VGT Adventure X 

JM: Are you currently racing? 

LC: No, as this year I have not able to secure racing sponsors, as 

 last year's Clio Cup race took a big amount from my 
 funding. This year my focus is promo&ng Mitsubishi cars as I 

 am the brand ambassador for the Malaysia region. 

JM: What was your first car and did it have a name, and if so 

 what did you call it? 

LC: It was a Nissan 200SX.  I just called it “my Silvia”. 

JM: What do you consider to be the ul2mate car – your dream 

 car? 

LC: My dream car is the Ferrari 488. 

JM: In South Africa there is a strong car culture, predominantly 

 leaning towards high performance vehicles and vehicle 

 performance enhancements & modifica2ons.  What is the 

 Malaysian car culture? 

LC: Malaysian’s like fast supercar meets (gatherings), high 

 performance cars, dri�ing, highly modified Japanese cars 

 with loud music and exhaust systems, all sorts.   

JM: If you could speak to young aspiring girl racers, what 

 message would you give to them? 

LC: Never give up! 

JM: What was your best driving experience? 

LC: Palm Springs, USA in a Ferrari California conver&ble, with 

 the top down and no speed limit. 

JM: What was your most memorable driving experience?  Good 

 and bad. 

LC: Good:-  First &me dri�ing my Silvia on the go kart track.  

 Bad:- crashing in a Caterham Supersport at Sepang Circuit, 

 and it cost a lot of money. 

I would like to sincerely thank Leona for taking &me out of her 

hec&c schedule for this interview and wish her all the best in her 

endeavours… we will be following her and keeping you all up to 

speed. 

To follow Leona and her amazing career and achievements please 
visit her website h8p://leona.kurazmotorsports.com/biography/ 

and also search for her on Facebook, Instagram or YouTube. 
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2014 - Zerotohundred 

TimeToA8ack Sepang Round 1 
( Sepang Circuit Malaysia) Street 

NA – RWD, 3rd 

2014 - Superlap Ba8le 

Championship Series 2013 - Final 

Round (Elite Speedway Malaysia) 

Cat 1 Class 4 , 2nd 

2014 - Ultra Racing Gymkhana 
Trials Challenge Series 1(Shah 

Alam Malaysia) Precision Cat 

Ladies, Champion Open Cat 

Ladies, Champion 

2014 - TME Titan Time A8ack 

(Melaka MIMC Circuit 

Malaysia ) Cat F, Champion 
2014 - Superlap Ba8le 

Championship Series 2014 Round 

1(Elite Speedway Malaysia) Cat3 

Class 3, 2nd  Cat1 Ladies, 

Champion 

2014 - Boxza Bangkok Super 

Gymkhana (Param 9 Car park 

Thailand) Ladies, Champion 
2014 - Ultra Racing GT Radial 

Superlap Ba8le 2014 Rd2 

(Speedway Plus Circuit Malaysia) 

         Cat 1 Ladies, Champion 

         Cat 2 Ladies, Champion  

         Cat 1 Class4 2nd place 

    Cat 2 Class 4, 2nd place 
2014 - Southern Thailand 

Gymkhana X (Songkhla Thailand) 

Cat F Ladies, Champion 

2014 - Tac&cal Time A8ack 

Melaka (Melaka MIMC Circuit 

Malaysia) Ladies, Champion 

 
2015 - Superlap Round 3,2014 - 

Time A8ack ( Speedway Plus 

Circuit Malaysia) 

           Cat 1 Class 4 3rd 

           Cat 1 Class 7 2nd 

           Cat 1 Ladies Champion 

           Cat 2 Class 4 3rd 

           Cat 2 Ladies Champion 
2015 - Saturday Night Fever 

Na&onal Series Championship 

Round 1 (Sepang Circuit 

Malaysia) 

           SAGA 1500 Class Champion 

2015 - GENERATION X Time 

A8ack Rd 1 (Speedway Plus 
Circuit Malaysia) LADIES 

CATEGORY Champion 2015 - 

Zerotohundred TimeToA8ack 

Sepang (Sepang Circuit Malaysia) 

Super Street Turbo 2wd category 

2nd place 

2015 - Saturday Night Fever 
Na&onal Series Championship 

Round 1 (Sepang Circuit 

Malaysia) SAGA 1500 Class, 2nd 

place 

2015 - Caterham Motorsports 
Championship Round 1(Sepang 

Circuit Malaysia) Supersport, 2nd 

place 

2015 - Caterham Motorsports 

Championship Round 2 (Sepang 

Circuit Malaysia) Supersport, 1st 

place 
2015 - Caterham Motorsports 

Championship Round 3 (Sepang 

Circuit Malaysia) Supersport, 3rd 

place 

2015 - Caterham Motorsports 

Championship Round 4 (Sepang 

Circuit Malaysia) Supersport, 3rd 
place 

2015 - F-TEAM Reality Racing Car 

Game Show (Zhuhai China) Top 8 

Group 

2015 - Wako's Cup Endurance 

Race Round 3 (Tokachi Circuit 

Japan) 8th place in class 

2015 - Caterham Motorsports 
Championship Round 6(Sepang 

Circuit Malaysia) Supersport, 2nd 

place 

2015 - Caterham Motorsports 

Championship Round 9(Sepang 

Circuit Malaysia) Supersport, 3rd 

place 
2015 - Caterham Motorsports 

Championship Round 11(Sepang 

Circuit Malaysia) Supersport, 3rd 

place 

2015 - Caterham Motorsports 

Championship Round 12(Sepang 

Circuit Malaysia) Supersport, 2nd 
place 

2015 - Feng Yun Zhan 6 hour 

endurance (GIC Circuit 

China) Group B，4th place 

 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

1 (Zhuhai China)  

Group A, 5th place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 
2 (Zhuhai China)  

Group A, 3rd place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

3 (Yeongnam Korea)  

Group A, 2nd place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

4 (Yeongnam Korea)  
Group A, 2nd place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

5 (Buriram Thailand)  

Group A, 4th place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

6 (Buriram Thailand)  

Group A, 4th place 
2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

7 (Shanghai China)  

Group A, 2nd place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

8 (Shanghai China)  

Group A, 2nd place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

9 (Zhuhai China)  
Group A, 2nd place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

10 (Zhuhai China)  

Group A, 2nd place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 

11 (GuangZhou China)  

Group A, 4th place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series Race 
12 (GuangZhou China)  

Group A, 5th place 

2016 - Clio Cup China Series 

Overall Championship Group A, 

2nd place  

2016 - CCTV2 车神驾到 

Automo&ve TV Reality 

Compe&&on Episode 1, Winner 

 

DRIVING COURSES COMPETED 
AND CERTIFICATIONS 

 

Defensive Driving Course 

Advanced Driving Course 

Precision Driving Course  

Race Driving Course  

 

ROSPA Na&onal Diploma in 
Advanced Driving Instruc&on 

(UK) 

Leona’s Racing Achievements and 

Successes (2014—2016) 
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Back in the 

bucket seat with 

Leona Chin 
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Last year I discovered the most incredible female racing 

driver, a Malaysian girl called Leona Chin and for our 

November 2017 magazine I managed to track her down in 

her home city or Kuala Lumpur for an interview.  I have 

however been following her career and noted that the first 

interview was exactly that, a first interview, so I caught up with 

Leona again to find out exactly what she has been doing with 

herself since then. 

 Since our last interview you have been doing quite a lot of 

different things, some of which not directly related to 

motor sport, such as  being the Mitsubishi Malaysia brand 

ambassador.  Please could you take me through what you 

have been doing in the last year.  

 In November 2017 I par&cipated in Sepang 1000km 

Endurance race with a privateer team.  We drove a Suzuki 

Swi� race car.  We finished 8th in the class which is class 

1600cc and below. Video: h8ps://youtu.be/PmcZLjvK2Ks 

 Then in December 2017 I did a documentary with I AM 

WOMAN web-series for Viu App (a regional paid online 

video portal similar to NeVlix).  The I AM WOMAN 

documentary info link here: h8ps://www.viu.com/o8/my/

ar&cles/5-reasons-to-watch-i-am-woman/ and the link to 

the  actual video h8ps://www.youtube.com/watch?

v=mUZJEGd8W2Q&t=1s 

 From January to February 2018 I’ve been travelling to 

other states in Malaysia for Mitsubishi Motors Malaysia 

roadshows. 

 Then during March 2018 I was invited by a Hong Kong 

Racing Team to race in their Mini Challenge Asia Series - 

Exhibi&on Round at Zhuhai China.  Video: h8ps://

www.youtube.com/watch?v=vuYi-5agHMk 

 Race 1 - no podium, but in Race 2  I finished 3rd  

 In May 2018 I did a web-series for iFlix App (a regional 

paid online video portal similar to NeVlix) with was a 10 

Episode web-series  called Caraoke Dri�.  The video trailer  

can be found at h8ps://www.youtube.com/watch?

v=bNqbSnDn4ng and the link to app can be found at 

h8ps://piay.iflix.com/tv/caraoke-dri�-

14384#utm_source=Facebook_PicSee&utm_medium=Soci

al 

 Leona, as you know this issue of our magazine is a tribute 

to women in motor sport. Looking back to the early days 

of women being involved in the sport, do you have any 

icons or heroines? 

 Yes, in my country [Malaysia] there were a few female 

athletes that I  respect and treat them like icons, my 

country’s Nicol David (sic.) is a world champion squash 

player.   I see her as a female heroine.  If it’s rela&ng to 

motorsports; it’s Danica Patrick.  She was the first woman 

that I knew of that was in NASCAR. 

 Then on the same note, looking at the current female 

racers, such as Danika Patrick, Suzie Wolf and Sabine 

Schmitz.  Do you have any role-models, or are you the role

-model?  Or both? 
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 My role model is actually a male race car driver (laughs).  

 

 As you explained you have been racing, but from of our 

other discussions it seems like there are s&ll issues 

rela&ng to sponsorship.  What sort of sponsorship would 

someone, like you, need for a racing season? 

 I was looking for sponsorship for a few kind of races in 

Asia. 

One of them was the Mini Challenge Asia Series.  I took 

part in the exhibi&on round (trials) and found the car is 

very fast and handles very well.  Although I did very well 

in my race, the invitee selected another racer as their 

team driver during the trials as I did not agree to the 

terms given by the invitee.  The cost for racing full season 

in the Mini Challenge was about 1 million Malaysian 

Ringgit to cover the cost of the car rental and team 

support as well as the accommoda&ons throughout the 

season.  However, I have yet to find sponsors for such a 

big sum of money.  

 Do you think that these issues are gender based? 

  

 I don’t think so.  Actually I feel that being female has 

advantages in geRng sponsors more than males.  Just 

that the amount that I am reques&ng for could be too 

high for companies in my country as our country’s 

economy right now is not doing well.  Also because 

females are able to get more exposure in male dominated 

sports. 

 I did some amateur racing a few years ago in Europe and 

found that it is impossible for women to break into the 

more male dominated disciplines such as Formula 1.  In 

fact the only woman even remotely connected to F1 is 

Suzie Wolff who is only a test driver for Williams.  Do you 

have any personal theories as to why this is the case? 

 I am not too sure, could possibly be stereotyping. 

 

 Are you s&ll running your vehicle modifica&on / 

accessories business?  If so please tell me all about it, and 

what sort of products do you offer. 

 Yes, I s&ll run my accessories business but not as ac&vly as 

before.  I s&ll sell my products online but now through a 

website that is an online marketplace, it’s called 

“mudah.my” h8p://mudah.my they are one of our 

current partners as well.  Here’s a link to my online shop 

page h8ps://www.mudah.my/kuraz--kurazmotorsports-

subang-jaya 

 And you plans for the next 12 months? 

  

 For the moment, no plans right now. 
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Oxforshire, England:  Behold the new Aston Mar&n 

Vantage, and this is not a report of the launch (which we 

missed) this is a proper full road test of the car. 

People ask, “is it be8er than the Porsche 911?” and 

admi8edly that is also the ques&on Aston Mar&n boss Andy 

Palmer asks his engineers, and it’s not an unreasonable one for 

you to ask, too.  And the answer? 

Well, as they undoubtedly told him and I’ll tell you over the 

next 1 400 words or so that it’s not that simple a ques&on to 

answer.  In some ways, yes, it is be8er; in many ways, no, it 

isn’t; but, for the most part, it’s just different.  And that’s fine 

as well because not everything has to have a straight-forward 

and simple answer.  Some&mes we need to take decisions for 

ourselves. 

In terms of their business plans, we are two models into the 

‘second century plan’ that will apparently see a new 

Aston Mar&n launched every year un&l 2022, when the cycle 

begins again.  It will reportedly be a range of sports cars under 

constant reinven&on, with profits from the first providing the 

investment to develop the next.  Like a normal car company.  

“It’s not rocket science,” says Palmer.  However I am skep&cal, 

as Aston Mar&n does a bit of a bad history for trying this very 

thing, but who knows, maybe they’ll get it right this &me?  I 

hope so for their sake, and ours too. 

First there was the DB11, the big, comfy grand tourer, at one 

end of the sports car scale.  And now there’s the Vantage, 

which sits at the other end, but using a fair amount of DB11 

parts. 

It’s a strict two-seater, with a Mercedes-AMG 4 litre twin-

turbocharged V8 engine sourced from Aston’s part-owner in 

the front and power going from there to the back via an eight-

speed transaxle torque-converter gearbox and an 

electronically controlled limited-slip differen&al. 

To see beneath the new Vantage’s skin is to see the advances 

Aston has made since the old ‘VH’ architecture died and the 

new, all aluminium structure arrived.  Only 33% of the 

structure is shared with a DB11;  at 4 465mm, the DB11 is 

274mm longer than the Vantage but, at 1 942mm across the 

body (2 153mm to the mirror ends), only a negligible 2mm 

narrower than the new car.  A Porsche 911 by comparison is a 

thumb’s width longer than the Vantage but, at 1 808mm, quite 

a lot narrower.  Which could well be important. 

There are more pressings and cas&ngs than extrusions in an 

Aston’s make-up these days.  They are admi8edly more 

expensive but more space efficient for a given strength, so the 

Vantage seats two big people very comfortably and the boot, 

underneath a hatch tailgate, is big enough for two golf bags - 

which in itself is frighVully telling of the intended customer’s 

iden&ty.  Now whilst I am no golfer, to me the purpose of 

owning such a car should not be to have a fancy container in 
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which to transport your clubs to and from 

Parkview Golf Club.  However, I could be 

wrong.  But I doubt it. 

 The skin is a mix of aluminium and plas&c 

composites, and dry weight is quoted at 

1530kg including the lightest op&ons.  A 

911 GTS is less than that, even full of fluids 

and with a statutory 100kg added to it to 

represent the average golfer, his clubs and 

fuel.  Like for like, the Vantage could be 

10% heavier than a 911.  That could be 

important, too. 

For the first &me in a genera&on, the 

Vantage is wilfully different from other 

Astons on the outside.  I quite like the new 

look, and the front, which is very different 

is something which I am geRng used to.  

The rear is sexy as hell, and the interior is 

really nice, modern and wonderfully 

designed and laid out.  You can also 

apparently order it with a round steering 

wheel, too. 

It all works however best with the racier 

alcantara trim in my view.  The leather 

looks a bit stretched around some seams 

and s&tches but, well, I suppose it’s a 

sports car.  Shouldn’t things be pulled 

&ght?  A bit more racy?  Sexy even? 

Mechanically, it sounds like it is a sports 

car.  In the V8 DB11, which shares this 

engine and its 375kW tune, the 

engine note - so raucous and loud in its 

AMG applica&ons - has been leashed and 

turned right down.  Here, they have 

unleashed it again.   

A few years ago, you could have chosen 

any of several different Astons for the 

same job.  This one, you’re in no doubt, is 

the loud one.  That extends to the drive 

modes, which, of course, this car has. 

Ul&mately, these policies mean more to 

Aston than us.  But whereas the DB11 has 

GT, Sport and Sport+ chassis seRngs, the 

Vantage’s dampers are shi�ed along an 

imaginary sliding scale to Sport, Sport+ and 

Track, all intended to be &ghter and firmer 

to the point that Track is arguably too s&ff 

for bumpier racetracks.  It’s good on those, 

though, Aston says.  In fact, Aston says, it 

slides “quite easily”.  And I agree because 

that’s exactly what I told it to do, and it 

obeyed.  Every single &me. 

Aston is very good though at 

understatement. 
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Bear this in mind.  Yes, the Vantage is heavier than a 911, but the 

1630kg or so it will weigh is compe&&ve among the other company 

the Aston will keep.  Its mechanical layout, where the en&re block 

sits behind the front axle line, means the weight distribu&on is 

50/50 front to rear.  Only one tyre op&on, a bespoke Pirelli P Zero, 

is offered.  It has all been engineered by people who believe that 

cars should handle properly beyond the limit.  And 'off' actually 

means 'off' on the three-stage stability control system.  This is what 

you want in a proper sports car. 

On a circuit, the Vantage is amazing.  The engine note is as raucous 

and hard as you would want it to be, the op&onal carbon-ceramic 

brakes stop it brilliantly and hold out in warm temperatures, and 

the tyres resist wear be8er than 690Nm from 2 000 r/min has any 

right to allow.  Body control is excellent, even in the most relaxed of 

the available suspension modes, and there’s a greater sense of 

agility because it feels like the car pivots around its centre - where 

you are seated. 

The front goes where you point it and there’s a phenomenal level of 

control and precision over the rear.  The rear sub-frame is firmly 

mounted to the chassis and that gives excellent lateral s&ffness, so 

the car’s back axle does what the engine and e-differen&al, which 

can be either fully locked or fully open, want it to do. 

Under power, on a track, it wants to lock up to precisely your 

amount of bidding, making the cornering line en&rely your choice.  

It’s not unlike a Ferrari 488 GTB in that fashion; only that, because 

the engine is mounted low and at the front, the beyond-limit 

balance is even be8er, to the extent that I’m not sure there’s 

another current produc&on car this composed on a racetrack. 

You can drive it in a racier fashion too, where it’s s&ll balanced and 

beau&fully neutral but less incisive than a 911.  So they do different 

things be8er.  The 911: nuanced steering precision.  The Vantage: 

an&cs. 

On the road, which ul&mately is where most will be found, the ride 

is composed and fluid, especially in Sport mode, but Sport+ doesn’t 

usually throw it out of kilter.  The engine and transmission go 

through various stages of angry as you turn those up, but the 

moderate one is good for the road while the big paddles, which are 

fixed to the steering column so they are always where you le� 

them, are easily some of the nicest I have ever used. 

Others priced at the high tag which the Vantage demands offer 

different things or are be8er in one or two areas, but I’m pre8y 

confident that none is overall as complete and enjoyable as the 

Vantage. 

So is it be8er than a Porsche 911 GTS?  Perhaps not.  But it’s 

different enough, and good enough in enough ways, to be a 

genuine, desirable alterna&ve.  Consider it different rather than 

worse.  And it does quite a lot of things be8er.   

When you the also consider the respec&ve company sizes, budgets 

and facili&es of Aston Mar&n and Porsche, that in itself is a 

spectacular achievement.  In short, I love it. 
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Milan, Italy:  Lightning can strike 

twice.  I went to Italy to drive a race 

car (page 33) and ended up not only 

doing that but geRng a chance to 

drive the Pagani Huayra, which is one of 

the most extreme, and expensive ($2.8M) 

hypercars in the world. 

Not a bad way to spend a few days in 

Milan, and that is of course without all the 

shopping and incredible Milanese food... 

The Huayra has a slightly ridiculous and 

mostly unpronounceable name, and its 

styling is something out of a science fic&on 

movie, but it is a very serious car… very, 

very serious indeed. 

Behind you is a 6 litre twin-turbo V12 

which is made bespoke for Pagani by 

Mercedes-AMG… and it produces 537kW, 

which is a lot. 

But a Ferrari 812 superfast has 588kW I 

hear you say… and of course you are 

correct… BUT the Huayra only weighs 

1350kg, which gives it a power-to-mass 

ra&o that not only exceeds that of the 812 

but puts in the same league as the BugaR 

Veyron.  And it’s rear wheel drive.  So it is 

very, very fast. 

Where the Huayra also differs vastly from 

the likes of Ferrari and has something 

more in common with the likes of BugaR is 

exclusivity.  There are a lot of Ferraris out 

there, but very few Paganis. 

The Huayra replaces the insane Zonda, 

which made its debut in 1999 and 

remained on boy’s bedroom walls un&l a 

couple years ago when the Huayra 

emerged and trumped the Zonda in every 

respect.  And that was no easy feat 

because the Zonda was about as extreme 

as you could possibly get.  There was even 

a version which wasn’t painted - just bare 

carbon fibre was all you saw, because the 

en&re body was made from the stuff. 

This being Italy one must seek inspira&on 

from source, so in the worlds of 

Michelangelo, “beauty is all in the details”.  

In this regard Pagani have excelled and 

surpassed every expecta&on… right down 

to the &ny li8le hand-painted Italian flags 

on the &ps of each of the beau&ful leaf 

shaped carbon fibre wing mirrors. 

The way in which Pagani have made the 

car is exquisite; the level of a8en&on to 

detail is freakishly good.  And of course 

everything is a work of art. 

Every switch, dial, or piece of trim could on 

its own be on display In a modern art 

gallery.  This is a seriously beau&ful car. 

The huge engine is also a thing of beauty 

but for other reasons.  Sure it looks good, 

but when you fire it up, select first and hit 

the thro8le something else comes to the 

surface.  Raw brutality. 

The Huayra also enjoys the best of all 

worlds when it comes to looks, 

func&onality, ludicrous accelera&on, 

amazing trac&on, old school brilliant 

steering, immense braking and mid-corner 

grip to die for.  It is a truly exci&ng car to 

drive.  I would go so far as to say it is be8er 

than a Veyron. 

It is however far more intense than the 

Veyron, and that also makes it be8er. 

Turning off the trac&on control and ESC 

requires you to have all your wits about 

you… and a large set of gentleman 
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coconuts 

Being female I don’t have to worry about 

such triviali&es so I turned off all the driver 

aides and put foot. 

Demonic would be a good word to 

describe the car’s performance.  It is 

savagely fast and the gear changes equally 

brutal.  Pagani decided to not follow the 

norm and fit a nice smooth dual-clutch 

box, oh  no, a single clutch monster was 

perfect.  Firstly it is up to 90kg lighter than 

the dual-clutch and secondly because it is a 

lot smaller it is mounted transversely 

(instead of longitudinally) in the engine bay 

making everything more compact. 

You do need to li� off slightly during up 

shi�s to prevent being whacked in the back 

by a V12 sledgehammer, but once you 

figure it all out the car is beau&ful to drive. 

Amusingly there is even a ‘comfort’ mode, 

which according to the Pagani man is to be 

“used in wet weather”.  Makes sense. 

If you don’t want to be no&ced, then 

driving around in a Huayra is not advisable.  

If however, like me, 

you don’t give a 

damn if people 

stare, then go for it. 

Not even the nicest 

photographs of it do 

the thing jus&ce.  It 

is really that 

beau&ful. 

Cruising around 

Milan in a gorgeous hypercar which costs 

at least R 37 million is a very unique 

experience and of course the funniest part 

of it all was the faces of the hairy chested 

Italian men when they realized that the 

driver of this very Italian car was a woman. 

And then there is the noise it makes… 

At full cry the engine howls like Satan 

would if you stabbed him in the tail with 

his own pitchfork… it is addic&ve and 

intoxica&ng. 

The engine crackles and snarls on the 

overrun, and (so I am told) flame shoots 

from the four tailpipes mounted together 

in the middle of the car’s rear… like the 

barrels of a Gatling gun. 

Ferrari’s are fun, Lamborghini’s are 

engineering masterpieces, but Pagani’s are 

for purists.  They cost many &mes more 

than either of the other two brands, and 

that makes them rare and exclusive, which 

is what you want. 

This is hands down the most fun and 

engaging car I have ever driven.. and when 

I say ever I really do mean exactly that! 

Amo il Pagani... 

“Every switch, dial, or piece of trim could on its own be on display In a modern art gallery.  This is a seriously beau2ful car.” 
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Rockingham Motor Speedway, Corby, Northamptonshire, 

England: On a recent trip to do some fact finding I found 

myself at a racetrack in Corby siRng inside the new 

Lamborghini Huracán Performante and then a man 

opened the gate... well, why not I thought... 

Levity aside, Lamborghini have a long and proud history of building 

light-weight racers based on ‘standard’ models. 

The Gallardo Superleggera, Murcialago Super Veloce and Aventador 

Super Veloce are just three recent examples. 

It is of course not exclusively a Lamborghini thing as was aptly 

demonstrated with the Ferrari 458 Speciale and McLaren 675 LT, 

which means that however niche it may seem it is also quite 

compe&&ve. 

The Huracán Performante is in fact 40kg lighter than the 

standard Huracán, which is quite a bit if you consider the 

overall weight of the car. 

And then there is the engine… a naturally aspirated 5.2 

litre V10 which produces 470kW and 600Nm, which 

compared to the normal Huracán’s 426kW and 540Nm is 

a decent improvement… and the exhaust is ‘less 

restric&ve’ and sounds amazing… but it is clever too and 

has a few unseen tricks up its sleeve… 

Something called Aerodinamica Lamborghini ARva or 

‘ALA’… what this system does in simple terms is provides 

high down force mode for cornering and low down force 

mode for when you are on the straights… and takes 0.2 of a second 

to change between modes. 

This is the party piece of the Performante and gives it a significant 

edge over the standard car. 

Then there is the rear wing which ALA moves about to vary the 

down force across the wing to move it to the unloaded wheel.  

What this does is creates a drag effect in the turns which keeps the 

car very firmly planted, with added trac&on for the exit. 

The tyres are also special.. and made specifically by Pirelli for this 

car. 

So good is this system that the Performante managed an 

astounding lap &me around the Nürburgring of 6 minutes an 52 

90 
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seconds. 

In true Lamborghini fashion you can tell 

this car apart from the standard Huracán 

by its extensive use of Lamborghini's 

Forged Composite carbonfibre for the aero 

parts, bronze-coloured wheels and Italian 

flags on its sills.  

Subtlety is something that Lamborghini 

don’t really understand. 

The car is quicker than the regular 

Huracán… a full second quicker to 200km/

h and it is a LOT louder… which makes it so 

much be8er. 

Admi8edly on the road, which is where we 

drive most, if not all of the &me, the 

standard Huracán would be be8er as it is 

less extreme and more comfortable… 

however when you visit a race track, even 

if its only once, you will definitely want the 

Performante... regardless of price and 

comfort differences. 

My test car was fi8ed with the op&onal 

‘variable-rack dynamic steering’ and the 

(wait for this name) ‘magnetorheological 

dampers’ which further enhance the cars 

poten&al.  What these are in essence is a 

much more responsive steering setup and 

shock absorbers filled with iron filings and 

magnets, which at the press of a bu8on 

firm up substan&ally. 

The trac&on and stability control systems 

have obviously been tweaked and are also 

much be8er than those found in the 

normal Huracán. 

Under the influence of my heavy racing 

boot the naturally aspirated V10 opens up 

and is an incredible engine.  Of late we 

have been 

bombarded 

with 

turbocharged 

supercars, so 

to find a gem 

like this is so 

rewarding. 

Rockingham 

(the short 

name for the 

track) is quite 

a technically 

challenging track with a FIA license, and in 

the past has seen its fair share of famous 

races, and its fair share of accidents too. 

Nothing quite as drama&c as those at say 

Imola in Italy, but s&ll… accidents are 

accidents. 

It is a no nonsense track for a no nonsense 

driver in a no nonsense car… well at least 

the car is cut out for the job… two out of 

three isn't that bad. 

Unleashed on a track is where this car was 

born to be… it is brutally good, and so fast.  

I joke about my track experience, but in 

reality beneath the R1 500 hair-dos and 

manicured nails I have seen my fair share 

of track work and have been trained for 

such stuff. 

And believe me, you need it if you want to 

play on a track in a car like this one. 

The car is all wheel drive… thankfully.  And 

its AWD setup is the stuff of magic… it is 

just so, SO incredibly good, and the level of 

grip is just unbelievable. 
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Abarth       

695 Assetto 

Corse… 

 
 
 

 

 

 

this scorpion’s sting contains 

radioactive venom... 
the most hardcore Abarth ever made is  

ours for a day… on a track... in Italy! 
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Milan, Italy:  As reviews go, for a 

motoring journalist things don’t get 

much be8er than this.  You would 

think that geRng behind the wheel 

of the new Rolls Royce Phantom, or 

some 400km/h hypercar would be at the 

top of the list, and on 99 days you would 

be right… but on the 100th there is the 

Abarth Asse8o Corse; a proper racing car… 

and for me this is the top of the list. 

This is not some road car with a bodykit 

and racy seats… oh no, this is as real as it 

gets. 

There is a simple test - the gearbox.  If 

there are paddles, or a lever that shi�s 

around from one gear to the next then it is 

not a racing car.  If however there is a 

simple lever that goes either forward or 

backwards then you are in business… it is 

called a sequen&al gearbox, and the 

Asse8o Corse has one. 

I was siRng at home when the call came 

in, “… we have a track day with the Abarth 

695 AsseCo Corse but it’s tomorrow, and 

you have to come to Italy.  Is that okay?”.  

So that night I was on a flight to Milan and 

from there I hired a car and drove to its 

outskirts and booked into some small place 

for the night… and waited 

for morning. 

I arrived at the track at 8-o-

clock, got changed, geared 

up and underwent a short 

briefing. 

The standard Fiat 500 is a 

small car which if you are an 

average size person is a &ght 

fit to get in and out of, but 

when you add a full roll cage 

and proper racing seats you 

need to be quite supple… 

good thing I am not that big 

so I was nice and snug in the 

seat, which of course has a 

four-point belt harness. 

The car has a finely tuned 

version of the 1.4 litre 

turbocharged unit found in 

other Abarth cars, but this 

one produces 151kW and 

300Nm, which is about 20% more than the 

‘standard’ Abarth 695 Biposto. 

Its secret weapon though is weight.  The 

en&re car weighs only 940kg, so it is quick, 

very quick. 

And rather than the standard five-speed 

manual or “Abarth Compe&zione” semi-

automa&c transmissions fi8ed to the road 

cars, the racing model gets a bespoke six-

speed sequen&al gearbox with op&mised 

gear ra&os by France-based manufacturer, 

Tightly snuggled into the proper racing seats, surrounded by a roll cage 
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Sadev.  It also has a Sabelt steering wheel 

and lightweight racing pedals.  This is 

completely purpose built! 

When you press the dashboard mounted 

start bu8on the crackly engine fires to life 

and is so loud… for two reason, the first 

being that it has a race-spec exhaust 

system and secondly because there is no 

soundproofing whatsoever.  It is brilliant. 

Off the line the Asse8o pulls like a 

superbike; it is so much faster than any 

other Abarth, and it feels light and nimble, 

yet as it picks up speed the aerodynamics 

start working and the car begins to feel 

incredibly solid and planted. 

Working through the gears using a 

sequen&al box is slightly more tricky than 

just pulling the lever… there is a clutch 

pedal, but if you get the &ming right (from 

about second gear) you don’t need to use 

it, which is when your foot is flat on the 

floor at maximum revs.  For the smoothest 

downshi�s, (especially under hard 

breaking) heel and toeing is mandatory. 

Zero compromise best describes the 

steering, and zero forgiveness if you get it 

wrong.  Unlike a road car where there is a 

degree of leeway for error, in a purpose 

built racer like this the steering is set to 

respond to the slightest input, and if you 
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Zurich, Switzerland:  Why is it so with all things regal that 

Roman numerals are used  instead of conven&onal 

numbering? 

Well I am not here to figure that one out, but I am here to 

introduce you to the latest figurehead of the Rolls Royce family, the 

Phantom VIII. 

It does admi8edly look a lot like the old VII model, and for a good 

reason.  Because that is what Rolls Royce customers want. 

Cars like this are never just designed by some spirited youth who 

a8ended a few courses, oh no, it is done through a painstaking 

process where one of the major contribu&ng elements is surveying 

exis&ng customer wants, needs and likes.  A�er all they are the 

ones buying these ridiculously expensive cars, so it stands to reason 

that it should be exactly what they expect. 

The eighth Phantom does follow the seventh Phantom (which Thys 

reviewed last month), but not all of them have done so.  In fact the 

first Phantom was made 93 years ago in 1925. 

Anyway, the old king is dead, long live the king; or meet the new 

boss, same as, etc.  You get the idea: the new Phantom is expected 

pick up from where the old one le� off.   

“A Phantom is a Phantom is a Phantom,” says Rolls CEO Torsten 

Müller-Ötvös.  He may have added another “is a Phantom” in there. 

I forget.  But, anyway, know that this car is the flag-bearer, the top 

dog, the prince among men - regardless of what happens to the 

Rolls range in future. 

There is however a new plaVorm upon which the Phantom is built, 

as will be the Cullinan SUV, and basically every other model moving 

forward, most likely.  This is a good thing as currently all lesser Rolls 

Royce models are built on modified BMW plaVorms which 

technically make them not quite a Rolls.  The new plaVorm is an 

aluminium space-frame which offers 30% more torsional rigidity 

than the outgoing model, and will be 100% s&ffer in key areas, 

which would include the areas around the suspension and gearbox 

moun&ngs. 

The car as an “accidental” consequence 

thereof is heavier than the old model and &ps 

the scales at over two and a half tons, in 

standard wheelbase length. 

The new car’s ride quality is quite possibly the 

best I have ever encountered… a Mercedes-

Maybach S600 feels like riding an excitable, 

angry and possibly even hungry crocodile 

compared to the Phantom. 

The means by which it can offer such perfect 

comfort is the result of, firstly the added 

s&ffness, and secondly the air springs which 

are cuRng edge and absolutely brilliant, and 

lastly the ac&ve 12v an&-roll bars.  Oh and 

there is rear wheel steering too which offers counter steering up to 

three degrees. 

The Phantom is frac&onally shorter than its predecessor, but s&ll 

measures a fairly lengthy 5.76 metre wheelbase. 

And then there are the toys.  The Phantom gets the full Santa bag, 

and more.  There is over 130kg of sound-deadening material 

throughout the body.  The tyres even each get 2kg of silencing 

foamy stuff inside them. 

The designers felt that tyres are the first line of suspension and 

therefore must be silent.  Who are we to argue? 
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Beneath a fla8er bonnet (without a centre 

strip down it) lies a 6.75 litre twin-turbo V12 

which silently cranks out 420kW and a 

massive 900Nm of torque at very low revs. 

Rolls Royce reckons most drivers would never 

use more than about 2500 rpm, and I can see 

why. 

The car is decently quick but there is nothing 

about it that would encourage you to bury 

your right foot into the thick, luxurious 

carpet.  It is all about wa�ing along and 

occasionally glancing out the window to sneer 

at the peasants. 

Back to the bonnet… the effect that Rolls have 

created, according to them, is that of one 

where the Spirit of Ecstasy sculptured mascot 

looks as if it is standing, “as if reflec&ng in a 

lake”… um , okay. 

The ‘Parthenon’ grille is no longer a thing 

which sits proud of the car’s nose but is now 

integrated into the bonnet to be less 

conspicuous… in a 6 metre long Rolls Royce. 

Inside the car is surreal… the levels of comfort 

are obscene.  Something new though is that 

the Phantom VIII is equally comfortable for 

driver and rear passengers.  So saying the rear 

is where most Phantom owners usually end 

up, and in the back there are vast, 

comfortable, moveable, heated, cosseRng 

and luxurious seats.  Each passenger gets 

their own air condi&oning controls on the 

armrest of the (electric closing) doors, but 

none of that silliness where you have to select 

a fan speed or temperature… oh no, just 

“so�” up to “max” for the fan and a sliding 

scale of blue to red for the temperature.  

Keeping it simple is some&mes a good thing. 

These sort of cars are about more than just 

the usual refinements of a luxury car… a lot 

more.. Take the new ‘gallery’ malarkey for 

example.  It is a nice touch.  It’s a sealed, 

behind-glass unit, into which the infotainment 

screen pops in and out, but what it effec&vely 

means is that you can have the dashboard 

adorned with whatever you like – some 

special artwork, moulds of your children’s 

footprints, receipts from your last tax year. 

Whatever, really.  And if you aren’t that 

bothered, there are a range of things you can 

pick from, although 

“there’s no such 

thing as standard” on 

a Phantom. 

It is brilliant, but it is 

very, very expensive - 

millions in fact, but 

that sort of how it 

should be anyway. 

It is a�er all the 

Phantom VIII. 

Umbrellas in all the doors… of course, why not! 
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Most people I know would chop 

off their le� something to own a 

Ferrari F40 or an Enzo, or a 

Jaguar XJ220, or even a 

BugaR Veyron, yet in Dubai 

owners of these ultra-rare and 

incredibly expensive exo&cs are 

abandoning them like they would an 

old pair of worn out shoes… the only 

ques&on is what would possess them 

to do something so incredibly 

stupid? 

Dubai is a strange place… a weird 

mixture of Arab conserva&sm and 

free-thinking Western world 

pursuits.  And they are not short of cash… 

the police drive Lamborghini Aventadors, 

Ferrari FFs and they even have the rare 

and insanely expensive Aston Mar&n 

One:77 in their fleet… and a Veyron or 

two. 

This however s&ll doesn’t explain how the 

rich can wantonly discard cars which 

otherwise would belong in museums… yet, 

in huge police impound parking lots are 

thousands of cars, and a significant 

percentage of them are exo&cs.  There are 

also scores of large SUVs and luxury cars 

too, but those are replaceable, even 

upgradable…   

What would you say if I told you that 

si&ng in such a parking lot covered in 

many layers of dust was at least one 

Ferrari F40 (see below 

bo8om right)… yes, an 

F40… one of the rarer 

modern Ferraris and 

worth millions to any 

collector. 

If the Italians found out 

that an F40 owner was 

mistrea&ng his car like 

this they would probably 

despatch someone with a “special set of 

skills” to convince that person to buy some 

polish and apply it very quickly… call 

it an offer they can’t refuse.  And 

righVully so.  I can remember  the 

story how the happily departed Lord 

of Filth a.k.a. Lolly Jackson has an F40 

which was in such a state of disrepair 

that the person who bought it for a 

couple million Rand had to spend the 

same amount to restore the car… yet 

in the Dubai desert there rots one.  

It’s a crime!! 

So is having debt in the UAE 

apparently.  According to Sharia Law 

debtors enjoy no form of debt protec&on 

and can in fact be imprisoned because not 

paying debt is a criminal offense… and this 

is where things get interes&ng and sad. 

Foreigners, and oddly enough Britons, go 

to places like Dubai and Abu Dhabi seeking 

fortune, and many of them find it, but 

some of them in the pursuit incur debt by 

buying exo&c cars just so that they can fit 
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in and be taken seriously by the billionaire 

Arabs with whom they intend to do 

business. 

But when things go wrong, they face jail 

&me, or worse because Sharia Law is quite 

possibly the most archaic and barbaric 

legal system s&ll in existence.  Woman 

have virtually no say whatsoever and hand 

choppings are s&ll prac&ced in some 

regions for ‘pe8y crimes’ like the� of small 

things.  They s&ll stone adulterous women 

to death, yet adulterous men seem to 

escape the fate… makes you wonder. 

So being locked in jail in such a nasty place 

for something as menial as falling on hard 

&mes is not a very a8rac&ve prospect so 

these ex-pats head to the airport in their 

beau&ful exo&c cars (like the dust covered 

sun baked Ferrari Enzo - pictured right top) 

and hop on the first plane back to the 

civilised world, but leaving their beauty 

behind to rot in the damn desert.  That is a 

bigger crime than owing a bit of money in a 

country where every second person is a 

billionaire… I mean its not as if they will go 

belly up if someone misses a few car 

payments! 

Then what the Dubai police do a�er the 

car has been parked for a couple months is 

they go around to the airport parking lots 

and round up all the abandoned ones and 

take them to their own impound where 

they can wait forever, years even, before 

being sold on auc&on for a frac&on of their 

value. 

Except the money never finds its way to 

the original creditor… oh no the police 

keep it and use it to buy themselves more 

police Lamborghinis… which is a bit wrong 

if you consider the en&re sequence of 

events that led up to the auc&on in the 

first place. 

Does anyone know what the blue car is in 

the photograph below the Enzo? 

That is a Jaguar XJ220… the rarest and 

most expensive car Jaguar ever made, and 

also one of the fastest, yet there it stands 

covered in dirt and dust wai&ng to be sold 

to some oil tycoon for a couple hundred 

grand… maybe. 

Then the three photos on the le� side of 

this page (from top to 

bo8om) is a Masera& 

GranTurismo, a rare 

and very  expensive 

Mercedes Benz SL 600 

and an even rarer and  

much more expensive 

Mercedes Benz SL 300 

Gullwing… 

And you guessed right, 

all of them are roRng 

in Dubai. 

But the list of exo&cs would not be 

complete without the BugaR Veyron, and 

yip, there it is (right), dusty, dirty and 

missing a couple bits off the back. 

So what is the answer to all of this? 

Well clearly the Americans aren't going to 

a8ack the UAE any&me soon and ‘liberate’ 

the locals from oppression… maybe 

because they already have enough of a 

stake in the oil companies? 

So here is an idea, why don’t the funds 

raised in the sale of these cars be put to 

be8er use, like stopping human trafficking 

in Arab countries?  Or paying mercenaries 

to go and rescue kidnapped vic&ms of 

Boko Haram and Al Quada?  Or just to feed 

orphans? 

That at least would be turning tragedy into 

something posi&ve. 
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Maranello, Italy:  In almost a decade of doing these reviews 

I have no&ced something about motor manufacturers.  There 

are two sports cars they just don’t get wrong.  Most 

manufacturers, even these ones, occasionally turn out a dud, 

but in the case of two vehicles - the GT3 RS version of a 

Porsche 911 (which I drove in our August 2018 issue) and the 

special series version of Ferrari’s mid-engined V8 - they are always 

spot on! 

This is, I suspect, because they are engineers’ cars.  Purists cars if 

you will.  The first 911 GT3 RS, of 2003, only came about because 

Porsche needed to homologate two suspension links for racing.  

And the first mid-engined Ferrari special, the 360 Challenge 

Stradale, also of 2003, helped jus&fy the Challenge race series.  And 

throughout their numerous itera&ons since, they haven’t missed a 

beat.  Not even once! 

This, then, is Ferrari’s latest, the 488 Pista. 

Pista incidentally means 'track' in Italian or, apparently, ‘get the 

f*** out the way!’, but either is fine with me. 

The requisite link to motorsport is there, anyway.  The Pista’s 

engine is, like a GT3 RS’s, effec&vely a race car motor, here from 

the 488 Challenge car.  It was always in the plan that way - develop 

an engine that makes 38kW more than the standard 488 GTB's, 

prove it in the one-make racing series car and eventually drop it 

into the ‘special’ variant.  Simple. 

‘Special’ doesn’t necessarily mean totally limited in produc&on 

numbers, though; the Pista will join the rest of the 488 range while 

it's s&ll on sale, albeit at rela&vely low volume.  It retains the 3.9 

litre V8 but now makes 530kW at the same 8 000 r/min rev 

limit and 770Nm at 3 000 r/min, but only in seventh gear; torque is 

limited in lower gears to make what, since its launch, has been the 

best sporty turbocharged engine in the world feel less 

turbocharged, more naturally aspirated. 

The gorgeous engine drives the Pista's rear wheels via a seven-

speed dual-clutch automa&c gearbox.  Remember when these were 

first launched, and they told us that upshi�s 

were effec&vely instant because one clutch would engage while 

another disengaged?  Well, they are s&ll perfec&ng them.  While 

the &me between clutch ac&va&ons isn’t being reduced much (as 

there’s not much to reduce anyway), there’s now an overboost on 

upshi�s, and in the appropriate aggressive drive mode - a dial on 

the steering wheel scrolls through them - it punches downshi�s in 

that’s its name… need I say more? 
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racier fashion, with more engine braking than before. 

Specify the right op&ons - including R 200 000 carbon fibre 

wheels - and the Pista can weigh as li8le as 1 358kg.  That's up to 

90kg less than the 488 GTB.  McLaren reckons the very racy 

675LT is 1 320kg which, given that it has a carbon fibre tub rather 

than an aluminium structure, sounds about right. 

The Pista does feature quite a lot of carbon fibre, though; for its 

bonnet, bumpers, intake aperture and rear spoiler.  This is part of 

a collec&ve of weight-saving addi&ons that include an Inconel 

exhaust, a lighter flywheel, a lithium ba8ery and &tanium 

conrods.  Among the bodywork modifica&ons, which have shades 

of Ford GT - perhaps unsurprisingly, seeing as that’s a car en&rely 

developed for endurance racing - there’s an S-duct at the front 

and a higher, longer wing at the back.  The result is 20% more 

downforce than that generated by the 488 GTB - 240kg at 

200km/h, with only a negligible 2% increase in drag.  

The Pista's weight, power and aero, plus a newly developed 

Michelin Pilot Sport Cup 2 tyre (which leaves rubber on the road in 

rather more places than you would realis&cally expect, so f*** 

knows how so�, or expensive, they are) means that it's lighter, 

faster and more aggressive than the 488 GTB everywhere. 

But it's not, says Ferrari’s leading GT engineer, Raffaele de 

Simone, any more difficult to drive.  This is not a Ferrari like the 

F12tdf or 599 GTO, which you might kindly describe as a ‘tricky 

bitch’; it’s meant to be just as playful and accommoda&ng as the 

regular 488 GTB, says de Simone, which, given that the GTB has 

490kW and is almost as docile as the Toyota GT86, would be 

quite an achievement, seeing as its output now starts with a five. 

But it turns out he’s right. This car - f***ing hell.  And yes I know, 

and I have been told, I say f*** a lot.  But it’s a good noun, 

pronoun, verb, adverb, adjec&ve, and so forth - so live with it. 

My first go is around Ferrari’s Fiorano test track.  The Pista is said 

to be two seconds faster than the 458 Speciale (which was never 

considered slow by any stretch of the imagina&on) around here, 

which, given that the Speciale’s lap &me is only 83.5 seconds, is a 

leap.  The Pista is in a different performance stratosphere from 

the Speciale; 0-100km/h takes 2.85 seconds and 7.6 seconds to 

200km/h, compared with 3 seconds and 9.1 seconds for the 

Speciale. 

Now I have driven the GTB, in Australia a year ago in fact, and it 

doesn't take long to realise that the Pista is no more frightening 

than the GTB, but just merely faster, everywhere.  The steering 

rack, ra&o, everything, is the same as the GTB’s.  An&-roll bars are 

unchanged, and while there is a s&ffening of springs, it’s minor 

and only comes with a marginal decrease in ride height.  The 

GTB’s friendly nature, then, is largely preserved.  In fact, because 

of the Pista's new tyres, which have harder sidewalls, steering 

response - Ferraris use a really quick, light, 2 turn rack, and 

McLaren and Porsche usually do it be8er - is if anything less 

nervous, and more stable.  And more brilliant! 
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So it is just as accessible, but way, 

way faster.  The reduc&on in overall weight 

means that a car that was already willing 

to turn is now even more agile.  Ferrari 

uses an e-differen2al, and its latest ‘side 

slip control’ program involves even more 

so�ware, so if you turn in sensibly the diff 

stays rela&vely unwound, the Pista rotates 

beau&fully and, as you come back on the 

power, it drives the car brilliantly, breaking 

trac&on easily if you have trac&on control 

off, but with the side-slip control system 

allowing a lovely degree of flexibility.  Cars 

like this need to slide around bends - it is 

all part of their reason for being.  And I let 

it be, over and over and over again. 

Turn everything off and the Pista’s 

character is s&ll docile.  Peak torque -

 637Nm of it - comes in at just 3 000 r/min, 

the car revs to the same 8 000 r/min as the 

GTB and thro8le response is be8er than 

any other turbocharged car’s.  So it’s just 

brilliantly adjustable and responsive. 

What’s perhaps more remarkable is that 

this comes without any huge detriment to 

the experience on the road.  Well, to the 

ride, at least: there’s a lot of road noise, 

owing to a lack of carpe&ng and other 

sound insula&on, so along with tyre and 

road noise you can also hear stones being 

flicked up and cha8ering into the body, 

while the air condi&oning struggles on 

anything except its most angry seRng and 

the extended front and rear body addi&ons 

give you more than enough to worry about 

on slopes and speed ramps.  Who cares 

though about these things?  If you want 

prac&cal then go by a SUV. 

The dampers retain two seRngs and, even 

on the firmer one, the Pista is far from 

unse8led on twisty back roads. On the 

so�er ‘bumpy road’ seRng it’s remarkably 

compliant yet beau&fully controlled.  
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The roads on which I drove the 488 Pista are part of Ferrari’s development 

drivers' test route, so you can see why the steering ends up being so fast - 

you seldom need to take your hands off the wheel on hairpins - but it also 

explains why Ferrari likes using an e-differen2al.  It, while heavier than a 

pure mechanical differen&al or an open one (like a McLaren's), unlocks to 

ease &ght corner entry and locks up to provide brilliant exit-

straightening.   Breathtaking would be a good word to describe just how 

good it is. 

These roads would really expose some turbo-lag prone, harshly sprung 

track specials, but the Pista is brilliant here, riding with precision and 

cornering with composure with loads of feel and finesse.  It will understeer 

if you are ina8en&ve and spin its wheels more than you expect if you are 

heavy-footed, but that’s fine too because it’s generally more willing and 

playful than its rivals. 

And while its engine is less intoxica&ng than Porsche’s naturally aspirated 

9 000 r/min GT3 RS unit in which I blitzed the Nürburgring, in under seven 

minutes, a couple months ago (August 2018) and the Lamborghini Huracan 

Performante’s V10, it has the measure of the blocks in the 911 GT2 RS and 

any current McLaren. 

More than that, though, it helps exploit one of the greatest chassis in the 

world.  

The Pista's chassis doesn’t feel that different from that of the regular 

GTB, which is a car that, for me, anyway, is s&ll preferable to the McLaren 

720S (although I’m in a minority in this magazine).  This feels like GTB plus 

VAT, rather than a different animal.  Put carpets and iner&a-reel belts 

rather than harnesses in it and it could even just be the next 488, rather 

than a motorsport-derived special.  

That, though, is important to those who buy them.  V8 Ferrari owners, 

even track special V8 Ferrari owners, do not tend to live on race tracks like 

owners of, say, GT3 RS Porsches.  They will go once or twice, just to 

remind themselves they have made the right purchase decision.  I imagine 

that won’t take long. 

About three corners and one straight ought to do it. 
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Cambridgeshire, England:  I have a 

small confession.  In the past I have 

been somewhat cruel to American 

cars, and in my defense I have been 

mostly jus&fied - they (the American 

car makers of America Land) have 

historically never managed to, either, 

extract any respectable amount of power 

from an engine, irrespec&ve of its capacity, 

or managed to get their cars to handle in a 

way that on any construc&on would or 

could be considered safe.  Overall 

refinement is another area of serious 

insufficiency.  However those &mes have 

changed somewhat, so I shall endeavour to 

withhold the spanking paddle unless it 

becomes absolutely necessary to tan the 

bo8om of an unruly American - car, that is. 

Another reason for my decision to be kind 

to America Land, its populate and their 

vehicular crea&ons is that I have recently 

met the most amazing and beau&ful 

woman, who I am very proud to call my 

girlfriend, and she is one such populate of 

American Land - and she, unlike many of 

her fellow country-people is not fat as a 

damn elephant and knows that the world 

is bigger than Texas… I digress. 

This bathed in Unsightly Orange (the 

official name of the colour, I hope) is the 

face-li�ed version of the sixth-genera&on 

Ford Mustang, driven here for the first 

&me on Bri&sh roads following its 

interna&onal launch to the press earlier 

this year. 

Now as far as I am concerned there are 

only two viable ways in which to order a 

Mustang; the coupe (Fastback) with the 5 

litre V8 and a manual gearbox, or the 2.3 

litre 4 cylinder Ecoboost conver&ble with 

the new ten-speed automa&c.  That’s it! 

This car is the former - thankfully. 

By now you may have no&ced the lowered 

profile of a bonnet that now sports a brace 

of meshed vents, the more piercing 

headlights and perhaps the new ‘aero 

curtains’ in the front bumper, whose job is 

to guide the airflow neatly across the front 

wheels, and you will now find them on 

everything from the Lotus Exige 410 Sport 

to the new Audi A6.  Of course you no&ced 
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that all.  Didn’t you? 

Levity aside, the Mustang's front spli8er is now bigger, too, 

because the one thing the Mustang always lacked was a square 

jaw, and there are nice manly quad-exhaust &ps for the big V8 

model. 

It’s a bit angrier, then, which is what people have wanted since 

the car arrived on the scene in 2015.  For further evidence that 

those who buy this famous machine have no aversion to the 

limelight, consider that a third of early orders are in the Unsightly 

Orange paint job seen on our test car.  Okay I did say levity aside - 

the colour whilst being unsightly is actually called Fury Orange… 

And while we’re talking sta&s&cs, four in every five cars is expected 

to be a Fastback, which is no surprise, given that the conver&ble 

lacks the ‘classic’ profile. 

There’s also expected to be a fi�y-fi�y split between manual and 

automa&c transmissions, and so the biggest change to this car is 

the addi&on of Ford’s new 10-speed auto box.  Replacing the wholly 

unsa&sfactory six-speeder; it’s s&ll a torque converter but uses an 

integrated turbine clutch to save weight and improve the 

packaging.  The new ra&os occupy a similar spread to the old ones, 

though, meaning smaller steps and quicker, smoother shi�s, and 

those shi�s are ins&gated by new direct-ac&ng solenoids.  That 

means this transmission can skip from, say, sixth to second in a 

single mo&on.  Yeah, whatever.  The manual is the one you want 

anyway. 

You know where you stand with the Mustang - it’s going to feel old-

school to a degree, for which you’re going to like it in the main. 

This faceli�ed model is a bit different, though. Its instrument 

cluster is now en&rely digital, for a start, with a 12 inch display 

whose colours can be customised.  The readouts also change 

depending on which mode you are in, star&ng out looking just a bit 

relaxed in Normal but ramping up to a vast horizontal tachometer 

in Track and even ‘Christmas Tree’ lights in Drag Strip.  Yes, that’s 

Ford’s name for launch control... the tempta&on to start spanking is 

immense, but I shall remain calm.  Breathe... 

Elsewhere, the interior remains as it was - vast, with chunky 

switchgear, and seats more accurately described as ‘chairs’.  And 

remember, the sixth-genera&on Mustang also remains the first of 

its kind to be offered in right-hand drive, which is really nice for 

them to have finally recognized the rest of the world’s existence. 

As men&oned already, if you buy a Mustang and you s&ll get a 

choice of two engines - either a turbocharged 2.3 litre Ecoboost 

that’s now been &ckled to develop a li8le more torque at the 

expense of outright power, or the 5 litre V8 which for many owners 

will be a no-brainer.  With, and the risk of sounding repe&&ve, a 

manual gearbox. 

Going for the Ecoboost unit will save you a bit of money up front.  

Thro8le response is fine and 475Nm means you could never call it 

‘slow’ with a straight face.  However, if you consider a bellyful of 

effortless shove a core cons&tuent of the Mustang experience – 

… the interior is admiCedly not the most refined thing in the world, par2cularly compared to rivals of German origin, but its s2ll func2onal and comfortable... 
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and, frankly, I do - it’s hard not to find it a 

bit gutless through the mid-range.  That it 

becomes so breathless at higher crank 

speeds merely seals its fate as second 

fiddle to the V8. 

Those eight cylinders remain likeably lazy 

in their waffling, ever-so-slightly-flatulent 

power delivery, which is up to 331kW - an 

exact match for BMW's Compe&&on Pack-

equipped BMW M3 and M4.  With the 10-

speed box, the Mustang's 0-100km/h &me 

drops to 4.3 seconds, which the car feels 

good for as it roars off the line, powerboat

-style. 

That &me is achievable only with that new 

automa&c box, which for cruising is an 

inoffensive device, upshi�ing gently at 

roughly 2 000 r/min and jumping second 

gear altogether thanks to those fancy 

solenoids.  In the car’s most sedate mode, 

barely have you pulled away and you’re 

already into sixth or even seventh, and for 

some, that will be just fine.  Not me 

though. 

However, geRng the most out of the 

engine requires either knocking the gear 

selector into ‘S’ or pulling one of the cheap 

looking plas&c paddle shi�ers mounted on 

the steering wheel.  The former raises the 

default upshi� point to around 3 000 r/

min but will allow the cranksha� to spin to 

beyond 7 000 r/min if you are in enough of 

a hurry. 

Upshi�s don’t exactly match those of a 

Porsche PDK unit for precision, but neither 

are they required to do so in a Mustang.  

They are adequately quick and seamless, 

although downshi�s can some&mes jerk, 

although the transmission’s incessant 

hun&ng for just the right gear will seriously 

irritate you, eventually. 

In fact, it’s a layer of irritability the 

Mustang could do without, because this 

chassis doesn’t half like the road to be 

smooth.  A long wheelbase and good 

natural balance allow the car to se8le into 

a decently composed gait.  It is however 

one that can give you a false sense of 

security, even, because it will permit you 

to carry considerable speed through most 

corners while using generous levels of 

body roll to keep the tyres firmly planted 

onto the road. 

If Bri&sh roads nicely and consistently 

nicely surfaced, that would be the end of 

it, but they are not, and so the Mustang 

comes unstuck where most European 

sports car simply wouldn’t.  The biggest 

offender is ver&cal control, which, 

whether concerning either the passive or 

op&onal adap&ve Magneride suspension, 

handles a solitary input - a ripple in the 

road, say - decently well but quickly falls 

behind the roads when those ripples 

arrive quickly and successively. 

Progress can come a li8le cantankerous, 

and so you quickly learn to iden&fy the 

Mustang’s natural rhythm on a given road 

and s&ck to it.  Do so and it’s an 

undeniably pleasant, composed drive. 

Elsewhere, there’s also now a ‘My Mode’ 

that allows you to configure various 

seRngs.  This is the sort of thing that 

should be mandatory on any performance 

car, with numerous switchable 

parameters, so well done to Ford for 

including it. 

Well, why not?  If you are already 

considering a ’Stang’ and like the cosme&c 

changes, this faceli� is all good news.  The 

ac&ve exhaust in par&cular now gives the 

car a blaring, saw-toothed aural signature 

to match the muscle of the engine and the 

muscular bodywork.  It feels as though the 

Mk. 6 Mustang has grown up into its skin. 

If you are really quite seriously considering 

a Mustang, you are also unlikely to mind 

that dynamically it’s quite some way off, 

say, from the BMW 440i M Sport.  The 

Ford’s footprint may no longer dwarf 

those of its rivals, but it s&ll feels a heavy 

device, and that's a sensa&on that never 

leaves you.  The Mustang can, however, 

prove surprisingly sharp on the right road, 

and so consigning it solely to ‘cruiser’ 

status would be a small injus&ce. 

So it has the ability to finally deliver a wild 

ride, which is a good thing because this is 

how it should have always been. 

Is it wild enough for me, though?  Well, 

no, because only one American has 

managed to tame my savage beast. 
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… a Ford Mustang with a 5 litre V8 is about as American as McDonalds and the 

Statue of Liberty - it is a household name and an ins2tu2on, even if it isn’t actually 

the best Mustang on the market.  But its always been that way, anyway.  Clearly the 

‘American Way’ is to bite onto something and then support it regardless of how 

good or bad it is.  It doesn’t really make any sense but, regardless, I quite like that... 
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The Final Word 

Jennifer was a special friend, so 

much so that she spent her last few 

weeks with my family and I, staying 

in our guest room.  It wasn’t easy at 

all, because Jennifer was a very 

proud but equally stubborn woman. 

I had an opportunity to go on holiday for a 

week, so I le� her in the care of my 20 year 

old daughter, Adelle.  Three days in I got 

word that Jennifer had wanted to go to 

London to visit a mobile phone shop, and 

Adelle who had been ferrying her back and 

forth between our village, close to 

Maidstone, and London where she was 

receiving her medical treatment every day 

of the previous week had told her that she 

did not want to drive into London on a 

weekend. 

About half an hour later Adelle heard the 

unmistakable sound of tyres crunching 

over gravel with a modicum of wheel spin, 

looked out the window and saw my Range 

Rover disappearing down the driveway at 

an increasing speed.  A cursory 

inves&ga&on revealed that Jennifer was no 

longer in the house. 

However owing to her state of health, and 

thankfully common sense, a�er about 15 

minutes she realised that she was in no 

condi&on to drive and pulled to the side of 

the road, where the local constabulary 

found her and returned her home. 

This was just how Jennifer was.  Fiercely 

independent, unrelen&ng in geRng what 

she wanted and brutally obs&nate.  But we 

loved her warts and all. 

When we returned from holiday I asked 

her what had prompted her to ‘borrow’ 

the car, and her response was simple, “that 

f***ing girl didn’t want to help me, so I 

decided to help myself.”  That was the end 

of it.  I then asked what would have 

happened if the police had found her 

driving, and again her reply was somewhat 

predictable.  “Oliver, then they would have 

had to catch me”, she said with a 

mischievous smile.  Thank God that didn’t 

happen, I thought. 

A�er a while even she too laughed about 

her foolishness and eventually forgave 

Adelle for her sins. 

That also was Jennifer.  She was a good 

person and didn’t hold grudges for too 

long.  She was just like that. 

In the weeks before she passed away I 

spent an inordinate amount of &me with 

her, just siRng and chaRng with her.  

Whether in her room, or in the garden 

where she would o�en feed our ducks.  

Luckily though ducks can’t speak otherwise 

they would all say the word “f***”. 

“Here you stupid f*** take the bread”, was 

a regular compliment thrown at them.  So 

she swore a lot.  Big deal, because she was 

never offensive in her doing it. 

Our conversa&on topics were wide and 

varied, ranging from poli&cs to medical 

science to academia to financial markets to 

po8ery to gardening to cars, but would 

always end on one subject; rela&onships. 

For her en&re life, un&l about 5 months 

before she passed away, Jennifer (or Jen, 

or girl as I called her) had travelled the 

world finding adventure, but she never 

found love.  Then the most amazing thing 

happened - Nadia Schapire. 

Jennifer finally a�er a relentless search of 

God knows how long - 10 years I think - 

found love, and it hit her hard.  Harder 

even than the cancer which took her life at 

the end of the day. 

She was finally happy.  And it’s an amazing 

thing too, because all of us at some point 

or another say, “… well I hope I do 

everything I want before I die…” yet this 

unassuming flight a8endant, who did the 

whole “chicken or beef” thing for a decade 

or so managed to find the most important 

thing in her world before she died. 

She didn’t want fame or fortune, and in 

fact lived a very average hard-working life, 

just like 99% of us do.  But she lived it 

properly. 

One of our many conversa&ons about 

Nadia was about how Jennifer had agreed 

to se8le in Miami, because Nadia had 

suggested it, and she then tasked me to do 

some research on proper&es for sale in 

Miami, because she wanted to surprise 

Nadia with geRng them a place to live.  

Sadly she passed before I was able to do 

this for her.  She was the most 

complicated, yet easy-going person I have 

ever met in my 55 years. 

And then there was her love of cars and 

things motoring.  I have many car related 

memories with Jennifer, but the one which 

will stand out ahead of all others was her 

a8empt to break the Porsche GT3 RS lap 

record at the Nürburgring.  Against all 

odds, even at the risk of death, she gave it 

her absolute everything, but was cau&ous 

too because she had promised Nadia she 

would. 

I feel that I know Nadia be8er than my 

own children thanks to Jennifer.  She spoke 

about her all the &me.  They had plans too, 

big plans including marriage and children. 

My three kids loved her too, and she 

taught all of them something - different 

things - which will benefit them for the rest 

of their lives. 

She wasn’t just a friend.  She was family. 

Jennifer suffered with her cancer, and in 

the end it won, but she didn’t go down 

without a serious fight. 

Well girl, your pain is gone, your suffering 

has ended, and you found true love, so 

now you must spread your wings and fly 

freely, and no doubt look down on us all 

and help us to find that special thing that 

we all seek for.  Goodbyes are never easy.  

We love you very much. 

by Oliver Smith 
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