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Foreword
Jenson Button


I knew I was lucky. I knew that this wasn’t what most kids were getting for Christmas and I knew I couldn’t wait to drive it. What I didn’t know was 30 years later I’d essentially still be in it. Still grinning, still utterly in love with it to the point of obsession.


It was Christmas Day 1988 and my dad had just presented me with a go-kart. Most kids my age were in their garden kicking around their new football in their new boots – I was staring down at this wondrous machine: the engine, the wheels, the chassis, even the beautifully moulded bucket seat. The funny thing about being given a kart as an eight-year-old is it sounds incredibly lavish. And it was. But my dad didn’t buy it for me because he was wealthy, far from it. He bought me that kart because it was all he knew. To him, that was a new ball and a new pair of boots. Whether it was selling cars, building karting engines or racing himself in British rallycross, it was a world he had utterly immersed himself in and one I was completely drawn to and destined to follow him into.


Over the years I would say one of the most common questions I’m asked, to which I still have no answer, is: ‘If you hadn’t have become a racing driver what would you be?’ And I honestly couldn’t tell you. I think it frustrates people that I don’t have an interesting answer, or an answer at all, but I truly have no clue. That’s so unfathomable to me because it’s been my life for 31 out of the 39 years I’ve been around. That kart set me on a journey and ignited a love affair with not just racing, but cars in general. And I’ve been obsessed ever since.


Aside from those early go-karts and Formula Fords, the first road car I ever drove was the Suzuki ‘Jeep’ – the square one before the Vitara. My dad would let me drive it in the field across from the house. He remembered looking out the window and seeing me going backwards at 40mph.


The funny thing about competing in karts from such a young age is I had managed to win a few races and championships so had some of my winnings saved up for a car when I finally, famously at the second attempt (everyone knows that story, so I won’t bore you), passed my test.


Using £2,000 of my own money, I bought a Vauxhall Cavalier 2.0-litre – the 8V not the 16V (I couldn’t afford that) – and it was a dark blue, 1990 G-reg with 90,000 miles on the clock. I put some 17-in wheels on it, Sachs suspension and obviously the speakers every kid had when they were 17.


Actually, that thing drove bloody well, once I was finished with it. It was a good little car.


I then went through a few motors that I didn’t actually own; I was given a Ford Cougar for winning the Formula Ford Championship and then a Renault Sport Mégane 2.0 coupé. They were both great fun.


The next car I bought was when I actually got into Formula One. I was 19 years old and I bought a Ferrari. It was a second-hand yellow 355 GTS. It was only two years old and I absolutely loved it. I remember I went to go and view the car at the dealership and wasn’t allowed to test-drive it because I wasn’t old enough for their insurance, so I had to sit in the passenger seat to get a feel for it. I put the money down, did the paperwork and then drove it home. And I still own that car. I had it in Monaco for a few years. I have so many memories of cruising around the Côte d’Azur in that car that I know I’ll definitely keep it forever. That engine is just a beautiful sounding thing, it’s like music. I know Dario Franchitti has one with a big loud exhaust on it…so I might do the same.


However, the annoying thing was that in the showroom at the same time, sitting right next to the 355 was an F40. I remember that it was double the price, but still it was only £160,000 for an F40. That car today is worth almost a million pounds.


After the 355 I really got into supercars. I went through a phase of loving the Bugatti Veyron, which I owned for a couple of months. I enjoyed it, but I couldn’t deal with the insurance and the servicing. And if you damaged a tyre, it was £5,000 and you had to buy another wheel, which was another £5,000. That wasn’t fun. I spent the whole time worrying. So I sold it. Then I bought a Ferrari Enzo…and owned that for all of two weeks. I didn’t get on with it at all, it just felt cumbersome and lazy. The problem was it felt like a race car, but wasn’t a race car. What exactly was it? Really, I should have held on to it because it would be worth a fortune now.


Then I went through a VW Camper Van phase. Yep, I bought two vans – one for the UK and one for Monaco. One was gold – a 15-window – the other one was originally stickered up and painted as a Coca-Cola van. It had the original 1.2-litre engine in it, so obviously I got rid of that, stuck in a 2.0-litre 200bhp VW engine, did all the suspension, and added Fuchs wheels. I loved that car – make that love…I still own it as well – and used it for triathlons. We’d get it stickered up with the charity we were raising money for. It became a special car for me, which is why I couldn’t get rid of it, even though I haven’t driven it (or even seen it) for ten years.
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Since moving to LA I’m definitely experiencing a little love affair with American cars, having picked up a 1976 Ford Bronco, a 1956 Chevy Bel Air with a 500hp LS3 engine dropped in, and a 1970 Boss 302 Mustang. Alongside those I also have my 1992 Porsche 964, which I’ve stripped out and upgraded the suspension/wheels/engine. This is the car I enjoy the canyons with. I’ve also just taken delivery of a Porsche GT2 RS…which is a monster.


Cars for me, and for a lot of people, are pieces of art. Art that you can play with, that you can touch, listen to or that you can simply stand and admire. And if you are the kind of person that feels the same way, you are really going to enjoy GQ Drives. Over the years, British GQ have treated their automotive stars no differently to how they capture Hollywood’s finest. The lighting, the angle, and the setting are all vitally important in portraying each car in its own individual way.


Some people will never understand what all the ‘fuss’ is about. Some people will never see past the mere necessity or functionality of a car. For the rest of us, however, we get to marvel in the craftmanship and the beauty of what’s already been and wait with bated breath to see what’s next.


Jenson Button
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Introduction
Paul Henderson


There is a recurring conversation I find myself having at weddings, parties and various social occasions when I meet people for the first time. It goes like this: after the initial politeness and general small talk, sooner or later they will ask me what I do for a living. At first, all I tell them is that I am a journalist and that I work on GQ. My new acquaintances are delighted. Magazines are something people know about, right? An easy subject to chat over, a fairly interesting topic, chances are they’ve probably heard of GQ, and they might even be curious about who I have interviewed or stories I may have written. But then comes the inevitable question and that’s when it all goes wrong.


‘So…’ they ask with a smile, ‘what areas do you cover?’


‘There are three main ones,’ I admit, a little sheepishly. ‘Firstly, I look after the food and drink section.’


‘That’s great,’ they reply. ‘Does that mean you get to meet chefs, visit all the latest restaurants, and drink in new bars?’


I nod.


‘Oh, you are making us jealous,’ they will say good-naturedly, but their smiles become a little more forced. ‘What else do you do?’


Then I tentatively explain that I am also the Sports Editor.


‘Seriously?’ they ask. I nod again.


‘Does that mean you get to go to Wimbledon? The World Cup? The Olympics? Formula One races?’ I nod again, and now they can’t disguise their envy. ‘You are so…lucky.’


At this point someone, usually my wife, in an attempt to change the subject, will interject. ‘Well, I’m not really interested in sport. It’s just a bit boring, isn’t it?’


And for a second, for a fleeting moment, I think maybe I am going to get away with it. But then someone will remember there is a third aspect to my job, and they just have to know. That’s when I hit them with the knock-out blow by confessing, as casually as I possibly can, that I am also GQ’s Car Editor.


At this point, I guarantee that whomever I am talking to will groan, raise their eyes to the ceiling and say, as light-heartedly as they possibly can (but with impossible-to-suppress bitterness and through gritted teeth), ‘God, that’s amazing. Good for you.’ And then they will walk off, just before they transform into a green-eyed monster of Hulk-like proportions and smash me to pieces.


And the thing is, I can’t blame them. I do have something of a dream job, but it is always the cars that upset people. They might not be too bothered about eating in Michelin-star restaurants or fussed to be sitting ringside at an Anthony Joshua fight at Wembley, but getting to drive the fastest, sexiest, coolest, most luxurious cars in the world is something many, many people dream about.


After all, that is why you are reading this book, isn’t it? And it’s a big reason why people buy GQ magazine, because when it comes to the automotive world we take our coverage very seriously. It’s why we only use only the finest photographers, recruit the very best journalists, and why we only feature the most interesting and exciting cars that we are truly passionate about.


And of all those cars, the ones you will find within the pages of GQ Drives, are the best of the best. Narrowing the selection down to our favourite 50 cars wasn’t easy (which is why, if you count them, you’ll find there are a few more than that magic number – don’t tell the publishers), but to be honest the task ended up being a real labour of love. Choosing our favourite motoring features of the past 15 years was a far tougher assignment than driving the cars in the first place, we can assure you, and we didn’t make our choices lightly.


After all, how do you pick your favourite Ferrari? If you are only going to select half-a-dozen classic automotive icons, which ones do you leave out? The British motor industry has been much maligned over the years, and yet we couldn’t do a car book without featuring Aston Martin, Bristol or Jaguar. You see, not easy, is it? Not that you should feel too sorry for us.


To help us make up our minds, not only did we revisit our old reviews, but in some cases we felt duty bound to call up the manufacturers of our favourites and ask them to allow us to borrow their cars one more time…just to make sure they were as good as we remembered the first time. (That’s the excuse we gave them, anyway.) In our dedication to the content cause you understand, we road tested, then re-road tested, just to be certain we were happy with our list.


And, as you will see, we didn’t just confine our assessments to local B-roads and test tracks. Over the years we have driven Bentleys on a tour of the USA, been in search of Romania’s best road, dropped off cars by helicopter and travelled everywhere from the Atacama mountains to the streets of Monaco, to ensure we pushed ourselves (and the cars and bikes and boats) to the limit. We even recruited some famous faces along the way to give us a second opinion on our choices – including José Mourinho and Pink Floyd’s Nick Mason.


Not only that, but we insisted on only featuring cars that look as good as they drive. Not all the vehicles featured in GQ Drives look like they belong in an art gallery, but a lot of them do. And for the ones that aren’t quite as photogenic, we made sure to capture them in a setting that brought out their personality. (You might not love the Bentley Bentayga or the Rolls-Royce Cullinan, for example, but they certainly make a statement.) Which is how we managed to pick our final favourites and then parked them all neatly under one roof.


Finally, we asked a world-famous petrolhead, Jenson Button, to write the foreword. A car guy through and through, Jenson not only approved of our list, he actually has owned a fair few of the cars featured within these pages.


The result, hopefully you agree, is pretty spectacular.


And while I am immensely proud of this collection of GQ’s greatest hits, just so you know, I am not claiming any of the credit. In this book, the cars are the stars. Which is why, if you do happen to meet me at a wedding or a party, I probably won’t rush to tell you that I am the Editor of GQ Drives. Believe me, it’s not worth the hassle and I don’t want you to hate me too.


Paul Henderson
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Chapter 1
Italian Stallions


Despite what you may have heard about its beautiful Renaissance art, iconic architecture and stunning countryside, Italy is only really famous for three things: pizza, pasta and horsepower. And of those three, we are only interested in the one that feeds the soul. Italian supercars may lack the sophistication and ultra-efficient engineering of some countries’ production cars (ja, we’re talking about you, Germany), but they make up for it in passion, power and pure heart-racing performance. The appeal of these jet fighters on wheels, be they Ferrari, Lamborghini or Maserati (they don’t all have to end in an ‘i’, but it certainly helps), may have started in prepubescence with the Hot Wheels toy box or posters on the bedroom wall, but it never really stops – especially if you are lucky enough to slide into one of those awkward driving seats, fire up that Black Sabbath sound-test engine and put your foot ever so slightly on the accelerator. If you ever get to that point, lust turns to love and you will be hooked forever. To drive an Italian supercar…that’s amore.






Lamborghini Huracán
The balance of power





The Lamborghini Huracán’s virtual cockpit and angular curves made the marque as alpha as ever – but the user-friendly controls meant the ride could have lost its edge.







ENGINE


5,204cc, direct injection V10, 602bhp


PERFORMANCE


0–62mph in 3.2 secs; top speed 202mph


YEAR OF RELEASE


2014


PRICE ON RELEASE £180,720 ($241,995)





The world of fuel-guzzling internal combustion is still under attack. Industrial-scale navel-gazing has seen all-electric start-up Tesla go from zero to Nasdaq hero in no time at all, while BMW has gambled in excess of £2 billion ($3.3 billion) on its ultra-efficient i3 and i8 uber-brands. Even Ferrari has succumbed to the hybrid buzz, on its £1.1 million ($1.4 million) V12 LaFerrari hypercar, and turbo-charging elsewhere in its range. It’s also known as ‘forced induction’, and some of Maranello’s finest admit that EU legislation has pretty much forced them to do it. It’s the best way to preserve performance while cleaning up emissions and reducing consumption, but it can chisel away at the emotion.


So where now for the hairy-chested, macho-man sports car? Lamborghini has long been the poster boy for well-heeled automotive playboys, as priapic as Andy Warhol’s celebrated art for the Stones’ Sticky Fingers album. Not for nothing did Martin Scorsese cast a Countach as the literal and metaphorical vehicle for Leonardo DiCaprio’s spectacular Quaalude comedown in The Wolf of Wall Street (2014).


On the face of it, the new Lamborghini Huracán is as cocksure as ever. There’s the name for a start, a legendary 19th-century fighting bull from Alicante, or the Mayan god of wind, storm and fire – both are prototypical. The company’s chief designer, Filippo Perini, once compared the planes and geometry of the bigger Lamborghini Aventador to Jean-Paul Goude’s work with Grace Jones in the early Eighties – an inspired reference point that suggests a deliciously broad world view. Some online snipers dismissed the Huracán as too safe, but in the flesh it’s a truly artful mix of curves and angles, and introduces a welcome maturity after the increasingly extreme Sesto Elemento, Veneno and Egoista.


The interior is even better. Lamborghini has a technical partnership with Boeing and has long invoked fighter jets as inspiration. This is now undeniable. Gone are the analogue instruments of old. Gone, too, is the central multimedia screen. Instead, the Huracán has a brilliant 12.3in TFT ‘virtual cockpit’ in the main binnacle that can be configured to show an enlarged rev counter and speed readout, a satnav display, an audio feed or a mix of them all.


Firing up the Huracán is pure Hollywood. The start button sits under a red flap that you flick up, as if priming a missile, but instead prompting a brusque starter-motor whir before the cylinders erupt. There are ten of them behind your head, and an enamelled badge on the engine block even outlines the ordine di ascensione (firing order). The engine is a 5.2-litre unit, a heavily reworked version of the one that powered the Huracán’s predecessor, the Gallardo (Lambo’s most successful car ever, with more than 14,000 sold). It has forged pistons, an aluminium silicon crank and a clever new exhaust system.
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It’s usually wise to ease yourself into an unknown supercar. Lamborghini’s Nineties Diablo was aptly named and routinely caught out the unwary. But the Huracán’s user-friendliness is immediately apparent. Three things define it. First, it uses a new dual-clutch seven-speed gearbox – there is no longer a manual option – which slurs with buttery smoothness through the gears in auto mode and is just as good with the steering-column-mounted flappy paddles. Then there is its ride quality, which remains composed and unruffled, even on seriously broken blacktop. Finally, the Huracán has a four-wheel-drive chassis and brilliantly accurate electromechanical power steering, and its body – which uses a mix of carbonfibre reinforced plastic (CFRP) and aluminium – has fantastic torsional properties. So even just chuntering along on the motorway, this Lamborghini imparts a sense of indomitability. The most alpha and masculine of car brands has seemingly wised up. But is that really what we want?


Tellingly, the ‘Anima’ button on the steering wheel (Adaptive Network Intelligent Management) allows the driver to choose between ‘Strada’, ‘Sport’ or ‘Corsa’ modes, remapping the car’s ingenious chassis electronics, suspension settings and throttle response. However, that might not be quite enough for some. This is an awesome car, one that beams itself like a physics-defying time machine between corners without relinquishing its grip. But it also approaches the business of high performance rather like Robocop approaches law enforcement – failing to see that pure driving entertainment lies as much on the empirically unquantifiable edges as it does in the middle, no matter how accomplished it may be.


Who would have thought it? A Lamborghini that is almost too good.
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Lamborghini Huracán
The balance of power






Ferrari 458 Italia
Dark side of the vroom





Pink Floyd legend and supercar aficionado Nick Mason swapped drum stool for driver’s seat and found that Ferrari’s 458 Italia blurred the lines between road and racetrack more than ever. It rocks.







ENGINE


4.5-litre V8, 562bhp


PERFORMANCE


0–62mph in 3.4 secs; top speed 202mph


YEAR OF RELEASE


2009


PRICE ON RELEASE


£170,000 ($227,625)





Ah, yes. The Ferrari 458. It’s red and it’s got lots of switches, knobs and buttons. The trouble is that any sort of test of this car requires a lot of time, not only in the driver’s seat driving, but also with the car stationary and with a race-engineer nerd to explain all the available settings. Obviously, as a real man, this was completely out of the question…instructions are for amateurs. And, to be perfectly honest, I assumed that with some Enzo experience, as well as familiarity with the new California, it would all become crystal clear. Sadly, this was a mistaken assumption.


The reality, and perhaps one of this car’s finest qualities, is that the 458 is really easy to use at a basic level. For starters, unlike so many supercars, you can actually see out of it. This may sound a little obvious, but all too often it seems that the manufacturers of some of these wonder machines assume you have a man with a red flag walking in front to clear the way. Sometimes these supercars seem to be the development platforms for the production cars, with the customers acting as test drivers. Actually, Ferrari has done this officially with the FXX Enzo, where the data taken from track-day testing by customers was downloaded to the factory race department. I’m not sure if much was learned from the privateers struggling to get to grips with 700-odd brake horsepower, but I think everyone enjoyed the experience. And, inevitably, some of that research must have found its way to the 458. Apparently, the 458 in Challenge form is only two seconds a lap slower than the FXX…


I digress. What the 458 does is allow the serious driver to set the car up to his or her personal requirements according to the road conditions and the type of driving anticipated. The big news here is that even with a wannabe racing driver at the wheel, it’s going to be faster on a circuit with the traction control engaged rather than switched off. In this respect, the car is (almost) foolproof, and all the more magical for that. There was a time when traction control was used to slow the car down as soon as events became exciting, to ensure adhesion to the road. Now it simply enables the driver to press on far beyond that and power the car through a corner, even in the wet, with the only drama being the loud squeal of tyres and passenger.


Bear in mind, though, it’s still a matter of degrees. Even on the softest setting it’s unlikely to threaten a Rolls-Royce in the comfort stakes, but then the Ferrari is likely to finish a lap of the Nürburgring Nordschleife so far ahead that there will be time to get the best table in the nearby Pistenklause restaurant and have eaten its speciality of pig’s trotters by the time the Roller arrives. I know this because I once took a Phantom around the 174-corner, 13-mile track, and it’s perfectly capable of turning in a respectable lap time if pressed, but it’s still only going to finish in time for the coffee and mints.
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For those interested in the technical specifications, slip on your geek glasses and we’ll begin. A 4,499cc, V8 engine powers the 458 Italia, producing 562bhp at a maximum of 9,000 rpm with direct fuel injection. Transmission is a Getrag dual-clutch, seven-speed unit, similar to the California. Suspension is double wishbones at the front and a multi-link setup at the rear, coupled with E-diff and F1-Trac traction control systems. ABS CCM brakes ensure that 62–0mph braking distance is down to 32.5m (107ft). The magnetorheological dampers (have you lost the will to live yet?) were codeveloped with Delphi, and the car is fitted with Bridgestone Potenza S001 tyres. Surely that’s enough?


No? Ferrari’s official acceleration figure is 0–62mph in 3.4 seconds, while the top speed is more than 202mph. And I can’t believe you want the fuel and downforce figures as well…


Perhaps the most important part of the story is that the car looks stunning. The body was designed by Pininfarina, as with all recent Ferrari models. It really is one of the most elegant cars to come out of Maranello, and the simplicity of the shape is in many ways a return to earlier principles after the extremes of the Enzo. The interior is both spacious and practical. So it should be, as seven times Formula One world champion Michael Schumacher was involved in the design, and the steering wheel is the closest yet to the one you see on a Formula One car, with almost all the required controls fitted on it. And if you haven’t been leaning over a Formula One car recently, I can tell you it bears a startling resemblance to the one you see on the screen of your favourite driving video game. But you may wish to stick to the games console when you hear the pricing. The list price is £170,000 ($227,625), and that’s before adding on an iPod connector weighing in at £540 ($881), the tip of the iceberg of good accessories you would probably want. The future for this sort of car is an ever-increasing list of options to enable you to create your very own vehicle.
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And what of the opposition? The good news is that this is the best Ferrari yet, and you don’t have to go scrabbling round a shady dealership to try to pick up that old classic. But there are plenty of contenders anxious to climb into the ring. Porsche has the 911 GT2 RS, but it does it all in an older-fashioned way. There’s the Audi R8, with a four-wheel-drive transmission system that’s frankly the most sophisticated out there, but it’s slower at the top end (196mph). Then there’s the Mercedes SLS AMG: you see it working as the safety car at grand prix races, which must mean something. It’s a lot cruder than the 458, and is probably most suited to a sportsman with more money than sense.


For double the money there’s the Lexus LFA. All carbon-fibre body and chassis, it uses a 4.8-litre V10, has a sci-fi appearance and is limited to 500, which bodes well for residuals. The Noble is also not cheap (a rather startling £200,000-odd/$292,000) but it is adored by all who’ve driven it. The Lamborghini Gallardo Superleggera is a little outdated technically, but it still looks as outrageous as a Lamborghini should. And if you must buy British, there’s the Aston Martin DBS, which looks fantastic and has a tailored, modern British feel inside but is a real modern muscle car. Finally, there’s the dark horse, the McLaren MP4-12C, which is intended to go head-to-head with the 458. The MP4-12C has a clever carbon-fibre monocoque chassis and a highly sophisticated 3.8-litre, 600bhp twin turbo. The chassis and electronics are F1-derived and the interior seemingly wraps around the driver.


Probably the most difficult question to answer about the 458 is whether to have its seats monogrammed or accept that you will want to sell it one day. And there may be a problem in limiting your potential buyer to someone with similar initials. I leave it to you to decide who gets the driver’s seat.
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Ferrari 458 Italia
Dark side of the vroom






Alfa Romeo 4C
Alfa and omega





Alfa Romeo’s 4C was both the embodiment of Italian automotive sex appeal and a vision of the future.







ENGINE


1.75-litre, 4-cylinder turbo, 240bhp


PERFORMANCE


0–62mph in 4.5 secs; top speed 160mph


YEAR OF RELEASE


2013


PRICE ON RELEASE


£45,000 ($55,195)





There’s a revealing moment in Ron Howard’s 2013 motor-racing epic Rush, in which James Hunt’s patron Lord Hesketh proclaims to the great man’s latest conquest, ‘Men love women. But even more than that, men love cars.’ It’s true. And when it comes to Italian cars, that appreciation acquires an almost febrile intensity. The likes of Ferrari, Lamborghini and Pagani long ago figured out how to commingle art, machinery, performance and pornography, in a way that their more prosaic British and German rivals simply never have. Look back further and even basic Italian cars have a charm that transcends their proletarian roots.


When Top Gear magazine named its sexiest car of all time, it wasn’t a Ferrari but the original Fiat 500 that won out. Alfa Romeo sits somewhere in between. No mainstream car company has ever created so many beautiful vehicles or loaded the ownership experience with so much pleasure and pain. The new 4C certainly serves up its fair share of visual entertainment but, more important, it runs with an engineering philosophy that is fast gaining traction: downsizing. The 4C’s dry weight is an impressively light 895kg (1 tonne), so while it’s powered by a relatively weedy-sounding 1.75-litre, four-cylinder engine, its 240bhp is enough to give this little Alfa Romeo a proper supercar-busting power-to-weight ratio (268bhp per tonne, since you ask). And that, as anyone who really understands cars knows, is a far more accurate performance barometer than the fabled but rather meaningless 0–62mph sprint.


It also packs a huge amount of high technology into its lissom form. The big selling point is the 4C’s ‘pre-preg’ carbon chassis: light, strong and extremely rigid. With annual volumes of 3,500 cars, this Alfa could represent the tipping point for an exotic technology that’s previously been the preserve of vastly more expensive supercars and a mainstay of Formula One. Such is the Byzantine nature of the modern car business, the 4C is actually handmade at Maserati’s plant in Modena, where its 864 separate components have to pass 351 different tests, and men with clipboards talk about the ‘annihilation of defects’. Which country are we in again?
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		GQ by Citroën



		Mercedes-McLaren SLR Stirling Moss



		Mercedes-Benz C111



		Renault Trezor



		Honda FCX Clarity



		Mazda Furai









		5 Made in America



		Ford Mustang Bullitt



		Chevrolet Corvette Z06



		Jeep Grand Cherokee & Chevrolet Camaro Coupe



		Ford GT



		Dodge Challenger SRT8









		6 Off-road Warriors



		Audi Q8 S Line



		Land Rover Discovery



		Maserati Levante



		Jaguar F-Pace



		Bentley Bentayga



		Rolls-Royce Cullinan









		7 Road Tripping



		Bentley Continental GTC & Bentley Continental Flying Spur



		Jaguar E-Type & XKR



		Rolls-Royce Phantom Drophead Coupé



		Mercedes-AMG GT S



		Harley Davidson Breakout









		8 The Millionaire’s Club



		Pininfarina Battista



		Ferrari FXX



		Aston Martin One-77



		Bugatti Chiron



		Mercedes-AMG Project One



		XSR48 Superboat









		9 Classic Cars



		Singer Porsche



		Icon Derelict



		Mercedes-Benz 300 SL



		Jaguar E-Type Speedster



		Aston Martin DB5 AM Centenary



		Mercedes-Benz 280SE
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