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cars

chris evans
  BMW M4
What can I say? I’m a sucker for anything with all the 
curves in all the right places, and this is a great-looking car 
that’s unapologetically aggressive in its styling. More 
blood-and-thunder American muscle car than Teutonic 
Bavarian Motor Works, but in a good way. And what a 
sensational drive. It’s got BMW’s straight-six three-litre 
powerplant but with a twist. Actually, make that two 
twists: her brace of spinning turbochargers. Naughty but 
nice; very, very nice, to the tune of 431hp and a humongous 
550Nm of torque.A road-legal white-knuckle ride. Take a 
bow, everyone at BMW’s M Sport division – you are duly 
pronounced joint employees of the year.

10. Passing my bus licence.
9. Our Radio 2 Battle Of Britain Show on Radio 2,  
live from Biggin Hill.
8. Our 500 Words show, live from St James’s Palace, with 
the Duchess Of Cornwall as our esteemed host.
7. Getting a phone call telling me Sir Paul McCartney has 
agreed to play my pub next year for Children In Need.
6. Running the London Marathon after training in secret.
5. The TFI Friday anniversary special that spawned a 
brand new run.
4. ‘That phone call’. The one from the boss of BBC 
Television asking me if I would like to take over Top Gear.
3. My mum’s 90th birthday. She’d be the first to admit that 
by rights she shouldn’t really be with us any more. 
2. Eli’s first day at Big School.
1. Becoming a granddad to little Teddy.

  My Top Ten Personal 
Moments of 2015

What should be blasting 
out of the radio when I 
fired up this new topless 

wonder? Only Kraftwerk’s The 
Model. How serendipitous, 
because she looks so good; 
great, in fact. But her real 
appeal lies in the way she drives 
and sounds.

The DSG, three-option  
VW Golf-style transmission is 
miles quicker than we humans 
and our fallible clutch legs could 
ever achieve. And stick her in 
Sport or Sport Plus and she 
fairly fizzes along, popping, 
crackling, banging and belching 
in all the right places while she’s 
at it. Road-holding: inspiring. 
Acceleration: thrilling. 
Feedback: exhilarating.Yes!  
Yes! Yes!

A cracking motor car.

 On the outside, the new  
C63 S Estate is a wonder of 
understatement – but my oh 

my, what happens when you press 
that big fat signature Mercedes 
START button? A rumble under 
your right foot that explodes out of 
the tail pipes and then hits you a 
millisecond later under the thighs 
and butt like the backwash of a 
dangerous wave. But this is no 
sound-only sensation, for it is 
backed up by a whole heap of grunt 
and connectedness. Simply mind-
blowing. There is so much torque 
available. WARNING, WARNING, 
you’d better have your wits about  
you. RESPECT, RESPECT. This  
car is a testament to world-class 
engineering. Dare to meet her gaze 
and you too will be smitten.

  Mercedes-AMG  C63

It’s that time of year when we humans indulge in our 
habitual tendency to look back and see what we’ve 
learnt since last December, to help us go forward into 
the as-yet unknown of 2016 and beyond. A forever 
revealing process, as it never fails to surprise me just 
how much we can collectively pack into 365 God-given 
wonderful days here on our beautiful planet.

Coming up, my top ten cars of the year, but while I 
was compiling those I got on to a top ten roll. So here’s 
another to warm you up for the main event...

  Audi TTS Roadster

The 675LT is to McLaren’s 650S 
what the Speciale genre is to Ferrari’s 
458. Except times a hundred. It’s 
100kg lighter and 1,000 times 
cleverer. There are things nicknamed 
‘hero buttons’ that set the car up in 
such a way they give anyone who 
gets behind the wheel the chance to 
look like the greatest driver ever. I 
drifted the car for an hour on the Top 
Gear track with one hand. It’s 
RIDICULOUS. The turn-in is off the 

   McLaren 675LT charts. The chassis is perfection 
personified. The car is sublime. How 
about this? After he drove it, Jenson 
Button begged Ron Dennis to make 
an extra one, which he was willing to 
pay list price for. Red Bull’s Daniel 
Ricciardo ordered one and said to 

me, ‘I CANNOT WAIT for my 
675LT to arrive.’ 

Nuff said. As 
they say.
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Cars, for the most part, are the 
opposite of people: the older they 
are, the better they look. And there 
are few better-looking than the MG 
Roadster. The Abingdon Edition is 
the Eagle E-Type of the MG world. 
The exact same philosophy, only 
almost £300K cheaper. Frontline 
Developments is responsible for the 
re-dreaming of one of Britain’s all-
time classics, and what it has 
created is nothing short of 
magnificent. This is how the B 
Roadster should always have been, 

with 300 of your finest British-built 
horsepower exploding underneath 
the bonnet of a package that weighs 
less than 900kg. A serious power-
to-weight party just waiting to 
happen. Zero to 60mph in  
3.8 seconds is verging on 
criminal. I still have no idea 
who in their right mind 
would spend more than 
£95,000 on a bonkers but 
brilliant car like this – but I 
can’t imagine any vehicle that 
could inspire a bigger grin. 

  MG Abingdon Edition

kinGSof the road
The ten sexiest, snarliest 

and most scintillating drives* of  
a revved-up year of motoring

*and rides
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The Honda Civic Type R is the 
quintessence of unashamed 
aggression. No apologies, no 
nonsense. ‘Go on, dare you. Hop in 
and prepare for battle. We are going 
to war!’ The front bib alone has more 
angles than a coach-load of dodgy car 
dealers. It’s a weapon not concerned 
with stealth in any way, shape or 
form. Press the +R button and 
immediately all the dials turn red, 
whereupon it begins a savvy 
automotive lesson in the ancient 
Eastern philosophy of less is more.
Less power-assisted steering equals 
more feel, less comfort equals more 
stability, more grip, more feedback: 

less less less equals more more 
more. Honda’s claim that 

the Civic Type R is ‘a race 
car for the road’ may not 
be the best message to 
put out there, but it’s 
pretty much on the  
money anyway.

  Honda Civic Type R

Last, but by no 
means least, the 
judges’ (ie, my) 

special commendation for being 
brilliant but falling a wheel or 
two short of qualifying as an 
actual car goes to this pair.

First, the gorgeous electric 
GoCycle. There’s the super-light 
magnesium-alloy frame, made 
from the same stuff they use  
for mobile-phone cases. Then 
there’s the invisible self-
tensioning chain, sealed against 
the elements, not to mention 
any flailing trouser leg. It’s also 
completely maintenance-free, 
having been lubricated for life, 
lucky old chain. The battery is 
fully rechargeable in just five-
and-a-half hours. Fantastic. I 
never imagined a push-bike 
could turn heads, but this is one 
seriously sexy bicycle. 

The Piaggio was another 
revelation. It looks like  
a motorbike, it drives like a 
motorbike, people think it’s a 
motorbike but you don’t need a 
motorbike licence to ride one. 
And there’s 500cc to be 
exploited in between your 
legs. What a machine. What a 
revelation. I loved it so 
much I bought one and 
it’s changed my life. 
Every moment  
I’m on it I 
wonder, 
‘Why 
would I ever 
commute in a 
car again?’

Never before have 
a car’s plus points 
been so joyously 

abundant – and all for 
one over-arching 
reason: the price. This 
car costs less than £25K, 
including the optional 
Active Park Assist, yet it 
can do the job of the 
Mercedes 500S, Audi 
RS6, Jaguar XF-R, 
BMW M4, Volkswagen 
Passat GT... I could go 
on, but I trust you get 
the picture.

Sure, the Mondeo is in 
no way claiming to be 
part of this elite fleet of 
supreme beings, but 
she’s not as far off as 
they might hope. Loads 
of space for passengers 
and cargo. Tons of 
comfort. Under the 
hood, the 1.5-litre SCTi 
Ecoboost, which 
delivers nothing  
short of miraculous 
performance. She 
sounds really nice too, 
through the gears and 
on and on. The best 
value-for-money car  
I drove all year. So there we are and here we go. 

Another year of whatever the 
world of cars has to throw at us. 

I’ll be Top Gearing all over the 
place with cars fast and slow and 
capers high and low in 2016.

I cannot wait.
See you on the other side.

Piaggio MP3  
and GoCycle

I can’t stand Porsches per se, but 
nobody can deny how bloody 
marvellous they are. And the Porsche 
911 Carrera 4 GTS is one of the best 
they’ve ever built.

The interior is gorgeous – except if 
you’re asked to sit in the back, in which 
case you’ll need to be Action Man or 
smaller – but a Porsche 911 isn’t meant 
to be a people-carrier, it’s a sports car, 
pure and simple. Which this is. 
Unashamedly so. There’s no fancy 
paddle-shift or fiddly buttons on the 
steering wheel, this baby is a back-to-
basics, raw-and-ready, seven-speed 
stick-shift, designed to emulate the 
911’s glory days of the Seventies. 
Porsche has pulled this off, big time.

Some Porsches stick to the road like 
they’re on rails but are more boring for 
it, whereas the GTS is happy to hang 
out her rear for as long as you care or 
dare her to. Truly marvellous fun.

  Porsche 911 Carrera 4 GTS

The new Ghost and I spent close to 300 miles in each other’s 
company earlier this year. She offers astounding power, 
handling and responsiveness for such a big, luxurious car. 
Incomprehensible almost. There’s nothing quite like 
accelerating in a Ghost and leaving the rest of the world behind.

She really is faultless, except perhaps for the annoying  
stone-age heating controls that Rolls insists on keeping as some 
kind of folly to its heritage. Then there’s the outrageous price 
tag and shameless anti-planet fuel economy. But criticising 
those would be like penalising Jimi Hendrix for contravention 
of health and safety and being a bit too loud.

Sometimes outrageousness is precisely the point. Incredibly, 
Rolls-Royces continue to get better and better, which, let’s face 
it, is a pretty big ask considering where they started.

  Rolls-Royce Ghost Series ii

Ford Mondeo 
Titanium

 

TI
M

 A
N

DR
EW

/R
IC

HA
RD

 G
RA

SS
IE


