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e still, my foolish heart, it’s only a Ferrari. And a

Mondial at that—not even the fire-breathin’

Testarossa or the hot-rod 328. Those of us who
have been in this business awhile get a little jaded
about all the exotica we drive, hardened to the envious
stares and startled reactions of various civilians.

But Ferraris are the exception to the rule; they still
cause AHR (accelerated heart rate) in even the most
hardened journalistic heart. Everyone who comes in
contact with these cars falls under their spell: the
people who own them, the people who build them, and
the people who simply lust after them.

When we arrived at Ferrari North America to pick
up the Mondial for this story, no fewer than three
employees were lovingly cleaning and waxing it; and we
got 15 minutes of instructions on how to close the hood
and decklid. As we drove away to be swallowed by L.A.
traffic, we noticed both the public relations guy and the
service manager standing on the curb waving. They
give good attitude, and it’s infectious. The foregone
conclusion is that the car will have some typical
Ferrari glitches, but that can’t detract from the special
status this marque commands in the automotive
spectrum. By contrast, when we pick up most of our
test cars, someone will throw us the keys with an “It’s
space 42 outdaback, darlin’.” Sure enough, it is—and
usually covered with a week’s worth of soot and grime.

Remember the definition of paranoia: It’s the fellow
at the Super Bowl game who thinks the players in the
huddle are talking about him. Well, this righteous red
Ferrari qualifies its driver for an advanced paranoia
rating. Utterly certain everyone is staring, a rock-solid
55 mph is all that’s possible, so sure are you that your
driver’s license hangs like a ripe plum to be picked at
will by any law enforcement officer.

To fuel these paranoias even further, the second star
of this story is also a bright-red Italian performance
vehicle—of the 2-wheeled variety—a Ducati Paso. For
this story, we planned to spend a week on the highways
and byways of California in a high-speed touring mode,
contrasting the experience between motorcycle and car.

We solicited Motorcyclist magazine for the services of
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senior editor Jeff Karr to do the bike-
riding duties, and rotated Jeff and me
between the two vehicles over the du-
ration of the trip so that each rider/
driver experienced the entire range
of roads and weather.

The Ducati occupies the same
notch in the motorcycle order of
things as the Ferrari does in the car
world, both the car and bike being
mid-level within their respective
manufacturer’s lineups. For Ferrari,
the awesome Testarossa is the top-of-
the-line screamer, with horsepower
to spare, while the Mondial is a little
more civilized, with some additional
interior space, less radical 4-valve V-
8, ete. The top of the Ducati line is the
F1, a thinly disguised race bike with
swoopy fairing and radical (read un-
comfortable) riding position. The Pa-
so is a slightly toned-down version
with touring intent, a little more up-
right riding position and softer seat
designed to pamper its rider for long-

Ferraris cause
accelerated heart rate
in even the most
hardened journalistic
heart

er distances.

But, make no mistake, both the car
and the bike share the same insolent
stance, are the same glorious red,
have the same don’t-bother-me-with-
speed-limits appearance, and gener-

ate about as much shock value as Da-
vid Lee Roth at a church social. And
that’s individually. Imagine what
happened when we put the two of
them together for a week, blasting
along mountain roads, motoring se-
dately among freewayites, creeping
along in commuter traffic, or even
parked. 6-wheeled combination
simply stopped everyone dead in his
tracks.

Qur route took us north from Los
Angeles to the cool, wooded slopes of
Medocino County, east across the

P e
oo




Ferrari Mondial & Ducati Paso

state to the hulking Sierras, and
south along the length of California’s
most impressive mountain range. Cli-
mate varied from the hot, glaring San
Joaquin Valley, to a sparkling San
Francisco sunset, through the muf-
fled, fog-shrouded Point Reyes sea-
shore, into 104° midday heat of the
Sacramento delta, and the crisp,
clear air and small alpine lakes of
8314-ft-high Monitor Pass. Alto-
gether a wonderful look at a diverse
state, especially since yours truly
drew Ferrari duty (read air-condi-

These two together
generate as much
shock value as David
David Lee Roth at a
church social

tioned) during the aforementioned

.104° trip.

Before exhausting the first tank of
fuel, we had our initial (but, as ex-
pected, not last) encounter with the
authorities in the small desert town

of Avenal. We had religiously slowed
to the legal speed to transit this dot
on the map, and, as we were acceler-
ating back up to “normal cruise” on
the exit side of town, the mirror sud-
denly got full of flashing red lights.
Prepared for the worst, it came as a
pleasant surprise to find that Officer
Johnson simply wanted to see one of
these Miami Vice things up close so
he could tell the little woman (his
words) about it tonight, and was it -
the same kind Don Johnson drove.
Ever anxious to please, we gave him
the five-dollar walkaround tour (the
higher-priced tours include raised
hoods and can even go as far as a ride
if the situation is deemed *ticket-im-
pending”).

"Transiting the San Benito moun-
tain range, we had an excellent
chance to compare the relative per-
formance of these two thoroughbreds
on a lovely, deserted series of moun-
tain roads, followed by a 65-mile
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stretch of smooth, two-lane blacktop
winding north along the floor of the
Priest Valley. With the motorcycle
guy on the motorcycle, the car was
generally faster, by virtue of its high-
er cornering speeds (thanks to much
more rubber in contact with the as-
phalt). The Ducati’s higher power-to-
weight ratio would get it off the cor-
ners much quicker than the car, but
the car would reel the bike in at high-
er speeds.

With the car guy on the motorcy-
cle, the tables were turned. Not used
to the asphalt rushing by mere inches
from my personal self, I attacked the
corners with great slowness. Equally,
bike riders don’t have much experi-
ence tossing $72,000 cars around with
wild abandon, so our collective timid-
ities were offsetting. The results were
that the average speed over the
ground was just about equal in this
driver/rider configuration.

The Mondial is, in our opinion, the
most civilized of the Ferrari lineup.

The Mondial is the
most civilized of the
Ferrari lineup

This one actually has head room for
six-footers, a two-way adjustable
steering wheel, vestigial rear seats
for the odd luggage and camera, a
useable trunk, that wonderful 260-hp
4-valve V-8, and seats that should be
the envy of every member of the
WSASD (World Society of Automo-
tive Seat Designers). Without excep-
tion, everyone’s initial comment was,
“Wow these seats feel like a church
pew’’; but, after spending any amount
of time in them, all agree they are a
nearly perfect blend of support and
comfort.

This Ferrari handles like most oth-
er Ferraris: heavy steering effort,
moderate understeer right up to the
limits of adhesion, good ultimate cor-
nering power, superb braking power
and stability, and the flawless high-
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speed tracking of a Japanese bullet
train. The Mondial also carries many
Pininfarina styling elements, with its
pronounced side grilles, sloping nose,
and rear roofline. It’s not quite as
swoopy nor as low as the Testarossa,
but it gets almost as much attention,
and is often mistaken for a ‘“‘red-
head.”

The engine is also typically Fer-
rari—that is, truly wonderful. At full
acceleration, it makes Italian motor
music like only a Ferrari can, a full,
throaty moan made of mostly intake
air noise and the sound of lots of me-
chanical components doing their jobs
in perfect harmony. The Marelli-Mi-
croplex electronic ignition and Bosch
K-Jetronic fuel injection endow the
engine with a silky-smooth response
and crispness that make it a pleasure
to drive fast—or slow. Most passen-
gers comment negatively on the en-
gine noise when they first get into the
Mondial, but, after a while, a strange
smile appears on their faces any time
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max power gets dialed up.

At your author’s skill level with
the Ducati, the handling was impec-
cable, with never a hint of instability.
At astounding lean angles (seemed
that way to me, anyway), nothing
scraped the road and the suspension
soaked up everything. Braking was
powerful and straight, and engine
power was linear and predictable, if
not as powerful as anticipated.

When ridden hard, the seating po-
sition on the Ducati proved perfect,
with just the right amount of weight
placed forward on the rider’s hands
and wrists. In a more laid-back cruise
mode, the low fairing didn’t provide
much protection from the elements,
and we had to wonder how difficult it
would be to proceed in heavy rain or
other such nastiness with which mo-
torcycle riders are occasionally con-
fronted.

Ask a motorcyle rider and car driv-
er to describe an area they have just
passed through, and you’ll get two

The Ferrari people give
good attitude, and it’s
infectious

radically different perspectives. The
bike guy will wax eloquent about the
heat, early morning mists, smells,
ete., while the car nut will talk about
the panoramic views, dazzling sun-
sets, and so on. The difference is that
the person in the car goes through a
given area, something like watching
a video, and if it’s hot/cold/raining/
snowing/foggy, he adjusts his envi-
ronment inside the car accordingly.
The motorcycle rider, on the other
hand, experiences the environment.
If it’s raining, he’s wet, snowing he’s
cold, riding by a dairy farm—well, you
get the idea.

In any such comparison as this, the
conveniences offered by the car for
extended touring are obvious. What
ig perhaps not so obvious is the reac-
tion to these two vehicles when

plunked down in the same surround-
ings. For example, try this: Ride your
Ducati Paso up to the valet parking
area at San Francisco’s Mark Hop-
kins Hotel on Nob Hill, leap off, and,
while wiping the bugs and grime
from the faceshield of your helmet,
throw the keys to the valet and saun-
ter up to the registration desk. You'll
notice people in the lobby shying
away with raised eyebrows and much
wrinkling of noses, and you can be
certain there won’t be a room avail-
able for you, buddy.

Same scenario in the Mondial initi-
ates a fist fight between valets to see
who (1) gets to open the door and (2)
park it; sly smiles from all the ladies
in the general vicinity; registration
clerks who treat you like a real per-
son; and, “Of course we have a room,
Mr. Smith. Will the presidential suite
do this evening?” It can get a little
frustrating for the bike rider to see
the Mondial constantly get priority
at gas stations, tollbooths, and park-
ing lots, but, after all, $72,000 has its
privileges.

How’s this for a conclusion? Com-
paring these two thoroughbreds in
terms of which is the best long-dis-
tance high-speed tourer, our consid-
ered opinion is that we’d want to do
any trip of consequence with . . . both.
When you just have to have the bugs-
on-the-teeth smile, climb aboard the
Paso. But, when it’s time to be cool
and let everyone know your stuff is
together, only the Ferrari will do it.

If you can step up to the Mondial at
$72 large, another seven grand is
pocket change.
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