
I
t doesn’t get any better than this – a twin-test of a Ferrari
250 GTO against a Ferrari 250 LM at the awesome
Nürburgring Nordschleife. Front-engine versus mid-
engine from an overlapping early ‘60s period: choose your

favourite. Tucked away in the warmth of the new Nürburgring
Museum, I can imagine the visitors’ comments. “These cars
should not be stuck in here, they should be out there doing
the business. I bet they don’t even work...” Well, one cold and
frosty morning before dawn, eight million pounds’ worth of
Maranello magic left the safety of their plinths and trundled
up the icy road for a run around the world’s greatest 13 miles
of black-top or, in our case, white-top. 

The sun was slowly clawing its way above the winter tree-
line, firing sharp horizontal rays at the early birds in the
Nordschleife paddock. It’s cold. Up here on this winter morn
at 600 metres (2000ft) it’s minus 5°C. The Nordschleife circuit
has 170-odd corners and varies in altitude by 300 metres
(1000ft). At this time of the year, there are vast stretches of
the track that the low winter sun can never touch. Weather
forecasts are irrelevant as the Eifel Mountains make their
own weather. You can have all four seasons in one lap. 

It’s 07.45hrs – trackday drivers are still outnumbered by RMA
officials and BMRMC marshals. In the early blue light before
the first run, all eyes feast on the lines and details of the £2m

Ferrari 250 GTO and 250 LM

TWO OF MARANELLO’S FINEST ARE PUT THROUGH
THEIR PACES ON THE LEGENDARY NORDSCHLEIFE
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engage the starter. The Colombo V12 ruptures the crispy
silence. There is exhaust noise, induction noise, cam noise,
bearing noise, chain noise, and if you could isolate them,
even the two distributors would be noisy. If you didn’t know
otherwise, you’d swear you could hear a supercharger.
There is no trim to subdue the goings-on. The sound excites
the onlookers as much as it tries to intimidate the driver.
Even before a gear is selected the GTO is alive, vibrating,
rocking, smelling and eager. The view forward has the most
curvaceous bulges ever created by hammer and aluminium. 

The clutch action is easy-peasy; likewise that fabulous
gearlever with its metal gate, even though it was early days
for five-speed ‘boxes.  Fitted with just a rear roll hoop, chassis
flex is immediately noticed
as the 880kg GTO jiggles its
way up through the gears.
The GTO shimmies on its
hard springs and dampers.
Steering which feels a little
vague on straight ahead is so
communicative under load.

The combination of a
sadistic and merciless
mountain race circuit,
300bhp, a light rear end,
Dunlop race tyres and sheet
ice ambushes and
concentrates the mind.

LM and the £6m GTO. 08.15hrs – it is time. The snappers
declare enough white light for some car-to-car action shots
before the circuit becomes fully operational. Time to choose a
car – I walk up to the GTO, and someone asks me how it feels
to be responsible for something so precious. Test drivers treat
all cars the same regardless of their value: £600, £6 million or
even £6 billion, it makes no difference.

Representing the Commendatore’s ‘kicking-and-
screaming’ transition from front- to rear-engined racing
cars, both cars are homologation specials that tried to get
round the rules. Still not too far removed from the 250 GT
SWB from which the GTO evolved, the GTO is still very
much a road car despite the FIA’s protestations. Okay, so
Enzo never quite made the 100 GTOs he said he would, but
39 isn’t a bad effort. Settling into the GTO is a warming
experience – like meeting up with an old friend. Access is
straightforward, visibility is good unless it’s freezing,
whereupon the screen and plexiglass attract mist like a
magnet. The Ferrari woodrim wheel vies with the gearlever
to dominate the cabin. Looking through the three-spoke
wheel, you see the black binnacle that houses a big 10k
rev-counter surrounded by five smaller dials which include
fuel pressure and oil temperature. There is an array of
unlabelled knobs and switches: some for pulling, some for
twisting, some for both. Get it wrong and they crumble – so
unergonomic, so ‘60s Italian.

Turn the key one notch, a few pumps of right pedal to
prime the stack of 12 open trumpets and turn again to
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