A day at the motor racing paradise
AscariRaceResort
in Andalusia, Spain

Experienced and reported by
Oliver Soehnel

Mid October.
At this time of year, when Germany is already
wet, cold and dull, Andalusia is still wonderfully
sunny and dry with 22 to 25 degrees Celsius.
Ideal conditions to follow the invitation for a test
drive at the probably world’s most exclusive
racetrack, the AscariRaceResort which is in
close proximity to the town of Ronda.

After a short stroll through Ronda, we are adding a visit to the
great ravine ‘El Tajo’ which separates ‘La Ciudad’ and ‘El
Mercadillo’, two of the town’s quarters.
Finally, I cannot await getting into my hired car, driving off to
the AscariRaceResort, where I am looking forward to doing my
first laps.
Whereas my wife would prefer to take an
extensive trip through town, the zest for race
driving is pulling me into the other direction.

After about 10 kilometres on the country road A-367, we take a turn
to the right, follow a small sign to ASCARI and are facing the first
obstacle: the entrance, with a guard and barrier. Only members of
the club are allowed to enter the high-class area, or you might
happen to be lucky and be on the guest list.

Our names are on the list, so we are permitted
to pass without any problems.
On a narrow but beautifully manicured path you
are lead right into the core of a marvellous
facility.

Other circuits have industrial buildings, ugly car-parks,
rubbish bins, etc. This paddock, however, inspires to be
given a fancy name such as ‘Plaza de las Carreras’ or
similar.
Everything is built in a typical Spanish style and almost
invisibly imbedded into the natural landscape.

Most of the time racetracks as such are well designed, the
matching restaurants, however, are not. The AscariRaceResort is
exceptional in this respect, with its beautiful club house, the
‘Cortijo’ including an equally exceptional cuisine.
Even my wife comments admiringly on how well the circuit is
presented.
Generally, the entire facility shows a pleasant and international atmosphere on a very high
level.

From 2:30 p.m. on the BMW racing car of Ascari’s own fleet is at my disposal.
I am pleasantly surprised. The car is equipped with a sequential gear
box. Before I begin I run a quick visual check of the race tyres.
Then it is getting serious. I climb into the car, fasten the seat belts,
receive short instructions, put my helmet and gloves on. I start the
six-cylinder-engine, step on the clutch and put in the first gear by
pulling the long aluminum gear stick.
Slowly, I set the car in motion and when the marshal at the end of the
pit lane shows the green flag, I accelerate. In this racing car I
immediately feel at home.
In my first lap I concentrate on bringing the car and tyres on working
temperature.

Then I am getting faster and with every lap on this demanding
racetrack I am enjoying it more and more.
So far, I have always believed that only the Nuerburgring Nordschleife
or the GP course of Spa-Francorchamps could release these
emotions in me, but what has been built up by Klaas Zwart and his
team over here is truly ingenious!
26 bends on 5.425 metres!
Usually a Grand-Prix racetrack of a similar length comes up with
about 13 to 17 bends.
To begin with I am so concentrated on the car and the
new track, that I don’t find the time to check the
instruments – only permanently changing up gears,
breaking and changing down gears, steering,
accelerating, changing up gears, etc. and so forth.
Great.

The time goes far too quick and I see the checkered flag at
the start and finish line.
Another 5.4 kilometres with reduced speed to cool down the
material.
Sadly, I slowly drive into the pits.
The Ascari crew and my wife are welcoming me back,
awaiting my comments.
First of all, I am however speechless.
But then the joy of what I just experienced is bursting out.

How I had missed this feeling!
After the race I turn into the Parc-Fermé and my reasonable
mind would like to comment: My God that was strenuous and
cost a lot of money, but the emotions get the upper hand, I am
happy, overwhelmed and I have got the feeling to have
managed something great.
My friend Dierk described this mood some years ago at the
Nuerburgring like this:
“It’s incredible, first of all you are showing up, looking all
depressed, nag about, then you drive a fast lap at the
Nordschleife with a racing car and you can’t stop grinning.”
To sum it up: This is just my sports – my passion.

In the afternoon we are returning to the ‘Cortijo’, ending the
day with a cup of ‘Cafe con Leche’ on the patio in the sun.
I consider to have a swim in the well-manicured pool.
I decide against it, though, as there is an approximate 2.5 h
drive back to the beaches of ‘La Barrosa’, it is, after all, our
family holiday.
We say good-bye with quite a few impressions on board and our
promise to definitely come back next year.

