
Bangers and Mash      by Felix Schrodinger 
 
Julian was ‘in between’ assignments with his usual program makers – an independent TV film 
maker of some repute – when he had a brainwave to fill in the gap. 
 
Last week he had been motoring along the A 446 to see an old friend in Lichfield and had passed 
an abandoned car, parked in a lay-by. Today on his second visit he noticed that the bonnet of the 
car was up and it had lost several of its more transportable components. Funny that you never 
actually saw anyone taking anything off a car like this but it gradually withered away until the 
authorities saw fit to remove it to the breakers. 
 
What if he made a documentary from secretly filming an abandoned car? - “The demise of K 449 
ANT” – he would think of a better title later. “Make it so,” he thought and started to set up his team 
as soon as he got home. 
 
There were six of them so they could work shifts and they chose a lay-by on the A45 with a good 
hedge behind it. The farmer allowed access through his field and they set up a secure portacabin 
with small windows looking out towards the road. They carefully trimmed camera holes in the 
hedge and made a small inconspicuous gap so that they could squeeze through to the lay-by. 
 
They spent some time choosing the car and made someone’s day by purchasing their 1983 
Cavalier, which had seen better days but was still presentable. A week later they set up camp and 
Julian carefully positioned the car opposite the camera spyholes and Phil, the No1 cameraman, 
checked that they had a good view. When it was in position they settled down to watch. 
 
That afternoon a police car stopped in the lay-by and ran a check to see if was stolen. After 
drawing blank the bobby placed a “Police aware” sticker on the rear windscreen and carried on, 
oblivious of the portacabin through the hedge. Having recorded this as filler material they snook 
out and removed the sticker. 
 
That morning, and each one thereafter, they celebrated the end of the nightshift by running back 
over the field to the adjacent transport café for breakfast. After a fad with bacon butties, bangers 
and mash became the favourite and they would wander back to the cabin with renewed energy. 
 
That day and the next passed without any action and they were reduced to talking about their 
equipment and playing trivia games. Phil reckoned his camera cost over £5k and with the 
recorders and lighting equipment Julian had about £10k of equipment at his disposal – which 
explains why professionally produced videos don’t look like home produced ones. 
 
On day three a white pick-up stopped and the driver walked slowly round the Cavalier. He tried the 
locks and, on finding it locked, walked away and drove off. “Probably gone for reinforcements,” 
said Phil, but at least they had something on film. 
 
That afternoon another car stopped and two men, equipped with a metal coathanger, approached 
the car. They soon had the passenger door open and then the bonnet. The battery was just out 
when Julian trotted out of the gap complete with microphone. 
 
“Well what have we here”? he started but was totally flummoxed when the holder of the battery 
dumped it in his arms and made back to their car. They were gone in less than 10 seconds. 
 
“You made a right mess of that”, said Phil, “jumped in too soon – and you have to cut them off 
from their car.” 
 
“So I’ll do better next time,” replied Julian. 
 



His next attempt was a little better when two lads, also in a Cavalier, tried to remove the spare. 
They were surprised by Julian’s intervention and tried to justify their actions. 
 
“At last we’re getting somewhere,” thought Julian. 
 
The next day was pure frustration as a number of cars stopped in the lay-by but none took 
anything from the Cavalier. As dawn approached on the fifth day Julian was exasperated and then 
it happened. A large low loader, with a powerful built-in crane, pulled off and maneuvered close to 
the car. The cameras whirred and they picked out the driver as he approached and inspected the 
Cavalier. He seemed to be reading something and after a few minutes he started to activate the 
crane. As he was attaching cable to the car Julian jumped out to confront him. The light was now 
good and the cameras trained in on the confrontation with the sound coming over strong from the 
direction mike mounted on the roof of the cabin. 
 
“Could you explain why you’re stealing this car”? asked Julian. He was completely flattened by the 
response. 
 
“County waste disposal,” retorted the low-loader driver, “taking it to the pound.” 
 
“You can’t do that,” replied Julian, “it’s my car and I want it left here!” “We’re filming a 
documentary for television and the car is the subject.” 
 
“We’ll see about that,” said the driver as he pulled out a mobile phone. After a minute of muttering 
into the handset he informed Julian in no uncertain terms that the car had to go as it was 
considered a hazard and he had no choice in the matter. 
 
Julian struggled back through the hedge with his tail between his legs. 
 
“I’ve had enough,” he said, “bangers and mash time.” 
 
They retreated to the café for breakfast after locking up. 
 
They discussed what they had over breakfast and decided to call it a day. As there was no need 
for secrecy they abandoned their normal route over the fields and drove straight to the lay-by. 
 
They were not surprised to find the low-loader gone, as it had been over an hour since Julian had 
confronted the driver, but they were surprised to find the Cavalier still in position by the small gap 
in the hedge. Julian walked slowly round it expecting to find the wheels missing but it was just as 
they had left it. 
 
With a growing sense of unease he slowly turned to peer through the gap in the hedge and 
confirmed his worst fears – the cabin had gone. 


