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THE ANGRY LITTLE WAGON

FADE IN: EXT. COLORADO STATE PENITENTIARY
CANON CITY, COLORADO—DUSK. The blue-bleak exterior of the
prison.

CUT TO:

INT. COLORADO STATE PEN. A small holding
room. Prisoner #24601 holds his arms out from his sides as he is
measured with a measuring tape. A guard makes notations.

CUT TO:

They stand before a CLERK.

CLERK: Discharge prisoner #24601… Mr. Johns…
no relatives… possessions… one watch. There you are… the state
issues you one blue suit, and five hundred dollars, cash. The clerk
hands John a folded blue suit, five one hundred dollar bills, and a
metal wristwatch to the prisoner.

CUT TO:

EXT. COLO. STATE PEN.DUSK. The newly freed
JOHN JOHNS stands outside the gate. He is a heavy-set man of about
thirty-five years of age. Sad brown eyes framed by a mop of brown
straggly hair, he looks every bit a criminal—even in his new suit.
JOHN turns and walks up the street, disappearing into the
night.

INT. MOTEL 6. NIGHT. JOHN enters, wearily. A
night clerk sits at a desk.

CUT TO:

JOHN enters his room, walks to the
television, snaps it on. He plops in a chair and tries to keep up
with the hyperschizophrenic images being sent him by the box. He
can not, and shaking his head, snaps the television back off. He
draws his chair close to window, opens the curtains, opens the
window, and begins to stare out into the shadows, watching passing
car lights…

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

The next morning John stands in front of the
mirror in the bathroom of his hotel room straightening his tie and
combing his hair. He takes a deep breath, and exits.

CUT TO:

EXT. MAX’S GARAGE.

JOHN is in his new suit, hair combed, face
clean and shaven. He is applying for a job with MAX a fat, greasy,
balding, cussing and spitting old mechanic.

MAX: So how long were you in prison?

JOHN: Eleven years.

MAX: How long is your parole?

JOHN: Nope. I’m out. Free and clear.

Max eyes him suspiciously.

MAX: Mmmm.. so what were ya in for? Wha’d ya
do?

JOHN: Sir, with due respect, I don’t answer
that question. I served my time, paid my debt. I fix things for
people. I am a good mechanic.

MAX: Well la-de-damn-da. I wanna know what
kind of criminal I'm about to hire.

JOHN: I’m not a criminal anymore, I—

MAX: Sorry, can’t use ya.

JOHN: Please—

MAX: SORRY. CAN’T USE YA.

Max walks away disgustedly. John watches him
go.

CUT TO:

Montage: It’s the same story with three other
mechanics.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MAINLINE USED CARS

John enters the front door of Mainline Used
Cars. As he is entering, an angry CUSTOMER is shouting obscenities
at a SALES MANAGER, an intimidating, head shaven, walking steroid
wearing a pink golf shirt, who is laughing at the customer.

CUSTOMER: How 'bout I come back here with a
shot gun? How'd that be?

SALES MANAGER: Simple. I'll have you
arrested.

CUSTOMER: Tell the owner I'm not happy. I'm
going to leave you bad reviews all over the internet!

SALES MANAGER: First of all, the owner does
not care. You signed on the bottom

line.

CUSTOMER: I signed for a car that works, with
the repairs you promised, at the

rate you promised, at the payment you
promised. I got none--

SALES MANAGER: I don't recall any of that
sir. I have a signed contract. Now if you

don't leave, I'll call the police.

CUSTOMER: Fine. But you have not heard the
last of me!

SALES MANAGER: If you leave us a bad review
online, I'm warning right now, we will sue you for libel, Sir.

But the customer has already stomped away.
The sales manager turns to John with a big cheesy smile.

SALES MANAGER: I love being an asshole. Now.
How can I help YOU?

John is now shaken and nervous. He wishes he
had not even come in the door. He looks at the ground and hands the
sales manager his resume. As he does so, he notices the sales
manager is wearing kick boxing slippers on his feet. The sales
manager just laughs.

SALES MANAGER: So did you need a job or a
kick in the head, like everyone else around here?

JOHN: A-a job Sir. I've come to apply for the
job I saw listed.

The sales manager studies the resume for a
minute.

SALES MANAGER: Ex-con huh? ...well, I could
use a guy like you around here. But I'm full up. Just hired three
new guys.

JOHN: Oh. It said the ad was posted just
today, I thought--

SALES MANAGER: Well, come back in a month.
I'm getting ready to fire a bunch of

people too. 'Cuz I feel like it.

The RECEPTIONIST at the front desk stands up
and shouts to the sales manager:

RECEPTIONIST: Eddie, we got more heat comin'!
That Taurus we sold last week! You

promised him a new engine!

SALES MANAGER: I hate people. I hate
people

and I hate cars. That's why I love this
business. I like to hurt whiny people by hooking them up with
shitty cars. So... a month ok? I'll keep your resume and give you a
call.

JOHN: Ok I—

But the sales manager has stomped away. John
turns to leave the building. As he does, he stops and watches the
sales manager crumple up the resume and toss it in a trash can on
the way to his office. Crushed, John leaves the building.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET. EVENING.

A dejected John walks slowly back to his
hotel.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL. NIGHT

John sits again by the open window, carefully
counting his

money, then looking out the window at the
passing traffic.

CUT TO:

EXT. BUS BENCH. DAY. John sits reading the
job ads, staring hard. Visibly

stressed, he does not notice a YOUNG BOY
coming up the

street, flipping a large silver coin as he
comes up the

street towards John. When he is next to John,
he misses

catching the bright piece of silver, and it
falls to the

ground right next to John’s foot. John,
shifting his

position, inadvertently steps on the
coin.

LITTLE BOY (APPROACHING) Mister, may I please
have my coin

back?

And John, genuinely oblivious to the boy’s
plight:

JOHN: What?

LITTLE BOY: My coin. May I please have it
back.

JOHN: What’s your name, kid?

BOY: It’s John.

JOHN: Well clear out. John.

BOY: May I please have my money back?

John lowers his head reading again.

BOY: Hey ASSHOLE! Give it back. Gimme

back my silver dollar!

The boy grabs John’s shirt sleeve, shaking
him. He then tries to move John’s foot off the coin. No luck.

BOY: Move your foot. Aren’t you going to move
your foot?

John finally looks from his paper.

JOHN: Are you still there? CLEAR OUT,
KID!

This scares the boy BADLY, and he runs away,
crying. John returns to his paper, too preoccupied with it to
care.

DISSOLVE TO: It is now late afternoon, and
John is still sitting on the bench, staring at the ground, the
paper bunched around his feet. He breaks his stare, rubbing his
empty stomach. Time for food. He stands up, and feels the coin
scrape under his foot. He bends down and picks up the coin,
terrible realization coming over his face.

JOHN: John!

John searches wildly for the little boy, long
gone.

JOHN: Little kid! Hey, I’ve got your silver
dollar. I didn't realize-

John makes his way up the street,
calling.

JOHN: Little kid!

John stops, thinking.

JOHN: He came out of the drug store. . .

He starts back to the drug store.

CUT TO:

INT. DRUG STORE. DAY

CLERK: What little boy, I haven’t the
slightest idea of what you are

talking about.

JOHN: Well, he’s about yay tall…

CLERK: Oh, you mean Johnny Means. The little
blonde boy who is about nine years old, this tall, lives three
blocks from here whose mother is dead, whose father is half blind,
half crazy, and sends Johnny to the store every Tuesday and Friday
to get his prescription for him and get a single silver dollar in
change and steals a pack of gum every time, but I don’t tell
anyone? That one?

JOHN: Uh, yeah.

CLERK: So…?

JOHN: Uh, so, can you tell me where he lives?
I stole—-I mean, he dropped something and I picked--I mean I FOUND
it and I need to return it. Its very important.

CLERK: The silver dollar?

John stares at her, wild eyed, frozen—she
KNOWS; she’ll call

the call the cops, he’ll be back in jail
immediately!

CLERK: Just a guess…

JOHN: Um, NO, his jacket—can you just tell me
where he lives, please?

CLERK: I did tell you.

JOHN: You did?

CLERK: Yeah. Three blocks from here.

JOHN: Can you be more specific?

John braces himself for another barrage of
information.

CLERK(PAUSE): There is a car out front of his
house, for sale.

The scatter-brained clerk shrugs, then (on
second thought)

points. John hurries out of the store.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. LITTLE JOHNNY’S HOUSE. DAY.

JOHN stands before the awesome chrome front
grille of a dilapidated 1958 Plymouth Fury. A FOR SALE sign resides
in the front window. The little boy is playing on the front porch.
He looks up at the older John.

BOY: HEY! YOU—

John holds up the silver dollar, smiling
widely. The boy is excited—but then his father steps onto the
porch. The boy seems to waive John off about the coin. The father
is a skinny old man in overalls.

FATHER: Who’s there? Who is it?

JOHN: My name is John Johns, sir, I’ve come
because your son dropped—

The little boy’s eyes grow big, and he again
waives John off about the coin. John gets his drift. He spins,
looking at the Plymouth.

JOHN: Actually I’ve come about the car…

FATHER: What car?

JOHN: The one right here…

FATHER: No, I mean what CAR, I’ve got three
of ‘em for sale.

JOHN: Oh, I, well, the cheapest one.

FATHER: ‘Cheapest one? ‘Coulda sworn you were
here for the Plymouth.

JOHN: How much is it?

FATHER: Two hundred and fifty dollars, not
negotiable.

JOHN (INDICATING THE PLYMOUTH): For the
Plymouth?

FATHER: No, for the CHEAPEST car I got. Not
the Plymouth.

JOHN: How much for the Plymouth?

FATHER: You said you were not interested.

JOHN: I am. Now.

FATHER: Twelve hundred and fifty dollars. As
is, doesn’t run.

JOHN(WHISTLES): What about the two hundred
and fifty dollar car?

FATHER: What about it?

JOHN: Does it run?

FATHER: Yup.

JOHN: I’ll take it.

FATHER: Okay.

JOHN: What is it?

FATHER: ‘Piece of shit Datsun.

JOHN: Sold.

FATHER: ‘Got the title right here.

JOHN: ‘Got the money right here.

John carefully counts out two hundred fifty
dollars, which he hands to the old man. The father signs over the
title.

FATHER: 'Glad you weren't interested in the
Fury after all. 'Hopin' she'll make some high school punk happy one
day. The father leads John to the side of the house where a car
sits under a tarp which is held down by tires. The father throws
the tires off one-by-one, excited. He pulls off the tarp and a
cloud of dust fills the air. The dust settles, and there sits a
dust-covered 1972 Datsun 510 station wagon.

FATHER: One of the best cars I ever owned.
She looks like crap, and she's slow. Heh. Give 'r the proper T-LC,
and she'll treat you right.

JOHN(WIPING OFF LAYERS OF DUST) Jesus, when
is the last time this car ran?

FATHER

Well, Jesus don’t know, because it was
probably before his time. Don't worry, she'll start. Nothing, I
mean nothing can kill one of these cars-not even the HBomb, if you
know what I mean. The father hands John the keys which are
themselves, dusty. The passenger door creaks open; yet more dust
escapes…

CUT TO:

EXT. LONELY HIGHWAY. DAY: A wide smile on
John’s face as he races along a lonely

highway, windows down, and wind in his hair.
Freedom. John tries the radio. It doesn’t work. He doesn’t
care.

DISSOLVES:

He drives and drives, truly happy for the
first time in many years.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. RATON MAIN STREET. DUSK: JOHN has
wandered far out onto the Eastern Plains, the little wagon humming
right along. He passes a junk yard, which has some wheels on
display along the fence. The little wagon comes to a SCREECHING
HALT. John, sitting inside the wagon, is bewildered. He didn't put
on the brakes. He tries pumping the brake pedal. It is stuck in the
"in" position. John gets out of the car and walks around it to see
if he hit something or what was the cause of the sudden stoppage.
An old man with no shirt and overalls appears at the opening in the
high metal fence.

OLD MAN: I see you saw the wheels.

JOHN: Yeah, I---

He looks at the hanging wheels, studying
them.

JOHN (CONT'D): Will any of these fit this
car?

OLD MAN: Yes. This set right here will.

JOHN: How much you want for them?

OLD MAN: Well, you're going to need tires for
these also. I'll
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