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ACT I

EXT. MAYBERRY, NORTH CAROLINA, 1961 - DAY

It’s another immaculate day in the happy town Mayberry.  The 
sun shines down, practically with a smiley face on it, as the 
townsfolk go about their many comings and goings.

Today is a particularly special day because the Biannual 
Mayberry Jam and Preserve Festival is about to begin.  
Christmas in September.

FAIR GROUNDS

The tents and booths are all being set up as ANDY TAYLOR, 
town sheriff and all around swell guy, approaches.  As the 
festival banner is hoisted over head, he breathes in the 
fresh country air with an ear-to-ear grin.

MEANWHILE

In another area of the festival preparations, the portly 
MAYOR chats with SARAH, an elderly woman, at her booth.

MAYOR
Looking to win “best jam” again 
this year, are we Sarah?  Might I 
have a taste?

She pulls out a jar of strawberry jam.

SARAH
Of course Mayor! Try the strawberry 
while I get you one of my special 
huckleberries.

She disappears behind the booth, while the Mayor fishes 
through his pockets for a spoon as--

BARNEY FIFE, deputy of Mayberry and total incompetent, enters 
and sees the Mayor from behind, who opens the jam and begins 
pigging out.

Barney fumes.  He storms up, blowing his whistle.

BARNEY
Hold it right there, jam thief!

He slaps the Mayor from behind, causing him to nearly SWALLOW 
his spoon.  Barney realizes it’s the Mayor and changes his 
tune.



BARNEY (CONT’D)
Mayor, I’m awful sorry!  It’s just 
I thought--

(beat)
Say you look awful blue, Mayor.  
What’s eating you?

The choking Mayor gestures wildly but Barney is oblivious.  
Just then, Andy turns the corner and swiftly intervenes.  He 
runs up and WHACKS the Mayor on the upper back.  He spits out 
his spoon and gasps for air.

ANDY
You alright, Mayor?

The Mayor lunges at a cowering Barney but Andy gets between 
them.

ANDY (CONT’D)
Hold it!  Hold it!  What’s going 
on!?

MAYOR
Andrew, I’ve warned you about your 
leniency with that so-called deputy 
of yours a million times!  If I 
have to hear about him screwing up 
just once more, you’ll be needing a 
new deputy!

He storms off.  Andy turns to Barney like a disappointed 
father.

ANDY
What’d you do this time, Barn?

BARNEY
Oh, Anj, it was an honest mistake.  
You know as well as me that thief 
who terrorized the Mount Pilot Pie 
Festival last week is reportedly 
headed to Mayberry and it’s our 
duty to keep the jam safe!

ANDY
What did I tell you?

BARNEY
To look out for the thief, that’s 
exactly what I’ve been doing!
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ANDY
I told you the thief is reportedly 
four feet tall with long blonde 
hair.  Does the Mayor fit that 
description?

BARNEY
Well, we’re obviously dealing with 
a master of disguises.  A shape-
shifter even.  How else could he 
impersonate the Mayor?

Andy rubs the bridge of his nose, praying the headache will 
fade.

ANDY
Look Barney, I ah... I got a new 
tip this morning that the thief is 
actually a dog.  Go find that 
mischievous dog, would ya?

BARNEY
A dog?

ANDY
Yep, just came in over the wire.

BARNEY
Of course!  All the pieces fit 
together now!  On the case, Anj!

Barney drops on all fours and scurries off.  Andy shakes his 
head.

EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY

In the heart of Mayberry’s main drag, the Mayberrites are 
about their daily business.  All seems well and normal when--

Suddenly, the jovial and beaming faces of the citizens are 
uncharacteristically replaced with grimaces and frowns.  Like 
a wave moving through town, doors are shut and windows are 
slammed.

This is in response to JAMES walking down the street.  A 
BLACK MAN.

FLOYD dozes outside his barbershop, oblivious to the 
approaching James.

JAMES
Excuse me, sir.  Would it be too 
much trouble if I were to use your 
restroom?
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FLOYD
Oh go right a--

(looking up)
Ah... ah... actually, I don’t have 
a bathroom.  Nope, no bath... in 
fact, don’t even GO to the bathroom 
myself.  Oh gee no, just sorta 
absorb it all.  Like a sponge.

JAMES
Thanks anyway.

James carries along.  Floyd wipes his brow and sighs to 
himself--

FLOYD
Phew, I thought that was the end.

Andy pulls up to the courthouse just as James is passing.

JAMES
Excuse me, you the sheriff?

ANDY
I am indeed.  Sheriff Andy Taylor.

JAMES
Great!  Maybe you can help me find 
a restroom for coloreds.

ANDY
Oh, we don’t have any colored 
facilities.

JAMES
Really?  My, that’s wonderful.  So 
nice to see a progressive town!

ANDY
Yeah, we try.  No negroes in town 
for us to need colored bathrooms.  
We keep a whole separate town 
Garbageville a few miles down the 
road and off a ditch.

JAMES
My word.  Is it hard to find?

ANDY
No, we keep a sizable ditch 
divider, so you shouldn’t miss it.  
Besides, it’s a must tourist stop 
if you’re passing through.
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Andy starts to head into the courthouse.  James stops him.

JAMES
Please sheriff, I’ve been traveling 
on foot for four days.  I just 
really need to use the restroom and 
I’ll be on my way.

ANDY
I really shouldn’t. After all, the 
courthouse toilet is for official 
matters only.

JAMES
Please sir!  Have mercy!

ANDY
Well... I suppose it can’t hurt.

JAMES
Oh thank you sheriff, thank you!

He grabs Andy’s hand and shakes vigorously, before bolting 
inside.  Andy follows behind, smiling - pleased with his good 
deed.

DISSOLVE TO:

LATER

Barney comes strolling down the street with a house cat 
firmly in his grip.

BARNEY
Thought you could come to town and 
eat all our jam, did ya Fido?  
Well, not on my watch.  Just wait 
til Andy sees--

Barney stops cold in his tracks and dives behind a parked car 
when he spies Andy and James coming out of the courthouse 
across the street.  James gives Andy a gigantic, forceful HUG 
- lifting him off the ground.

Barney’s eyes nearly POP out of his head.  The sheriff is 
being captured!  

Barney quickly draws his gun and stumbles to load his one 
bullet, kept safely in his shirt pocket.

He looks across the street again as the black man firmly pats 
Andy on the back.  Barney gasps at this obvious aggression.  
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Barney’s hands shake more and more as he fumbles with the 
bullet.  Can he save Andy in time!?

The bullet’s in the chamber.  He jumps out from behind the 
car and--

BOOM!  Fires his round straight into James.  James slowly 
folds to the ground, lifeless.

BARNEY (CONT’D)
FREEZE!

Andy, pulling his fingers out of his ears--

ANDY
Barney!  What are you doing!?

BARNEY
Saving your life!  Are you hurt!?

Andy feels his chest and arms.

ANDY
No, I’m fine.

BARNEY
Thank God no one was hurt.  Where’s 
the suspect?

They turn and look down, past the blood splattered door 
behind them.

ANDY
Well, I can’t be certain... but I 
think you got ‘em.

FADE TO BLACK.
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ACT II

INT. COURT HOUSE - DAY

Andy sits at his desk, head in hand, while Barney paces and 
reads from a law book.

BARNEY
Says it right here, North Carolina 
Law 135 Section 2.  Any person 
caught stealing fruit or fruit 
preserves shall be fined two 
dollars and fifty cents.

ANDY
But he wasn’t--

BARNEY
Or if said person is of the negro 
species, he shall be summarily 
hanged.

Barney slams the book shut with fervor.

BARNEY (CONT’D)
It’s right there in black and 
white.  No pun intended.

ANDY
I told you, he wasn’t the jam 
thief.  How do you look at him--

Andy points to James, dead, slumping in one of the empty jail 
cells.

ANDY (CONT’D)
--and think, he must be the four 
foot tall blonde we’re looking 
for?!

Barney jumps to answer, then pauses - searching.

BARNEY
Well... you two were standing in 
the shade.  And he was stooping 
down.

ANDY
He was not!

BARNEY
He was too!  There were witnesses!

Floyd, eavesdropping, sticks his head in the window--
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FLOYD
That negro was stooping, I saw it!

ANDY
Floyd!

Floyd pops out.

BARNEY
Your life was in danger.  My best 
friend and partner.  How could I 
not act?

ANDY
I wasn’t in any danger!

Barney stomps to his desk, arms crossed.

BARNEY
Now that’s a pretty darn selfish 
way to be, don’t you think?!

ANDY
I’m being selfish?

BARNEY
Who’s the real victim here?  Me!

ANDY
YOU?!

BARNEY
Yes, me!  If he had murdered you, 
did you stop to think what might 
happen to me?

Andy mockingly replies--

ANDY
I guess you’d be the sheriff now.

BARNEY
That’s so like you, Anj.  Always 
the optimist.  If I stood by while 
that hoodlum ripped you to shreds 
with his claws, the Mayor would 
have my badge!

(chuckles to himself)
Thinks I’d be sheriff.

ANDY
And what do you think he’s gonna do 
when he hears you shot an unarmed 
man?

8.



Barney leaps up from his desk, full of concern--

BARNEY
The Mayor’s not gonna find out 
cause here’s what we’re gonna do.  
You run home and get your shovel.  
Might as well grab Opie too, he’s a 
good digger, and--

The phone rings.  Andy quickly walks over and picks it up.

ANDY
Hello... Yes, Mr. Mayor...

Barney turns white.  Well, whiter.

ANDY (CONT’D)
Alright, yes sir.

He hangs up and looks over to Barney, concerned.

ANDY (CONT’D)
He wants to speak to you.

BARNEY
That’s it.  Nice knowing you Andy.  
Here, might as well have my badge 
now.

ANDY
No, no, just calm down.  Listen, 
you stay here and just keep quiet.  
I’ll go talk to him and we’ll 
figure this whole thing out.

BARNEY
Boy, you’re a true friend.  A true 
friend.  I’m glad I saved your 
life.

Andy ignores this comment and leaves the office.

INT. MAYOR’S OFFICE - LATER

The Mayor sinisterly stands with his back to the door, 
looking out the window.  Andy creaks open the door and pokes 
his head inside.

ANDY
You wanted to see me sir?

Without turning around, the Mayor sternly answers--
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MAYOR
Where’s Deputy Fife?

ANDY
I thought it better for us adults 
to speak.

MAYOR
Very well Andrew, very well.

Andy closes the door behind him and sits down.

MAYOR (CONT’D)
Sit down.

Already sitting, Andy furls his brow, confused.  The Mayor 
continues with a clearly threatening tone to his voice--

MAYOR (CONT’D)
It has come to my attention your 
deputy has killed a traveller 
passing through our town.  Is this 
true?

ANDY
You see Mayor, he means well and 
all.  And in his mind, he thought--

MAYOR
Did Deputy Fife shoot and kill this 
man?

ANDY
Ah, well, you have to understand 
that Barney’s a coiled cobra, ready 
to strike--

The Mayor shouts, growing impatient.

MAYOR
Answer me, sheriff!  Did he kill a 
man?!

Andy hesitates, then continues--

ANDY
Well, if that’s the question 
then... I have to say that, 
unfortunately, he did.  Barney 
killed that black man.

The Mayor’s head tilts slightly - his energy changes.  Andy, 
unable to read the Mayor, anxiously waits for his response.
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The Mayor suddenly turns around, glowing, clutching his 
fists.

MAYOR
That’s just marvelous!  Finally!

ANDY
I know you’ve had it out for Barney 
for some time, Mayor, but there’s 
no need--

MAYOR
No need?  There’s every need in the 
world!  He’s finally done something 
right!  Celebration is in order!

ANDY
But you don’t understand, he-- 
wait, what?

MAYOR
I say that tomorrow, during the 
closing jam ceremonies, we’ll honor 
Barney for catching the man who 
would have stolen not only our jam, 
but you, our sheriff!

ANDY
Honor... Barney?

MAYOR
Sure, we’ll give him a ribbon or 
something like that.  You put it 
together.

Andy stands up, disappointment in his eyes.

ANDY
But Mayor, don’t you think we 
oughta focus on the man that was 
killed?  Shouldn’t we find his 
family or--

MAYOR
Why?  Blac-- ah, criminals have no 
rights!

ANDY
We should at least have him buried 
proper.
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MAYOR
Don’t worry.  I’ll have a hole dug 
for the thing somewhere.  You just 
write a nice speech for Barney.

ANDY
But Mayor--

MAYOR
No buts, Andrew!  Make it happen!

Andy’s shoulders drop as the Mayor waves him out of his 
office.

EXT. FLOYD’S BARBER SHOP - DAY

Floyd and GOMER PYLE sit on the bench outside Floyd’s shop 
while Barney regales them with the tale of his heroism.

BARNEY
So it was at this point that the 
perp, that’s official abbreviation 
for the propeller of the crime--

The guys “Ooooo” and “Ahhhhh.”

BARNEY (CONT’D)
The perp had Andy ambushed.  Had 
him in a headlock and was about to 
bite Andy’s head clean off.  Like a 
vampire!  That’s when I stepped 
into the road, like a cowboy of old 
and called out, “Drop the sheriff, 
you dastardly dog!  Otherwise, 
things is about to get ugly.”

GOMER
Did you really say that, Barn?

FLOYD
Oh, you better believe he did, I 
heard him!

Meanwhile, Andy approaches and overhears story time in 
progress.

BARNEY
Of course being a hardened criminal 
since birth, he gleefully ignored 
my warning and drew back his fangs, 
so I had mere milliseconds to act.  
Luckily I’m so quick on the draw, 
it’s invisible to the naked eye.
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Barney twitches ever so slightly.

BARNEY (CONT’D)
See that?

GOMER
No.

BARNEY
(proudly)

Of course you didn’t.

GOMER
Shazam!

ANDY
What’s going on over here?

Gomer jumps up and hugs Andy with all his might.

GOMER
Oh thank heavens, Andy!  

ANDY
Gomer, what’s come over you?

GOMER
I’m just so glad you’re safe and 
sound.  To think how close we was 
to losing you.

Andy glares at Barney.

FLOYD
It’s just terrible to think there’s 
such destructive people in the 
world, oh my.  But thankfully we 
have Barney!  He really is a hero, 
isn’t he Andy?

ANDY
Yeah, seems that way.

INT. ANDY’S HOUSE - EVENING

AUNT BEE works at making a little ribbon for Barney, while 
Andy broods next to her on the couch, smoking his cigarette.

AUNT BEE
You know Andy, I had my box of jam 
sitting out for tomorrow and one of 
the jars was stolen.  Can you 
believe it?!
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ANDY
I’m sorry Aunt Bee.  That darn 
thief is just slippery as all get 
out.

AUNT BEE
I thought Barney caught that jam-
stealing negro man?

ANDY
Ugh.  No, something tells me the 
criminal is still at large.

AUNT BEE
My roast’s almost ready, where’s 
Opie?

The boys’ rough-housing outside echoes through the window.

ANDY
That’s probably him outside.  I’ll 
grab him.

AUNT BEE
I don’t like him playing outside.  
What if another pack of negroes 
came through town and snatched him 
up?

ANDY
Aunt Bee, I’m surprised at you.

AUNT BEE
What?  They move in packs, you 
know.  And Opie’s a cute, well-
dressed young man.  He’s the 
perfect target.

EXT. ANDY’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

OPIE, Andy’s 7-year-old, and the other boys are scraping in 
the street with toy guns.  They really seem to be going at 
it, rougher than usual.

Andy comes down to the street and sees the boys putting a 
noose around another boy who has brown dirt smeared on his 
face.  Andy quickly breaks it up.

ANDY
Stop it!  Stop it!  What do you 
boys think you’re doing here?!
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KID #1
We’re not really gonna hurt him 
sheriff, honest.  We’re just 
playing cops.

OPIE
Yeah pa!  We’re catching the rest 
of the bad guys, like the one 
Barney got!

ANDY
How’s that?

OPIE
Well, Tommy says them blacks travel 
in packs, you know, like mongeese.

Andy wipes his face, as if to say, “Where am I?  Oh yeah, 
1961.”

ANDY
Alright kids, go on home.  Go on.  
Opie, come here, I want to talk to 
you.

The kids scatter.  Andy and Opie have a seat on their porch.

ANDY (CONT’D)
Son, let me explain something to 
you.  Just because a person is a 
black, it doesn’t make them 
automatically a bad person.

OPIE
Gee pa, I don’t understand.  If 
they’re not bad, then how come the 
first one we have in Mayberry tries 
to kill you?

ANDY
Ah... well, it’s not as simple as 
all that.  I could easily have been 
attacked by any other man.

OPIE
You’re saying any other black man?

ANDY
No, that’s not it.

Andy is struggling to explain - just as Opie is struggling to 
understand.
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ANDY (CONT’D)
What I’m trying to say Opie is that 
sometimes people believe something 
is wrong, but it may not actually 
be wrong.

OPIE
You mean like Mr. John and Mr. 
Peter who live in the same house?

ANDY
NO!  No, that is most definitely 
wrong!  But sometimes people get 
afraid of things for no real 
reason.  So rather than admit they 
don’t understand that thing, they 
just say it’s bad.

OPIE
I don’t get it, pa.  If that black 
man wasn’t doing anything wrong, 
then why’d Barney shoot him?  It 
doesn’t make any sense.

Andy exhales deep, giving up.

ANDY
Yeah, I’m having trouble 
understanding it myself, son.  Go 
on, wash up for dinner.

OPIE
OK pa.

He scampers off, leaving Andy to stew.

FADE TO BLACK.
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ACT III

EXT. FAIR GROUNDS - DAY

The festival is bursting with activity.  There’s not a single 
Mayberrite not present.  Jam is flowing like wine.

A cherubic little GIRL, about four feet tall with long blonde 
hair, saddles about the various jam booths.  She quickly NABS 
a jar from one of the purveyors without being seen or heard.

She expertly pops the lid, produces her own concealed spoon, 
and eats as she walks.  She walks right behind a large STAGE 
that’s been set up - passing Andy and Barney backstage.  

Andy is lost in thought, barely noticing her.

GIRL
Howdy sheriff!

ANDY
Hi sweet heart.

Barney peaks through the curtains at the full crowd.  Aunt 
Bee and Opie are right up front.  The Mayor speaks on stage.

BARNEY
Oh boy, isn’t this exciting!  I 
gotta thank you for putting this 
together, Anj.  Never won a medal 
before.  I mean, not that I can 
talk about - had many covert 
missions in the war, of course.

ANDY
I thought you were a file clerk.

BARNEY
Ah... yeah, filing away those Huns 
into early graves!

Andy rolls his eyes.

Everyone starts clapping and Barney turns to Andy, overjoyed.

BARNEY (CONT’D)
They’re calling us up, Anj.  Come 
on!

ON STAGE

Barney struts on up, waving like a beauty queen.  Andy is 
reserved and clearly uncomfortable, hands folded.

17.



MAYOR
To present this award for bravery 
and valor to our own Deputy Fife is 
the very man he saved from that 
monster, Sheriff Andrew Taylor.

The crowd claps some more as Andy approaches the podium.  He 
pulls a few crumpled notes out of his pocket.  One reads, 
“Lie.”  Displeased, he shuffles to another note, “Lie Some 
More.”  Andy sighs.

ANDY
I want to thank you all for coming 
today.   We’re so lucky to be 
enjoying our beautiful Biannual Jam 
and Preserves Festival, thanks in 
no small part to the quick thinking 
and swift action of Barney Fife for 
catching the jam thief and saving 
my life.

Everyone claps. The jam-thieving girl sits in the back row, 
cheering wildly.

ANDY (CONT’D)
Barney really is a hero and if it 
weren’t for him, I don’t know--

Andy looks down and sees Opie, smiling up at him.  Andy 
starts to waiver.

ANDY (CONT’D)
Ah, that is to say, I don’t know...

Barney and the Mayor both look over to Andy quizzically.  

Andy just can’t seem to get out the words.  Everyone hangs on 
his silence, waiting and wondering what he may say.  

Finally, Andy’s shoulders slump and he lets loose--

ANDY (CONT’D)
I’m sorry everyone, but I have 
something to say that may shock 
you, but it needs to be said.  
Barney’s not a hero.

Gasps!  The jam-filled spoon falls out of the little girl’s 
mouth.

ANDY (CONT’D)
That man who Barney shot and killed-
-
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FLOYD
(shouting from the crowd)

You mean that nigger man!?

Andy’s eyes practically shoot daggers at Floyd.  Floyd 
quietly shrinks back into his seat.

ANDY
The MAN he shot and killed was not 
the jam thief nor was he trying to 
harm me in any way.  He was just 
passing through and needed to use 
the restroom.  That’s all!  He 
wasn’t some monster or even up to 
no good, just cause he was 
different.

He looks directly at Opie, making sure he gets this.

ANDY (CONT’D)
He was a human being, same as you 
or me.  And he was WRONGED by 
Barney.

(beat)
And by me.

He looks back to the crowd.

ANDY (CONT’D)
I love Barney and I’ve always known 
him to be a good man, but that 
don’t change the fact that he acted 
out of stupid fear.  And because of 
that fear, a man is dead.  No 
excuse for that and we can’t stand 
by and let these things happen.

Some faces in the crowd tear up.  MR. JOHN and MR. PETER, a 
mid-40s male couple in the back row, hug each other in 
solidarity.

ANDY (CONT’D)
If I continue to stand by, well, 
I’m as much to blame as the man who 
pulled the trigger.  I let this 
horrible injustice pass unanswered 
for nearly a day and that is nearly 
a day too long.  So Barney, you are 
under arrest.

Andy slaps hand-cuffs on Barney. 
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INT. COURT HOUSE - LATER

The jail cell bars slam shut.  A long-faced Andy is BEHIND 
BARS.  Andy has been arrested, not Barney!  

Barney stands outside the cell, ribbon pinned prominently on 
his chest.

BARNEY
Dang it Anj, North Carolina Law 426 
Section 3 states clear as day that 
any man who bears witness against a 
white man in favor of a negro man 
is guilty of perjury and shall 
spend no less than ten days in 
jail.  You oughta know that!

Andy swallows his disdain--

ANDY
Yeah, I reckon I should have 
figured that.

BARNEY
I take no pleasure in doing this to 
you, but you forced my hand.

ANDY
That’s fine, Barn.  You better get 
back to the festival. The parade’s 
waiting on you.

BARNEY
Alright.  I’ll check on you later.

Switching from concerned to overjoyed, Barney barrels out the 
door.  Andy hangs his head, alone and defeated.

A moment later Opie enters and walks over to his father’s 
cell.

OPIE
Hey pa.

ANDY
Oh son, go on home.  I don’t want 
you to see me in here.

OPIE
OK. Here, I just wanted to give 
this to you.

He passes a ribbon through the bars.  Andy reads it aloud--

20.



ANDY
“Honorable Mention: Most Viscous 
Jam.”  What’s this? 

OPIE
It’s the only ribbon they didn’t 
end up using, so they let me take 
it.  I wanted you to have it.

ANDY
Why?

OPIE
Well, it’s like you said.  Just 
cause everyone says you done wrong, 
doesn’t make it true.  You’re my 
hero, pa, even if no one else sees 
it.

Andy is speechless and can’t help but smile.  He reaches 
through the bars and hugs his son.

ANDY
Thank you, son.

FADE TO BLACK.
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STINGER.

INT. COURT HOUSE - DAY

Andy sits on his cell cot, playing his acoustic guitar.  He’s 
got a few days stubble, but seems content enough.

Just then, Barney bursts through the front door, yelling and 
screaming!  He is followed close behind by the town PREACHER.

BARNEY
Andy!  Andy!  I did it!  I did it!

ANDY
What?!  What is it?!

(to the Preacher)
Howdy reverend.

PREACHER
Howdy sheriff.

BARNEY
Listen Anj, I found a loop hole!

He grabs the cell keys and proudly unlocks Andy’s cell.

BARNEY (CONT’D)
You’re free to go, old pal.

ANDY
It’s only day three of my sentence.

BARNEY
That’s true, but the only three you 
should be worried about is Section 
3 of code 223.  Well, I guess the 
three in 223 is also important.  
OK, so there’s two threes you 
should care about more than day 
three--

ANDY
What is it!?

BARNEY
Remember how we had that jam 
thief/attempted murderer’s body in 
the next cell?

ANDY
I seem to recall.
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BARNEY
Well, that’s the ticket right 
there!  We had a negro in our jail.  
A nonsegregated jail!  And 
according to 223-3, any jail that 
contains a black prisoner for even 
three fifths of a day shall be 
henceforth a negro jail and no 
whites may be jailed therein!  So 
you can’t be lawfully kept here!

Suspicious, Andy slowly gets up and walks out of the cell.

ANDY
What’s the reverend doing here 
then?

BARNEY
Come on!  You oughta know by this 
point ol’ Barn thinks of 
everything.  Since our little jail 
here is ibso facto a negro jail 
now, we’re gonna have to have it de-
negrofied before we can rightly 
serve the loyal white criminals of 
our town.  So the reverend’s here 
to do some enchantments.

PREACHER
Prayers, Barney.  Not enchantments.  
You make it sound so ridiculous.

BARNEY
Of course.

PREACHER
Now let’s get these evil coon 
spirits out of here, shall we!

The preacher begins hooting and hollering, sprinkling holy 
water, etc.  Barney stands back in respectful awe.

BARNEY
Now aren’t you glad I’m around, 
Anj?  Always here to save you.  Not 
that I mind of course, gives me 
purpose.

Andy’s expression is blank.  Numb.  He calmly walks over to 
the gun cabinet.  He eyes the rifles then looks back to Barn.

He shakes his head, thinking better of it.
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Suddenly the front door flies open and in walks a MAN IN A 
TURBAN.  He has a shapely white beard, glasses, and is darker 
skinned. 

MAN IN TURBAN
Pardon me, gentlemen.

Barney turns to look and immediately tenses up.  As Barney 
approaches the man, Andy also tenses up - for a different 
reason.

BARNEY
What do you want?

The man has a slight accent, but speaks clearly and elegantly-
-

MAN IN TURBAN
My name is Doctor Sen and my driver 
seems to be a bit lost.  I’m due to 
speak at NCU in Raleigh this 
afternoon, but we--

BARNEY
Hold the mumbo jumbo right there!  
I can’t understand a word you’re 
saying.

DR. SEN
Well, I--

BARNEY
You’ve come here for revenge, 
haven’t you?  You and that last 
darky assassin were in cahoots, 
weren’t you!?

Barney springs into attack position, hand on his gun at his 
hip.  The doctor is taken aback.

BARNEY (CONT’D)
You gotta get up pretty early to 
fool me!  

(turns to shout to Andy)
Anj, this heathen says he’s--

Andy CLOCKS Barney across the mouth.  He drops like a ton of 
bricks, out cold.  Andy clears his throat and leads the 
doctor outside.

ANDY
Sorry about that doc, we’ve had, 
ah... 
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we had some lead contamination in 
our water lately.  Everyone’s not 
acting themselves.

They both look at the dancing preacher.

DR. SEN
Poor things.

ANDY
Let me give you some directions to 
Raleigh.  Would you like some fresh 
jam to take along with you?

DR. SEN
Oh thank you sheriff.  Your 
kindness is such a breath of fresh 
air.  We’ve had to stop in some 
rather unwelcoming places, if you 
can believe it.

ANDY
No, I can’t believe it.

FADE TO BLACK.
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