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TEASER

INT. BOYD’S HIDEOUT - LIVING ROOM - DAY  

BOYD, CARL, and EARL sit around a small, open fire fueled by 
wood. Over the fire, a metal pot lies suspended thanks to a 
metal split. All is quiet save for the sounds of Boyd 
halfheartedly digging into a can of beans with a spoon and 
looking down into it.  

Earl looks at Carl apprehensively, but Carl only holds his 
gaze for a second before stirring whatever’s in the pot with 
a spoon of his own. 

Earl takes a light breath of air before looking at Boyd. 

EARL
Hey, Boyd. 

Boyd doesn’t bother looking up.  

Earl takes another light breath

EARL
You sure you don’t want none of the 
beans me and Carl are cookin’ up? 
They’ll be warm.  

Boyd still doesn’t bother looking up. 

Earl looks at Carl again and this time Carl locks his gaze.  

EARL
Me and Carl was thinkin’--

Carl shakes his head and taps his spoon against said pot’s 
interior loudly.

EARL
--Well, I was thinkin’ that we--
well, you--still got all that cash 
you got for turning in Walker.  

Boyd’s spoon stops halfway to his waiting maw and he looks up 
at Earl. 

BOYD
And? 

Earl gulps. 



EARL
Well... a hundred grand sounds like 
good money to set up shop 
elsewhere, and between Avery’s boys 
and the Marshals, maybe we should--

Boyd puts his spoon into his can and puts it on the ground. 
He turns his head toward Carl. 

BOYD
Carl, did you and your baby brother 
plan this? 

Carl leans into his chair. 

CARL
Well, he did come and talk to me 
about it. 

BOYD
What’d you say? 

Carl looks at Earl. 

CARL
I said leave me the hell out. 

Boyd smirks and looks at Earl.  

BOYD
Hear that Earl? Your brother’s a 
wise man. 

Boyd’s expression goes from joy to fury in a second. Quickly, 
he picks up the can and tosses it at Earl’s head. Before Earl 
can react, Boyd grabs a hold of his neck with both hands and 
pushes him and the chair he’s sitting on to the ground.

Carl gets up from his seat and looks worried, but just stands 
there. 

BOYD
Maybe you should have listened to 
him. Maybe you should have listened 
to me when I said that we’re 
staying in Kentucky. 

Earl gurgles. 

Boyd throttles him. 
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BOYD
I’ve shed too much blood, seen too 
many other folks cry, and sweated 
too hard to leave now, least not 
‘till--  

The sound of a phone vibrating goes off. Boyd glares at Earl 
for a moment before pulling one of his hands away and using 
it to fish out his cellphone. He puts it to his ear.   

BOYD
Who the hell is this? 

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
Boyd, is that any way to speak to a 
business associate? 

Boyd snarls. 

BOYD
Limehouse. 

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
Who else? 

Boyd glares down at Earl one last time before getting off of 
him and walking back to his chair.  

BOYD
Well, as much I’d like to know how 
the hell you got this number, I 
ain’t in the mood for bullshit 
right now. So cut the crap and tell 
me what the hell you want. 

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
Oh, it’s not what I want, it’s what 
you want. I know for a fact that 
you want to get back at Raylan 
Givens and I got just the way to do 
it. 

Boyd stops before his chair for a moment and then takes a 
seat. 

BOYD
How much you want? 

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
How much is it worth to you? 

BOYD
Well, tell me what I’m buyin’ and 
we’ll work our way from there. 
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LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
You know Winona Hawkins?

BOYD
Don’t know. Do I? 

Boyd chuckles. 

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
Well, on the off chance you don’t, 
she’s Mr. Givens’ ex-wife. Let’s 
just say I know I guy who knows a 
guy who has it on good authority 
that she’s currently stateside.  

Boyd pauses for a moment. 

Limehouse chuckles. 

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
Now your attention’s all mine, 
ain’t it? 

Boyd glares straight ahead. 

BOYD
Twenty grand.

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
Come on Boyd. Man like me loves to 
eat and twenty grand ain’t even 
enough to wipe with afterwards. 
Besides, you’re a big time 
gangster. Recuperating, say, fifty 
grand in loses shouldn’t be hard 
for you.     

Boyd looks apprehensive. 

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
Did I mention she’s scheduled to 
leave Kentucky today? 

Boyd puts his free hand to his forehead, looking even more 
apprehensive. Then, out of nowhere, a smile comes to his face 
and he laughs up a storm.  

Earl and Carl look at each other with worry. 

BOYD
Limehouse, you are one slimy, 
slippery, son of a bitch.   
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Limehouse chuckles again. 

LIMEHOUSE (V.O.)
That may be true, Boyd, but I’m a 
son of a bitch whose about to be 
fifty grand richer. Now, get 
yourself a pen and some paper. 

EXT. LORETTA’S HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - DAY

RAYLAN knocks on the front door. 

In a few seconds, LORETTA, opens it and smiles. 

LORETTA
Raylan!

RAYLAN
Good morning, Loretta. 

LORETTA
You know you ain’t gotta knock.

RAYLAN
Sorry, but after all the folks 
intruding, I wanted to make sure I 
didn’t get my head blown off by a 
shotgun because you thought I was a 
trespasser.   

Loretta waves it off. 

LORETTA
Oh please. If I was gonna shoot 
anyone breaking in, I’d aim for the 
balls. Plus, I’d use something way 
more powerful than a shotgun.  

Raylan puts his hands up.

RAYLAN
Hey, no doubts here. 

Loretta ushers him in. 

INT. LORETTA’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Raylan and Loretta walk towards a pair of couches. 

LORETTA
Speaking of firepower, I was 
thinking of getting an RPG for home 
defense. You’re a fed. 
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You know if they’re legal in 
Kentucky or if there’s some big 
push to make them?

Raylan chuckles.

RAYLAN
Well, if the state’s really gonna 
make marijuana legal here, I 
suppose anything’s possible. I’ll 
look into it. 

Raylan sits down on the couch facing the front door. 

RAYLAN
I just don’t wanna be one of the 
poor SOB’s on the receiving end of 
something like that. 

Loretta stands next to him.  

LORETTA
Well, would you like to be a poor 
SOB on the receiving end of some of 
my famous prepackaged coffee? 

RAYLAN
Sounds lovely. 

Loretta enters the kitchen.  

LORETTA (O.S.)
So, still paranoid about Markham, 
are ya? 

RAYLAN
Well, you saw the look on his face 
back at The Portal. You tell me. I 
suppose you still being all chipper 
means he’s still laying off the 
heat.    

From the kitchen, the sound of a cabinet being opened can be 
heard.  

LORETTA (O.S.)
Yep. Still haven’t even seen the 
silhouette of him or his stupid 
tie. Same for his thugs.  

From the kitchen, the sound of liquid being poured can be 
heard. Loretta reenters the living room with a steaming cup 
of coffee in hand. 
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LORETTA
Though if someone like Boyd tried 
to rob me the way he did, I figure 
I’d send every goon I could after 
him until I was sure he was chopped 
up into dog food before going back 
to picking on the poor little 
orphan girl. Priorities and all 
that. 

Loretta takes a seat on the couch opposite Raylan and places 
the cup on the coffee table between them.   

RAYLAN
Speaking of Boyd, has he--  

Loretta sighs. 

LORETTA
Like I said the last million times 
you’ve asked, no. 

RAYLAN
You sure about that?

Loretta rolls her eyes. 

LORETTA
Yes, Raylan, I’m sure. 

RAYLAN
Really? Because, from the sound of 
things back at The Portal--

LORETTA
Raylan, answer me this: what’s 
worse? A black widow or a bear? 

Raylan looks at her funny. 

LORETTA
Well for me, personally, I can’t 
stand black widows. They can hide 
and appear just about anywhere, 
bite you, and kill you just like 
that. 

She snaps her fingers.

7.



LORETTA
Now, I’m no fan of bears either, 
but at least I can see them coming 
a mile away and I’d sooner back one 
of them than a black widow any day, 
especially in the heat of the 
moment.     

Raylan nods. 

RAYLAN
So, that’s about as far as you and 
Boyd’s relationship goes? 

Loretta nods. 

RAYLAN
Damn it. I was afraid you’d say 
that.  

Raylan grabs a hold of the coffee cup and takes a sip. 

LORETTA
Then why’d you ask?  

RAYLAN
Because I’ve seen as much of Boyd 
recently as you’ve seen of Markham 
and I’m grasping at straws trying 
to find out what hole he’s-- 

A ring tone sounds off. Raylan reaches into his pocket and 
pulls out his phone. 

LORETTA
Who is it? 

Raylan looks at the Caller ID. It reads, ‘Winona.’ 

RAYLAN
Excuse me for a second. 

Raylan gets up and walks out of the front door. 

EXT. LORETTA’S HOUSE - FRONT PORCH - DAY

Raylan answers his phone. 

RAYLAN
Winona, well isn’t this-- 

BOYD (V.O.)
What? A surprise? 
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Raylan’s eyes widen. 

Over the phone, Boyd chuckles.

BOYD (V.O.)
That’s right, Raylan. You once took 
someone important to me, so I feel 
it only just if I pay that favor 
forward. With interest. Say hello 
to daddy, baby girl!   

Over the phone, Willa’s crying can be heard. 

Raylan’s apparent shock changes to apparent anger.  

RAYLAN
Boyd, I swear to God if you hurt 
them, I won’t just shoot you, I’ll--

The line goes dead. 

Raylan takes his phone away from his ear and looks at the 
screen. It reads, ‘Call Ended.’ 

Raylan, angry as he’s ever been, throws his cell phone onto 
the floor and yells out as loud as he can.  

END TEASER
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ACT ONE

INT. HOTEL - KATHERINE’S SUITE - DAY

Several knocks are heard on the door and KATHERINE opens it 
to reveal WYNN and MIKEY.

WYNN
Hello, Katherine. 

Katherine quickly puts on a smile. 

KATHERINE
Wynn! So good of you to come. 

Wynn and Mikey walk in.  

WYNN
So, care to tell me what this is 
about? You weren’t very forthcoming 
over the phone.

Mikey shuts the door behind them. Him and Katherine share a 
look.   

KATHERINE
Go ahead, Mikey. Tell him. 

Wynn looks confused.

WYNN
Mikey? What does--

Wynn turns around to be greeted by Mikey’s fist slamming into 
his nose. The attack forces Wynn to the ground. When he 
attempts to get up, Mikey grabs hold of the back of his suit 
and drags him to the living room area, Katherine following. 

There, two of Katherine’s THUGS are casually seated on a 
couch, reading newspapers.     

KATHERINE
Enough lounging. Get to work boys. 

The two thugs put down their papers and search Wynn. They 
take out his gun, wallet, cellphone, and keys. 

KATHERINE
Wynn here looks tired. Why don’t 
you boys give him a seat?

Mikey and the two thugs grab a hold of Wynn and force him 
onto a couch, holding him there. Blood runs down his nose and 
his breathing is heavy.  
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WYNN
Katherine, what the hell is--

KATHERINE
I know. 

Wynn looks like a deer caught in the headlights, but he 
quickly puts his poker face back on. 

WYNN
What are you--?

Katherine slaps him audibly across the face. 

KATHERINE
Don’t lie to me! Don’t you dare lie 
to me you God damn rat!  

WYNN
I still don’t know what you’re-- 

Katherine slaps him again. 

KATHERINE
Really? Does Grady ring a bell? How 
about Raylan? 

Katherine claws at the side of his face with her sharp and 
perfectly manicured fingernails, drawing five trails of blood 
from a screaming Wynn’s cheeks. 

She looks him dead in the eyes. 

KATHERINE
That’s right, Wynn. I know all 
about how YOU were the mole that 
brought down my ex and how Givens 
recently turned you back into one 
to get at Boyd. Your bodyguard here 
told me all about it, you dirty, 
little, snitch. 

Katherine glances at Mikey.

KATHERINE
Unlike you, Mikey here knows where 
his loyalties SHOULD be.  

Wynn’s poker face remains constant. 

WYNN
Katherine... I don’t know what 
stories Mikey’s told you... 
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but why on earth would you take his 
word over mine? 

Katherine’s glare lingers on Wynn for a while. She walks away 
towards a coffee table. There, she picks up her purse and 
pulls out her magnum. 

Wynn’s expression is still constant. 

WYNN
Katherine...  

Katherine walks back to Wynn and aims her magnum right at his 
sweating forehead. 

WYNN
Katherine... I’m not now, nor have 
I ever been, a snitch for--

Katherine presses the barrel against Wynn’s forehead. 

Wynn begins to laugh. 

Katherine scowls. 

KATHERINE
What’s so funny? 

Wynn nods toward Katherine. 

WYNN
You. It’s really quite gut busting. 
The depths you’ll go and the 
RIDICULOUS excuses you’ll fabricate 
to cut me out of Avery’s money 
after all that legwork you put me 
through. 

Wynn gestures as best he can towards Mikey and the two thugs. 

WYNN
Take a good long look at me, 
fellas, because this is where 
you’ll be not far down the road 
once your boss has her millions and 
doesn’t want you around anymore.    

Katherine pistol whips Wynn on top of his head.  

Wynn winces. 

KATHERINE
Don’t you dare try and worm your 
way out of this one, you snake! 
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Wynn chuckles.  

WYNN
Snake? Why Katherine, I’m 
flattered, but I must say I could 
never bite a loyal dog in the balls 
like you’re doing right now. 

Katherine presses the barrel of her gun right against Wynn’s 
balls.  

KATHERINE
You may be a dog, Wynn, but we both 
know you’re anything but loyal... 
and in need of a good neutering.   

Wynn’s eyes widen and he clenches his teeth. 

The door to Katherine’s hotel room opens up and in walks her 
grand kids, THOMAS and FIA, bookbags on their back, before 
she can shoot.   

Katherine’s attention and that of her goons turns toward 
them. She quickly hides the magnum behind herself and puts on 
a big smile. 

KATHERINE
Thomas! Fia! You’re... two hours 
early.

Before anyone else can speak, Wynn manages to break free of 
Katherine’s goons with a burst of strength, grabs his keys, 
and knocks down Thomas and Fia on his way out of the suite.     

INT. HOTEL - HALLWAY - DAY 

Wynn races down the hallway like his ass is on fire. 

Katherine can be heard shouting incoherently. 

Wynn turns his head around to find Mikey chasing him.

WYNN
Shit. 

INT. BOYD’S HIDEOUT - LIVING ROOM - DAY  

The front door is kicked open by Boyd, carrying a sleeping 
Willa in a baby carrier. 

He’s soon followed by Carl and Earl, who carry an unconscious 
Winona between both their arms. 
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Once they’re all inside, Boyd slams the door shut with a leg. 
He looks at Carl and Earl, who are just standing there and 
looking back at him.     

BOYD
What exactly are you boys waiting 
for? 

EARL
Well... where do you want us to 
dump her?

Boyd looks at Earl like he just sprouted a third head. 

BOYD
In the basement, of course. Bound, 
gagged, and tied to something that 
ain’t gonna budge. 

CARL
Same for the baby? 

BOYD
Nah. She’s gonna be up here, 
spending some quality time with her 
uncle Boyd.  

Boyd turns the carrier towards him and tickles Willa gently 
on the neck.  

BOYD
Ain’t that right? Yes it is. Yes it 
is. 

Carl and Earl look at their boss like he’s lost it before 
moving towards the stairs leading down into the basement. 
Footsteps on creaking wood can be heard.   

BOYD
Could one of you be so kind as to 
bring up the duffle bag?  

Boyd sits on a chair and places the carrier on his lap.  

EARL (O.S.)
Which one? 

BOYD
Which one do you think? And while 
you’re at it, bring up an extra 
one.    
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The sound of footsteps on creaking wood return as Earl 
reenters the room, two large duffle bags in his hands. He 
places them in front of Boyd.

BOYD
Good. Now empty out the one that 
ain’t got cash and put fifty grand 
in it. 

Earl looks at Boyd apprehensively.  

Boyd tilts his head to one side. 

BOYD
I’m sorry. Did I stutter? 

Earl continues his look.

EARL
You’re not honestly going to pay 
that son of bitch what he wanted. 

Boyd looks confused. 

BOYD
And why wouldn’t I?  

EARL
Because he’s a son of a bitch!

BOYD
You’re right. Ellstin Limehouse is 
a son of a bitch. But damn me if he 
hasn’t pulled through recently and 
damn us all if I don’t hold up my 
end of the deal. 

EARL
How come?  

BOYD
Well for one, he’s the only 
business associate I got left in 
Harlan who doesn’t want to take a 
big bite out of my ass. And two, if 
he could figure the number of my 
new cell so quick, he might just 
know enough to lead Markham’s boys 
or the feds right to our home away 
from home if I don’t pay to shut 
him up. 
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EARL 
But he knows we’d chop him up into 
chitlins if he tried that! 

BOYD
All he knows is that we’d try, and 
considering the kind of heat on us, 
he might think he has good odds of 
living.  

Earl looks down at the ground for a bit before looking back 
at Boyd.  

EARL
Does he? 

Boyd glares at Earl. 

BOYD
Why don’t you just do what I tell 
you and leave the math to me, huh? 

Earl nods and kneels down. He opens up the duffle bag not 
filled with money and throws aside all of the ammo boxes, 
canned food, and other assorted junk up against a wall.  

The noise wakes up Willa, who begins crying.

Boyd massages his temples. 

BOYD
God damn it. You woke her up.

He undoes the straps keeping Willa in the carrier and 
attempts to rock her to sleep in his arms.  

BOYD
Shush now. Don’t cry. Your Uncle 
Boyd’s got you safe and sound. 

INT. MARSHAL’S OFFICE - BULLPEN - DAY

With thundering footsteps and a steely gaze, a clearly angry 
Raylan walks through the bullpen towards Rachel’s office. 

Once at the door, he stops to hear what sounds like a heated 
conversation taking place inside. He opens the door and walks 
in.

INT. MARSHAL’S OFFICE - RACHEL BROOKS’ OFFICE - DAY 
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Inside, Raylan finds TIM, RACHEL, and ART all seated. The 
latter two look at him as though he were a wild animal about 
to pounce while the former’s face is neutral. He shuts the 
door behind him. 

RACHEL 
Raylan. 

RAYLAN
Have you found him yet? 

Rachel and Art share a look before looking back at Raylan.  

ART
We... sent out those missing 
persons alerts you--

RAYLAN
So you haven’t found him yet.  

Art takes in a breath. 

ART
No. No one’s reported seeing anyone 
matching Winona’s or Willa’s 
descriptions either. 

RAYLAN
What about Louisville PD? They turn 
up anything? 

ART
Aside from Winona’s sister and some 
broken windows, nothing. Not yet 
anyway. Despite this... unexpected 
turn, we’re still playing needle in 
a God damn haystack.   

For a brief moment, Raylan looks thoughtful. 

RAYLAN
Is Gayle--? 

ART
Aside from massive bruising on her 
head and a mild concussion, she’s 
fine.

RAYLAN
Good. 

Raylan’s thoughtful look leaves and is replaced by an angry 
one. He turns around and opens the door.   

Rachel’s face is incredulous.
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RACHEL
Where the hell are you going? 

RAYLAN
Back out there. I’ve got a Crowder 
to hunt. 

Raylan makes it to the threshold. 

RACHEL
Raylan, don’t you dare walk out 
that door until we’ve talked. 

Raylan stops and turns back around. 

RAYLAN
About what?

RACHEL
About this case and your role in 
it. 

Raylan looks confused. 

RAYLAN
What? 

Art sighs. 

ART
Right before you got here, the 
three of us-- 

Art glares at Tim, who returns it right on back. 

ART
Were having a rather... ‘spirited’ 
debate. We decided-- 

Tim huffs.  
ART

Well, Rachel and I decided, that 
it’d be best if you... sat the 
remainder of the Boyd Crowder case 
out given recent developments.  

Raylan looks at Art like he just revealed he was actually a 
woman. He looks between Art and Rachel for a bit with that 
same look.  

RAYLAN
You can’t be serious. 

18.



Rachel takes in a deep breath. 

RACHEL
We’re afraid that you might become 
or are already too close to this 
assignment. Given your temperament, 
we can’t risk you jeopardizing the 
case. 

A snarl of unbridled fury makes its way onto Raylan’s face. 

RAYLAN
Damn right I’m too close to this 
case! I’ve been gunning for Boyd 
ever since I got back to Kentucky 
and now that murderous Hillbilly 
fuck has my wife and daughter!  

ART
Raylan!

RAYLAN
Tell me: if a subhuman shit stain 
like Boyd takes your family and 
does God know what to them, would 
you take yourselves off the case 
that’s gonna bring him down!? Huh!? 

Rachel slams her hands on her desk and quickly stands up.  

RACHEL
One more word out of you, Raylan, 
and I’ll-- 

Raylan turns around and storms out of the office at a brisk 
pace, slamming the door behind him. 

Rachel and Art’s faces are shocked and grow almost as furious 
as Raylan’s.  

Tim looks worried. 

ART
Raylan! Get your ass back here! 

RACHEL
Art, get out there and bring him--

TIM
No. 

Tim gets out of his seat.  
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TIM
I’ll do it. 

Rachel and Art give him a look. 

ART
You sure about that? The way he 
looked, he’s liable to bite a T-
Rex’s head off.  

TIM
I know Raylan. I can handle him. 

Tim opens the door and shuts it behind him.  

INT. MARSHAL’S OFFICE - GARAGE - RAYLAN’S CAR - DAY

Raylan opens the door to the driver’s seat, slumps in, and 
shuts it as hard as he can. He takes a breath then curses 
angrily while beating on his steering wheel and kicking the 
floor of his car. He stops when he hears tapping on the 
window right next to him. He looks and sees Tim standing 
beyond said window. 

Raylan sighs before opening the driver’s door and stepping 
outside.   

INT. MARSHAL’S OFFICE - GARAGE - DAY 

Raylan leans against the open door, in front of Tim.  

RAYLAN
What? They talk you into bringing 
me back there to get chewed out 
some more?  

Tim huffs in a humoured fashion. 

TIM
Hardly. Before you walked in and 
interrupted, could you hear how 
loud our ‘discussion’ was?  

RAYLAN
From Florida. 

TIM
Well, the reason for that was that 
I was telling them what they wanted 
to do with you sucked. Granted, I 
wasn’t as... ‘direct’ as you were, 
but I said essentially the same 
thing. 
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RAYLAN
So why is it you’re really down 
here, then? 

TIM
Isn’t it obvious? I’m going to help 
you find this bastard. Hell, I’ll 
even shoot him in the head for you.  

Raylan looks thoughtful. 

RAYLAN
Sorry, but, when I find him, I 
ain’t gonna shoot him in the head. 
I’m aimin’ to hit something he’d 
find much more painful.  

TIM
So, is that a yes? 

Raylan nods. 

RAYLAN
Get in. 

Tim nods back and he and Raylan get into the car. 

INT. MARSHAL’S OFFICE - GARAGE - RAYLAN’S CAR - DAY

TIM
So, where to first? 

Raylan sighs. 

RAYLAN
Well-- 

The sound of a ring tone interrupts him. He pulls out his 
cellphone from his pocket and answers it quickly.    

RAYLAN
What? Yeah. This is him.  

Raylan’s eyes widen.  

RAYLAN
She is? Well that’s fantastic! 

Raylan smiles and chuckles a bit. 

RAYLAN
Can she take visitors? Great. 
Thanks. 
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Raylan hangs up and puts the phone down. 

TIM
Who was that? 

Raylan turns to Tim and looks at him with a grin. 

RAYLAN
Change of plans. We’re going to the 
hospital.   

END ACT ONE
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