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Screenplay 

Connor Loyd 

“Land of the Living” 

 

 

"CALIFORNIA FRONTIER, 1875" 

 

EXT. BOOM TOWN. MAIN STREET. MIDDAY. 

The sweltering California heat beams down on a small frontier 
town. 

 

Outside the local Sheriff's office, a collection of "WANTED" 
posters hang together on a wooden wall. 

 

In front of them stands JOSEPH Sumner, a 39-year-old bounty 
hunter. 

His eyes move from poster to poster, considering his options. 

$500... $900... 

Finally, one catches his attention. 

"MAD MURPHY BIERCE. REWARD: $1,000 DEAD, $5,000 ALIVE." 

A small smile spreads across JOSEPH's face. He tears down the 
poster from the wall and rolls it up. 

 

INT. BOOM TOWN SALOON. MIDDAY. 

JOSEPH sits at a saloon bar. In front of him, the "WANTED" 
poster is sprawled out across the bar top for the BARTENDER 
to see. 

 

JOSEPH 

"New Eden?" Never heard of it. 

BARTENDER 
Most haven't. You won't find it on 

any maps. But last I saw of ol' 
Murph there— 

The BARTENDER taps at the poster. 

BARTENDER (CONT'D) 
—he was talking about making a 
visit out there. 



 

 Wide Angle 2 

JOSEPH 
Then I guess I am too. Where is 
it? 
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EXT. CALIFORNIA FOREST. AFTERNOON. 
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JOSEPH takes a seat. WALTER holds out his hand in greeting. 

WALTER 

Walter Blythe. 

JOSEPH takes WALTER's hand and shakes it. 

JOSEPH 

Joseph Sumner. Nice to meet you. 

WALTER 
Likewise! So, what brings you out 
here, Joseph? 

JOSEPH 

Work. And you? 

WALTER 
Oh, it's pleasure for me! 
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As FERRYMAN 2 ties the horses, FERRYMAN 1 gets up and walks 
to the end of the cart. 

FERRYMAN 1 
Alright everybody, we have 
arrived. You may now take off your 
bags. Give them to me as you exit 
and enjoy your stay at New Eden. 

 

JOSEPH, along with the other passengers, removes the bag from 
his head and hands it to FERRYMAN 1 as he files off of the 
cart. 

 

He follows the group around the corner and into the town's 
CENTRAL SQUARE. 

 

JOSEPH looks around in pure awe. The sheer spectacle, excess, 
and debauchery on display is more than he's ever seen before: 

-Crowds huddle and toss money around knife-wielding 
fighters, who hack and slash at one another as the 
spectators cheer. 

 

-Drunken patrons stumble about, drinking enough booze to kill 
an elephant. A few seem to be downing literal poison. 

 

-A pair of gamblers sit at a patio table, playing Russian 
roulette with a pile of money between them. 

 

JOSEPH approaches the two gamblers and brings out MURPH’s 
"WANTED" poster. 

 

JOSEPH 
Excuse me, gentlemen. Have 
either of you seen— 

 

BLAM! GAMBLER 2 topples over! GAMBLER 1 lets out a huge belly 
laugh, he and rakes the cash over to his side of the table. 

GAMBLER 1 
Better luck next time, friend! 

(to JOSEPH) 

Sorry, what were you saying? 

JOSEPH 
I was wondering if you've seen this 
man anywhere recently. 

GAMBLER 1 

Let me see here. 
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GAMBLER 1 takes the poster and holds it close, eyeing the 
picture. 

 

GAMBLER 1 (CONT'D) 
Maybe, maybe not. Why, is he a 
friend of yours? 

JOSEPH glares at him, unamused. 

GAMBLER 1 (CONT'D) 
Okay, yeah. He looks familiar. I'm 
sure I've seen him around here 
somewhere. 
 
     JOSEPH 

          

    

Where?   

GAMBLER 1 

I don't know. Doyle's, maybe? 

The gambler motions to a saloon across the square. Above the 
entrance hangs a large wooden sign which reads "DOYLE'S." 

JOSEPH 
Thanks.

Joseph rolls up the poster and leaves. 

Behind him, GAMBLER 2 starts to groan, slowly sitting up. 

 

INT. DOYLE'S SALOON. FOYER. NIGHT. 

JOSEPH enters through swinging saloon doors into a foyer 
filled with smoke, music, and chatter. 

 

He wades through the raucous, rambunctious crowd as his eyes 
scan the room for MURPH. 

 

At the far end of the foyer, perched on top of a piano, lies 
his target. 

 

MURPH is rambling to a pair of clearly disinterested female 

patrons. 
 

MURPH 
But that's how you survive in this 
business, I suppose. They may be 
smart, but I'm always one step—— 
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MURPH feels something and glances down. JOSEPH’s hands are 
wrapped tightly around his boot. 

 

JOSEPH tugs back, swinging MURPH off the piano and into a 
wooden table, smashing it to the floor. Glass shatters and 
people scatter as a disoriented MURPH struggles to his feet.
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JOSEPH 

He did what? 

Sensing JOSEPH’s hesitancy, DOYLE interjects himself back into 
the conversation. 

DOYLE 
Well, as accommodating as we try to 
be around here, I'm afraid I can't 
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Up above in his balcony, LEYATI turns and goes back inside. 

 

EXT. NEW EDEN GALLOWS. NIGHT. 

At the edge of town, wooden gallows loom ominously overhead. 

The attendants drown a dirty rag in chloroform and hold it 
tightly against a struggling MURPH’s mouth and nose. JOSEPH 
stands by, watching. 

 

As MURPH loses consciousness, JOSEPH glances down at what 
remains of his bullet wound. It's already mostly healed up. 

JOSEPH 

Neat. 

When they pull the rag away, MURPH is out cold. A bit of 
drool drips down from his mouth. 

 

The attendants tie his hands behind his back and tie his feet 
at the end of a long noose. 

 

They throw the other end of the noose around the top of the 
gallows and pull MURPH up. They then tie the rope down, 
leaving the bound MURPH hanging upside down. 

 

ATTENDANT 
Alrighty. That should keep him till 
morning. You can come and collect 
him on your way out. 

JOSEPH 

Thank you. 

The attendants walk off, and JOSEPH takes one final look at 
MURPH. A hint of pity crosses his face before he turns and 
leaves. 

 

INT. NEW EDEN INN. LOBBY. NIGHT. 

JOSEPH walks into a local inn's lobby. It's noticeably 

quieter here than it has been elsewhere; a sparse number of 
people are spread throughout the lobby, conversing quietly 
among themselves. 

 

LEYATI (O.S.) 
That was quite a performance 
tonight. 
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LEYATI 
This place used to be called 
"Kichchawe." It belonged to the 
Kowim. They used it as a healing 
site. Very sparingly, though. 
Most often, for infants and 
young children. "Kaleh macehn 
peridimo," they would say. "Not 
their time." 

JOSEPH 
Only children? Why not just use it 
for everybody? I mean, they had a 
cure for death. 

LEYATI 
They didn't see death as something 
that needed curing. Still don't, as 
a matter of fact. The Kowim believe 
that there's a natural time at 
which one is supposed to go, and to 
fight against that... well, they 
believe it would bring more harm 
than good. 

 

JOSEPH 

And what do you believe? 

LEYATI stares up at his portrait,

 

 

 

 

LEYATI
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The transfixed townsfolk seem unconvinced but hesitantly 
begin moving about once more. 

 

Meanwhile, JOSEPH stares out helplessly at the corpse lying 
just beyond the border. 
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