
PROMISES AND POTIONS

Written by

Chad Johnson



FADE IN:

INT. DORIAN’S APARTMENT BATHROOM - DAY

Empty pill bottles overflow from a waste basket in a 
dilapidated 1950’s bathroom. Running water is heard. DORIAN, 
20’s, a pale slender man, is shaving.

A newspaper next to the sink reads, “MAN RESURRECTS DEAD WIFE”. 
Dorian eyes the headline as he presses a razor to his neck.

INT. CHURCH BUS - DAY

PASTOR BULL, 40’s, a clean-cut man in a cheap suit, stands at 
the front of a moving bus. With a bible in hand, Pastor Bull 
turns to face the passengers. CONGREGATION, a dozen 
churchgoers in their Sunday best, fixate on Pastor Bull.

PASTOR BULL
Good Christians, allow me to extend 
a heartfelt thank you to those in 
attendance today. You’re doing a 
very brave thing and rest assured, 
God has taken notice.

ADAM, a brawny teenager, concentrates from the front row.

PASTOR BULL (CONT’D)
I apologize for these 
accommodations, but with attendance 
so low lately the collection plate 
is all but empty.

EVELYN, 40’s, a rotund woman in a large flowery hat, uses a 
paper fan to cool herself.

PASTOR BULL (CONT’D)
Though our coffers are bare and our 
numbers few, I expect great things 
from all of you today. I believe we 
can inspire our lost brothers back 
into the fold and mend their 
shattered faith. Will you help me 
do that today?

Congregation nods in unison. Pastor Bull grins.

INT. DORIAN’S APARTMENT BATHROOM - CONT.

Dorian stares at the newspaper’s depiction of VICTOR, an old 
man in a lab coat inspecting a vial of phosphorescent liquid.



PASTOR BULL (V.O.)
This chemist...

Dorian makes the final razor stroke to a cleanly shaven face. 
He holds the razor under running water.

PASTOR BULL (V.O.)
Is playing with a power that 
belongs only to the son of God.

Dorian succumbs to a violent string of coughs. He knocks his 
razor aside, grips the counter, and leans forward.

PASTOR BULL (V.O.)
But he is not Jesus Christ!

Straining, Dorian heaves globs of blood into the sink. Water 
flows from the faucet and blood swirls down the drain.

PASTOR BULL (V.O.)
He is just a man!

Dorian looks in the mirror at his bloodshot eyes.

PASTOR BULL (V.O.)
And if we allow the vile tinkering 
of this man to continue, our flock 
will only further diminish.

Dorian exhales and moves into the adjacent room.

INT. DORIAN’S APARTMENT BEDROOM - CONT.

The carpet in Dorian’s bedroom is a mess with magazine 
clippings and scattered stacks of newspapers.

A section of the wall is lined with clippings from medical 
journals: “CHIMP GETS NEW HEART”, “SURGEONS PREPARE FOR THE IMPOSSIBLE”, 
and “HEART TRANSPLANT FAILS”.

PASTOR BULL (V.O.)
Can we really risk the souls of our 
friends and loved ones who, with 
confusion in their hearts, continue 
to flirt with the misguided science 
of a madman?

Dorian slides a closet door open and reaches inside.

INT. CHURCH BUS - CONT.

Members of Congregation lean forward in their seats.
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CONGREGATION
No!

Pastor Bull hoists his bible into the air.

PASTOR BULL
That’s right! We will take action! 
And not with petitions or protest 
signs.

Adam’s eyes light up.

INT. DORIAN’S APARTMENT BEDROOM - CONT.

Dorian, now wearing a jacket, procures a pack of cigarettes 
from atop a nearby nightstand and stuffs them into his jacket 
pocket.

PASTOR BULL (V.O.)
We will do what the timid 
Christians cannot. We will do what 
the police cannot.

Dorian opens the nightstand drawer and sweeps a dog tag and 
pill bottle aside to grab a pistol.

INT. CHURCH BUS - CONT.

Pastor Bull balls his bible-free hand into a fist. 

PASTOR BULL
We will march upon the doorstep of 
that heathen scientist and drag him 
kicking and screaming into the 
light of God. We will deliver him 
unto judgement! Can I get an amen?

Congregation rise from their seats.

INT. DORIAN’S APARTMENT BEDROOM - CONT.

Dorian shoves a magazine into his pistol.

CONGREGATION (V.O.)
Amen!

PASTOR BULL (V.O.)
Can I get a hallelujah?

Dorian cocks the pistol.
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CONGREGATION (V.O.)
Hallelujah!

Dorian stuffs the pistol into his jacket and exits the room.
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