
The Jesuit (created by CaffeineSnake) is an upcoming Christian superhero film from iReverend Studios. 
Ignatius of Loyola is sent from Heaven to purify the Jesuit Order. Meanwhile, the Order sends Lenyn 
Ynot to find J. K. Rowling. Can Ignatius stop them before they activate the Millennium Clock? 
 
Message Akhenaten of Alexandria#9893 on Discord to audition. 
 
iReverend Studios: https://www.youtube.com/@iReverendStudios  
Discord: https://discord.gg/bhCvsdk  
 
Fr. Ignatius of Loyola, SJ: 
I am Ignatius of Loyola, the defender of truth and righteousness. My food is to do the Will of Heaven, and heaven has sent me to fight the heretics who plague my holy Society, purifying it of liberals and harlots. Thus saith the Apostle: Thou shalt not murder a child by abortion. Is this what my beloved Society of Jesus has come to? Sodomy and child-murder? Are you next going to tell me that you are peace-loving religious pluralists? You disgust me! Oh, for the days when we were the Vatican Secret Police, 
assassinating Protestants, Jews, and infidels on a whim! 
 
Mr. Lenyn Ynot: 
We are Lenyn Ynot, the summit of human perfection! I celebrate myself, and sing myself, And what I assume you shall assume, For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you. // I loafe and invite my soul, I lean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass. // My tongue, every atom of my blood, form'd from this soil, this air, Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and their parents the same, I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin, Hoping to cease not till death. // 
Creeds and schools in abeyance, Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten, I harbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard, Nature without check with original energy. // Houses and rooms are full of perfumes, the shelves are crowded with perfumes, I breathe the fragrance myself and know it and like it, The distillation would intoxicate me also, but I shall not let it. // The atmosphere is not a perfume, it has no taste of the distillation, it is odorless, It is for my mouth forever, I am in 
love with it, I will go to the bank by the wood and become undisguised and naked, I am mad for it to be in contact with me. // The smoke of my own breath, Echoes, ripples, buzz'd whispers, love-root, silk-thread, crotch and vine, My respiration and inspiration, the beating of my heart, the passing of blood and air through my lungs, The sniff of green leaves and dry leaves, and of the shore and dark-color'd sea-rocks, and of hay in the barn, The sound of the belch'd words of my voice loos'd to the eddies of the wind, A 
few light kisses, a few embraces, a reaching around of arms, The play of shine and shade on the trees as the supple boughs wag, The delight alone or in the rush of the streets, or along the fields and hill-sides, The feeling of health, the full-noon trill, the song of me rising from bed and meeting the sun. // Have you reckon'd a thousand acres much? have you reckoned the earth much? Have you practis'd so long to learn to read? Have you felt so proud to get at the meaning of poems? // Stop this day and night with me 
and you shall possess the origin of all poems, You shall possess the good of the earth and sun, (there are millions of suns left,) You shall no longer take things at second or third hand, nor look through the eyes of the dead, nor feed on the spectres in books, You shall not look through my eyes either, nor take things from me, You shall listen to all sides and filter them from your self. // I have heard what the talkers were talking, the talk of the beginning and the end, But I do not talk of the beginning or the end. // There 
was never any more inception than there is now, Nor any more youth or age than there is now, And will never be any more perfection than there is now, Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now. // Urge and urge and urge, Always the procreant urge of the world. // Out of the dimness opposite equals advance, always substance and increase, always sex - we are Lenyn Ynot, the summit of human perfection! 
 
 

Mr. Jackdan Tannehill, sidekick to Ignatius: 
He was my best friend; I never thought he'd leave me to die in a pile of dirt- He was supposed to be 
saving me, and he only did that so he could become a successful author. I understand now. Our journey is 
not just about victory or defeat, but about the pursuit of truth and the betterment of humanity. I'm ready to 
continue fighting. 
Rap: 
Yo, gather 'round, let me spin a tale so bold, 
'Bout Ignatius of Loyola, the story to be told. 
Sent from above with a purpose divine, 
To cleanse the Jesuits, walk the righteous line. 
Nate, Ignacio, Nacho, Iggy, he's got many names, 
But his mission's clear, extinguish the liberal flames. 
In a world gone astray, he stands up tall, 
Ready to answer God's heavenly call. 
 
Dr. Michael Lofton, mentor to Ignatius: 
My name is Michael Lofton, and welcome to Reason and Theology Live. Now that was just uncharitable. You can't read his heart because you are not hyperqualified.  How charitable and hyperqualified do you expect to be if you sleep all day? It is definitely not hyperqualified. God has a providential reason to let you get trounced like a trailer on tornado alley, and it would be schismatic and uncharitable to give up now. It is neither nuanced nor hyper-qualified to run into battle half-cocked. We must take our time to 
refine our arguments and become maximally charitable if we are to stand a chance against Lenin. Allow me to introduce some nuance. You've got to be very careful and hyper-qualified to manage such feats. It would be schismatic to bite off more than you could chew. Of all the uncharitable assumptions! Can you read my heart? Do you know my inner thoughts? No one wants Lenin gone more than me, but as I have explained, it requires nuance and hyper-qualification to accomplish. I cannot be a goblin as per 
Canon 281 of the eighteenth Council of Amalfi, which is clear. You cannot read my heart. You are a cringe schismatic who refuses to submit to Rome! Now this is just not charitable. Get up and show this schismatic some nuance. 
 
J. K. Rowling: 
The name's Rowling. J. K. Rowling. This has been a very strange day. Nothing seems to make sense, and everything feels like a dream. I reject your apology as Patriarchal. You deserve to rot in this cell for your toxic masculinity; but as women unfortunately depend on men to live in this Patriarchal system, I shall do your bidding.  I just signed a new book deal for Harry Potter and the Gay Penguins. This book includes a detailed guide to sorcery and witchcraft so we can darken their little souls. Plotting to destroy 
Christendom has been so exhilarating. 
 

Mr. Jay Dyer: 
The name's Dyer. Jay Dyer. I am afraid you gentlemen lack the nous. It is clear that you do not understand 
the transcendental argument. The Transcendental Argument for God's Existence (TAG) demonstrates that 
the Byzantine iconography handed down by the Apostles is necessary for Salvation. Those of you who are 
sufficiently enlightened will see this. The failure of the West is self-evident, and the enemies of the Faith 
crumble before us like the degenerate failures they are. The nous appears uncharitable to fools and 
abrasive to those who are perishing.  I can see that you're just a sad little goblin man who doesn't 
understand the Transcendental Argument. Gobby gobby gobby gobby! Sad little goblin man! Gobby 
gobby gobby gobby! Sad little goblin man! Gobby gobby gobby gobby! Sad little goblin man! 
 
Zak, sidekick to Lenyn: 
We can't do this, and we don't want you to do this. Please, sibling. Just give it to us. Well, it's in the past. It's an opportunity we won't allow to pass. We must take it. Trust us, it's not going to hurt at all. Oh, you're going to say something? What? You say, "I hate you"? We'd like to hear your reasoning behind that! We've waited so long for you to come to your senses, sibling. For us, it's true love. And for you, it's violence. This is our time, and our last chance. This is the only way you can stop this. And once you see 
what we are truly capable of, you'll do whatever we want. 
 
Yes, Lenyn, we're still in space. The preparations for the final phase are almost complete. The world will soon see the power of the Millennium Clock. The clock is primed to disrupt the global communications network, sowing chaos and confusion. Our message will be heard by all. Once we activate the Clock, there's no turning back. Brace ourselves, everyone. Let's see their God stop us now! It's too late, hero. There's nothing you can do. 
 
Pastor Kenneth Copeland: 
Praise the Lord, my dear brothers and sisters! Today, I want to share with you a powerful message of abundance and prosperity. Our God is a God of overflow, and He desires for His children to experience abundance in every area of their lives! You see, my friends, God's desire is not for us to merely scrape by and survive. No, He wants us to thrive, to live abundantly, and to be a testimony of His goodness and faithfulness to the world! God says that we are sons and heirs of Abraham. Was Abraham not a wealthy 
man? Did he not declare victory in battle? I declared victory over my Parkinson's! The Word of God promises abundance and prosperity to His faithful children. I am merely sharing His message of blessing! 
 

News Reporter: 
Heresy rates have dropped 50% over the past few months, apparently thanks to the return of Jesuit 
founder, Saint Ignatius of Loyola, who has inquisited dozens of false preachers with his fists, besides 
eliminating crime. But some are criticizing his methods as "un-Christian" an "affront to the Gospel of 

https://www.youtube.com/@iReverendStudios
https://discord.gg/bhCvsdk


love" and "Why are you in my house asking me about this Jesuit? My children are scared. Leave now 
before I call the police." In other news, the academic world is in awe of the genius of Lenyn Ynot and J. 
K. Rowling. The UN General Assembly is gathering later to declare Lenyn the Supreme Leader of the 
world and Universal Daddy. The public response has been unanimously positive, including: "Yeah, I love 
that guy," "Lenyn can prove my epistles are a forgery any day," "I dare not say anything bad about him, 
and not just because he has a laser on my head," and, "I told you, Frank, I'm with Danny now. You can't 
keep coming round in the middle of the night pretending to be working on a story as an excuse to see me. 
I have a restraining order." 
 
Why do I always get the tabloid stories? While I report on the retarded schizos spinning absurd tales, 
Cathy still won't let me see the children. 
 
Pastor Brandon Robertson, liberal preacher: 
This song and dance, this postpostmetamodern descent into madness, this lazily written scene of a shitpost calling itself a movie. Why do we do it? What is the point? What do we hope to gain? Do we not know that the world is a tapestry spanning eons and stretching further than human comprehension? We are witness to a civilization that will be remembered in history books when we are long dead and our family line forgotten. There is a star burning in our sky that sustains all life on this wonderful, insane rock we 
call earth, held in equilibrium by a thread. Human life is a miracle - the chance to live, laugh, and yes, even love together under the Sun. What are we doing with our lives that we cannot go outside and talk to someone, or read a book, or clean our rooms, or just pet a dog? Is this meaningless gag so important that we will throw away our precious time just to bring it to an audience that will hate it? When we lie on our deathbeds, looking back on this project, shall we be filled with pride? Shall we be content knowing 
this was our legacy and our accomplishment? 
 

Pastor Brian McLaren, liberal preacher: 
We have to embrace a new kind of Christianity in this postmodern matrix, one that makes room for 
everyone. Can you read my heart? Do you really know me? How can you possibly judge me or who I am? 
Are you God? Who's to say who is and is not a heretic? Some man in a hat? A human being sitting in a 
chair, who makes up rules? You think he can't be compromised? That everything he says is reliable? "It" 
is written? What is "it"? What is written? Who wrote it? What does it mean? How do you know? The 
writings of men for men interpreted by men. Spoken into the context of human experience and 
communicated as best they could, who are you to say what it means? 
 
Superior General of the Jesuits - no auditions necessary 

 
Henchpeople #1-5 - no auditions necessary 
 
Pastor Rob Bell, liberal preacher: 
God's Love is universal. It applies to everyone equally, regardless of anything. There is no judgement. Is your power threatened by the lack of human tradition? Your man-made standards are disarmed here. This is a judgement-free zone, where everyone is loved, everyone is welcomed, everyone is tolerated, everyone is affirmed, everyone is empowered. Your futile attempts to enslave us to the past are over. We must learn to live in the present, to accept everyone as he is, turning no one away. YES! YES! YES! There 
is only YES! God affirms you! God embraces you! God loves you no matter what! No more will you turn people off of the Gospel with your judgements and toxicity. 
 

Bishop Thomas D. Jakes, liberal preacher: 
I am Bishop T. D. Jakes, and the Lord has anointed me to preach the good news to the poor. My gospel is 
not received from any man, but from Jesus Christ our Lord. And that, brothers and sisters, is why we must 
declare victory over the snares and poverties of this world.  I am BISHOP T. D. Jakes, and I declare 
victory. I do not surrender to any man, especially not any Roman Pope! I declare victory over the 
doctrines of men! 
 
Pastor Joel Osteen: 
Brothers and sisters, if you just believe hard enough, you'll have your best life now. Jesus came so we could be happy. Sometimes we get sad, but God is in control, and next week we'll make a new friend. Maybe not today, maybe not tomorrow, but eventually God always comes thru. Now if you would kindly plant a seed in the offering plate. 

 
Pastor Johnson, prosperity televangelist - no audition needed 
 
Angolan Man - no audition needed 
 
Dr. Judah Goldstein, evil scientist: 
The Millennium Clock is nearly ready! Prepare for the Final Stage! The clock is about to strike its final hour, and there's nothing you can do to stop it. The countdown has begun, and the clock's power is unstoppable. The Age of Men is over. The Time of Peoplekind has come! We will be victorious, or our name isn't Doctor Judah Shylock Goldstein. 
 
Nigerian Man - no audition needed 
 

Sirius - no audition needed 
 
Assistant Priest - no audition needed 
 
Jesuit Aboarder - no audition needed 
 
The Pope: 
We had a dream last night. We dreamt that you were here, but you weren't actually there. It was very real. A true waking dream. Yes. They've hidden their evil with lies. The Truth. The biggest lie of all. The greatest deception of all. The Truth is Evil. 

 



Mr. Gus Anfuso - no audition needed 
 
Jesuit lesbians - no auditions needed 
 
Men #1-8 - - no auditions needed 
 
Prison Guard - no audition needed 
 
Students - no audition needed 
 
Badass Priests - no audition needed 
 
Homeless man - no audition needed 
 
Jesuits - no audition needed 
 
Mr. Noah Godley - no audition needed 
 
Televangelists #1-2 - no audition needed 
 
Bankrobbers - no audition needed 
 
Children - no audition needed 
 

Clerk - no audition needed 
 
Computer - no audition needed 
 
Jesuit thief - no audition needed 
 
Mrs. Sarah Olsen - no audition needed 
 
Priests - no audition needed 
 
Jesuit Man - no audition needed 
 
Misters - no audition needed 
 
Undercover Kenyan Operatives - no audition needed 
 
Voice-over - no audition needed 
 
Waitress - no audition needed 
 
African Leader, Leader of the African Union - no audition needed 

 
Bartender - no audition needed 
 



Black women - no audition needed 
 
Woman - no audition needed 


