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JIMMY THE ANTICHRIST
by Keith J. Powell

(Fade up on the Bailey family dining room. It is your perfectly typical middle class suburban dining room. There is a large table center
stage, and a door to the kitchen directly behind it. The table is partially set in preparation for Thanksgiving dinner. Enter JOYCE
BAILEY carrying a plate of food. She is your stereotypical middle
class suburban mom.)
JOYCE. Denise, get down here! You’re supposed to be setting the
table.
DENISE. (Offstage:) I’ll be down in a minute!
JOYCE. You said that fifteen minutes ago. Now get down here or
you’re doing all the dishes by yourself.
DENISE. (Offstage:) That’s fine.
JOYCE. By hand. As in without the use of the dishwasher. Now
hurry up, your brother will be here any minute.
(DENISE enters stage right, she wears a T-shirt that reads “Death to
the Pixies.”)
DENISE. And we need to make this perfect because?
(JOYCE exits and re-enters almost immediately with a pile of plates
and silverware.)
JOYCE. Denise don’t be difficult. Please, as a gift to me?
(She hands the plates to her daughter and exits. DENISE begins to
set the table.)
DENISE. I just don’t understand what the big deal is? You act like
Jimmy’s returning from the dead instead of from college.
(JOYCE re-enters arranging more food.)
JOYCE. Denise, this is the first time your brother’s been home since
he left for school. Humor me huh?
DENISE. I guess I just don’t see what the big deal is.
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JOYCE. Aren’t you curious to see how your brother’s changed?
Don’t you want to see how he’s matured?
DENISE. Mom, it’s Jimmy. I find it hard to believe that he’ll have
changed that much in two years, let alone two months. Besides, you
talk to him like nightly. You know what is going on with him.
JOYCE. Denise, you’ll understand when you have kids of your
own.
(JOYCE exits but pops her head back out almost immediately.)
But that better not be for a great many years.
(JOYCE returns to the kitchen.)
DENISE. I don’t know Mom. I can’t promise anything what with
my hoards of gentleman callers and all.
(A door shuts offstage.)
FRANK. (Offstage:) We’re here.
DENISE. Mom, Dad and Aunt Cathy are here.
(FRANK, a stereotypical suburban father enters with the elderly
AUNT CATHY.)
FRANK. Well look who’s finally up and about.
DENISE. I’ve been up since noon Dad. Hi Aunt Cathy.
AUNT CATHY. (Critical:) Denise, just look at you.
DENISE. It’s nice to see you too Aunt Cathy.
FRANK. Where’s your mother?
AUNT CATHY. You’re such a pretty girl.
DENISE. In the kitchen.
FRANK. JOYCE! We’re home.
AUNT CATHY. So why hide it by dressing like that?
(JOYCE enters the room, DENISE hangs her head.)
JOYCE. Well hello Aunt Cathy, how are you?
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AUNT CATHY. Oh just fine dear. Thank you so much for inviting
me.
FRANK. Oh it’s our pleasure Aunt Cathy.
JOYCE. Why don’t you have a seat? We’re just about ready to eat.
We’re just waiting for Jimmy to get home.
FRANK. He’s not home yet?
JOYCE. No, he called right after you left to let us know that he was
running a little late.
FRANK. How come?
JOYCE. Something about getting a late start. He should be here any
minute though.
(DENISE speaks with mock-enthusiasm.)
DENISE. Isn’t the anticipation almost too much to take?
(JOYCE has an idea.)
JOYCE. Denise, why don’t you sit out here and talk to Aunt Cathy
so your father can help me finish up in the kitchen.
(DENISE doesn’t like this idea.)
DENISE. Or, I could help you and Dad could stay out here and talk
to Aunt Cathy?
JOYCE. Oh no, you just sit out here and relax. I know how excited
you are about your brother coming home, and I wouldn’t want you
to overdo it.
DENISE. Honestly, I think I’ll be okay.
JOYCE. Sit down Denise.
AUNT CATHY. Yes Denise, sit down and visit with me.
(DENISE reluctantly sits down.)
FRANK. Aunt Cathy can I get you something to drink?
AUNT CATHY. No thank you.
FRANK. Okay well if you need anything just shout.
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(JOYCE and FRANK exit. DENISE and AUNT CATHY sit at opposite ends of the table. There are a few moments of silence.)
DENISE. So Aunt Cathy, how is—
AUNT CATHY. What have you done to your hair?
DENISE. What do you mean?
AUNT CATHY. That is not a color that occurs naturally in nature,
you know?
DENISE. Yeah, I dyed it this way.
AUNT CATHY. So you did that to yourself on purpose?
DENISE. Yep.
AUNT CATHY. What does your shirt mean?
DENISE. “The Pixies” are my favorite band. It’s supposed to be
ironic.
AUNT CATHY. You know in my day young ladies dressed like
young ladies. They didn’t wear blouses that said death to anybody.
DENISE. Well Aunt Cathy, in your day dinosaurs rul—
(A door shuts offstage.)
JIMMY. (Offstage:) I’m home!
(FRANK and JOYCE spring out of the kitchen.)
FRANK. Jimmy?
(JIMMY enters. He is a perfectly normal young man, out of the ordinary in no way whatsoever.)
JIMMY. In the flesh.
(JOYCE goes over to hug her son.)
JOYCE. Oh Jimmy, it’s so nice to have you home.
(FRANK shakes his hand firmly.)
FRANK. It’s good to see you son.
JIMMY. It’s good to see you guys too.
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AUNT CATHY. Why look at you Jimmy you’re wearing jewelry.
JIMMY. Hi Aunt Cathy, it’s nice to see you too.
FRANK. Since when do you wear earrings Jimbo?
JIMMY. Ehh. It felt like the college thing to do. I’m a big time rebel
now. You don’t like it, huh?
FRANK. I prefer your mother and sister to wear the earrings in this
household.
DENISE. Well Dad, since I don’t wear earrings, I guess Jimmy can
carry my share of the burden.
JIMMY. What’s going on Denise?
DENISE. Oh you know. Just another day in paradise.
(FRANK grabs his son’s ear to get a better look, though not in a
cruel or painful way.)
JIMMY. Easy Dad, that’s attached to my head.
FRANK. I just don’t know what I think about this…
DENISE. I know what you think. You think he’s joined a cult. And
I for one would like to support your fear Dad. I think he probably
has joined a cult. You should probably make him take a drug test.
JOYCE. Well I like it. I think it makes you look very…tough,
Jimmy.
JIMMY. Thanks Mom.
FRANK. I don’t know…
JOYCE. Oh, Frank let it go. You got here just in time, Jimmy. We’re
just about ready to eat. I hope you’re hungry.
FRANK. Your mother made enough food to feed a small country.
JIMMY. Good. That’s good, because I actually brought someone
home with me.
(Enter COLIN.)
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Guys this is Colin. Colin this is my mom and dad, Aunt Cathy and
Denise.
COLIN. Hi. It’s nice to meet you all. I’ve heard a lot about you.
JOYCE. It’s nice to meet you too, Colin.
FRANK. Do you go to school with Jim?
COLIN. Yes, Mr. Bailey.
FRANK. Oh you can call me Frank.
COLIN. Okay…Frank.
(Pause.)
JIMMY. Well, I’m just going to go grab the rest of the bags out of
the car.
FRANK. Let me give you a hand with that.
JIMMY. That’s okay Dad, Colin and I can get it.
FRANK. Nonsense, Colin is our guest. I can get the bags. You two
just wait here.
(FRANK exits to get the bags.)
JOYCE. Well I hope you’re hungry Colin.
COLIN. Oh I am. Jimmy’s told me what a wonderful cook you are.
JOYCE. Jimmy why don’t you and Colin have a seat and your sister
can help me finish bringing out the food.
DENISE. Why doesn’t Jimmy have to help? He’s not a guest; he
lives here!
JOYCE. You’re right. Why don’t you stay here and keep visiting
with Aunt Cathy.
DENISE. You know what Mom? You’re right. I really should be
helping.
(DENISE and JOYCE exit.)
AUNT CATHY. So you go to school with Jimmy?
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COLIN. Yes Ma’am. Jimmy and I live on the same floor.
(DENISE re-enters delivering a bowl of food.)
AUNT CATHY. And what are you studying?
COLIN. I’m actually a Musical Theatre major.
AUNT CATHY. Oh how wonderful. I love a showtune.
COLIN. Oh me too.
(COLIN gives JIMMY a sly look. DENISE freezes in what she is
doing. Her mouth drops open in shock and understanding. She slaps
her forehead and hurries from the room.)
AUNT CATHY. So what is your favorite production?
COLIN. Oh I guess I’m sort of a fan of the classics. “The Sound of
Music,” “The Music Man,” you know.
(JOYCE re-enters to deliver the centerpiece. She speaks to DENISE
who is offstage.)
JOYCE. Honestly Denise, what on earth is so funny?
(FRANK begins to speak offstage before entering.)
FRANK. Jimmy what did you pack in here, bricks?
JOYCE. Denise get out here we’re ready to eat.
(DENISE enters, trying not to laugh, and takes a seat.)
JIMMY. Dad, I’m a busy college student. I can’t possibly afford to
take a weekend off. My work demands I bring it home with me.
FRANK. Yeah, work I bet. I can just imagine the kind of things you
do at school that keep you so busy.
DENISE. I bet you can’t.
(The table is now ready.)
JOYCE. Okay, are you all ready to get started?
ALL. Oh yeah. Looks good. (etc.)
(The family starts to eat.)
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AUNT CATHY. So Jimmy, are you seeing anyone these days?
JIMMY. Um, yes actually.
(DENISE almost chokes on her food. This is almost more than she
can take. JIMMY grows uncomfortable.)
JOYCE. Oh really, Jimmy? You’ve never mentioned this before.
JIMMY. Well, it’s sort of a new development.
FRANK. Well tell us about her, Jimbo?
(DENISE shakes her head excitedly.)
DENISE. Yeah Jimbo, tell us about her!
(JIMMY looks from COLIN to his family and then back again.)
JIMMY. Guys, there is ahh…
JOYCE. What’s the matter honey?
DENISE. Yes, what is the matter?
JIMMY. I need to…ahh…
FRANK. What’s the matter Jimmy?
DENISE. Yes Jimmy, what is the matter?
JIMMY. I ahhh…I, I—
AUNT CATHY. Oh for Pete’s sake what is it Jimmy?
DENISE. Yes, Jimmy what is it? Colin, do you know what’s troubling Jimmy?
(JIMMY stands up and prepares to unburden himself.)
JIMMY. Mom, Dad, guys, I’m… the Antichrist.
(Nobody says anything. Everyone just sits and looks at each other.)
DENISE. Well, that was certainly unexpected.
JOYCE. What do you mean, you’re the Antichrist?
JIMMY. I am the dark one, the destroyer and my reign will bring
about the end of days.
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FRANK. What do you mean you’re the Antichrist?
JIMMY. What did I just say Dad?
FRANK. You said that you’re the Antichrist.
JIMMY. Yes Dad, yes I am.
DENISE. Are you sure you didn’t mean to say that you’re ga—
JIMMY. What part about me being the Antichrist don’t you understand?
JOYCE. The part about you being the Antichrist has me the most
confused.
AUNT CATHY. I’ve never heard something so ridiculous! I just
don’t believe it!
JIMMY. Well believe it. I’m the Antichrist and Colin in one of my
minions.
FRANK. Colin is your what!
COLIN. It’s true. You’ve raised an extraordinary son Frank.
FRANK. You can forget that Frank stuff, it’s Mr. Bailey to you!
JIMMY. Don’t speak to my minion that way Dad!
FRANK. He’s in my house and I’ll speak to him any way I choose
to! And as long as you live under my roof you’re not the Antichrist,
understand!
JIMMY. You can’t stop me from being what I am Dad!
FRANK. Watch me!
JOYCE. Will you both please stop shouting? Both of you sit down
and we’ll discuss this, calmly.
(FRANK and JIMMY sit down.)
DENISE. So, Jimmy, the Antichrist huh? How’s that working out
for you?
FRANK. Denise, do not make light of this.
JOYCE. So, how do you know that you’re the Antichrist?
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JIMMY. I think on some level, I’ve always known. My passion for
the occult, the way I like to listen to music backwards, my obsession
with “Full House.” (Show can be changed at director’s discretion.) I
guess it just wasn’t until I got to school and met Colin, that I was
able to put the pieces together.
FRANK. I knew it!
JIMMY. You knew what?
FRANK. (To COLIN:) This is all your fault. You’ve been filling my
son’s head full of ideas. Corrupting him.
COLIN. I did no such thing. Your son was the one looking to experiment. Nothing happened that he didn’t want to happen. I
didn’t make him attend the black mass. No one forced him to participate in the ritual sacrifice. He did that all on his own.
FRANK. And I’m supposed to believe that? It all seems just a little
too convenient for me.
COLIN. I had nothing to do this Mr. Bailey. I just saw Jimmy for
who he was, and I supported him when he was going through
some rough times. It’s not easy to be the Antichrist you know?
FRANK. Oh so you could just look at my son and tell could you?
COLIN. I saw the signs. The signs that just maybe you were too
afraid to see!
FRANK. What signs?
JIMMY. What signs! Please Dad, don’t tell me you never noticed
the signs.
FRANK. What signs? Joyce, do you know what signs he’s talking
about?
JOYCE. Well—
FRANK. See, your mother hasn’t seen any signs either.
JIMMY. You’ve got to be kidding me Dad? What about the fact that
it rains frogs every year on my birthday?
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JOYCE. That’s a perfectly natural weather phenomenon. It’s just a
little unusual.
FRANK. Exactly, the weather around here is strange? That makes
you the Antichrist?
JIMMY. But that’s just it Dad, it happens on my birthday no matter
where I am! Here, at school, the one year in Tokyo—
FRANK. That still doesn’t prove anything.
DENISE. You guys did say there was that unexplained solar
eclipse…for the entire day when he was born.
FRANK. Denise, please.
DENISE. And it does seem to thunderstorm a lot when he’s angry.
JOYCE. Denise, you’re not helping.
JIMMY. How about the fact that it causes me physical pain to walk
on hallowed ground?
JOYCE. Sweetie, that’s just an allergy.
JIMMY. To what Mom?
JOYCE. Maybe that water they use?
DENISE. You mean holy water?
FRANK. Well who knows what goes in that stuff?
JIMMY. What about this then?
(JIMMY pulls up his shirt revealing “666” on his upper chest.)
How do you explain this?
JOYCE. Oh that’s just a birthmark, dear.
JIMMY. You know that’s not true Mom.
(A silence falls over the table.)
DENISE. How is it I’ve never noticed that before?
JOYCE. Have you tried not being the Antichrist?
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JIMMY. It’s not like that Mom. Who I am isn’t like some light
switch I can turn on and off whenever I feel like it.
FRANK. Well maybe you need to try harder.
JIMMY. It’s not a matter of trying. I can’t change the way things
are. I’m not God you know?
(A silence falls over the table. COLIN nudges JIMMY.)
COLIN. Maybe you should show them the thing?
JIMMY. I don’t think that’s a very good idea.
COLIN. Do it. They’ll be proud.
JIMMY. No.
COLIN. I think they’d like it.
JIMMY. And that is why you’re just a minion and I’m the Antichrist.
COLIN. Well I’m going to go get it.
JIMMY. No you’re n—
FRANK. Get what? What are you talking about?
JIMMY. Nothing Mom.
COLIN. You’ll love it Mr. Bailey. I’ll go get it.
JIMMY. Colin I said no! I command it! Don’t incur my wrath!
FRANK. Hey, as long as you’re under my roof no one will be feeling your wrath.
JIMMY. When are you going to stop treating me like I’m a child?
FRANK. When you stop behaving like one and put aside this nonsense.
JIMMY. Oh, so my life is nonsense now?
FRANK. This whole business is nonsense, yes.
(COLIN re-enters with the suitcase.)
COLIN. I’ve got it.
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JOYCE. What is it?
JIMMY. (Bitter:) Oh just more nonsense.
COLIN. Your son’s been working on this practically forever. You’re
going to love it.
FRANK. Well what is it?
(COLIN opens the suitcase and the lights dim, a bright light shines
out from the suitcase. The whole family gathers around except for
JIMMY who turns his back. A hush falls over them before DENISE
finally speaks.)
DENISE. Does anyone else feel an odd tugging in their soul?
COLIN. He’s been working on it all semester. Trading this and that,
staying at the library till all hours, running himself ragged.
DENISE. It’s really sort of hypnotic, in an evil sort of way of course.
COLIN. You really shouldn’t look directly at it for long periods of
time.
JOYCE. It’s beautiful Jimmy. Isn’t it Frank?
FRANK. So you’ve got yourself a suitcase full of mumbo jumbo?
You’ll grow out of this whole Antichrist phase and leave them upstairs under your bed next to that guitar you never play and that
skateboard you never ride.
(JIMMY jumps up and shuts the suitcase. The lights go back up.)
JIMMY. You just don’t get it do you Dad? This isn’t something I’m
going to grow out of. This is what I am. Maybe I’d change it if I
could, I don’t know. But I’m not going to spend my life being
ashamed of who I am.
COLIN. Mr. Bailey, Mrs. Bailey, please try to understand. This isn’t
easy for Jimmy. Knowing the way the world is going to look at him
do you honestly think he would choose to be this way?
FRANK. So what are you saying? That he was born this way? What
does that make his mother and I?
COLIN. A loving mother and father.
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DENISE. Well that and the bringers off unmitigated evil. Kind of
puts all the trouble I get into in perspective doesn’t it?
FRANK. DENISE! Enough. This doesn’t concern you.
DENISE. Yes it does Dad. You keep saying that but he’s as much
my brother as he is your son.
FRANK. What’s your point?
DENISE. He’s your son and I know you love him Dad. This is ridiculous. You’re being ridiculous. Regardless of what he is, he’s still
Jimmy Dad. He’s still just Jimmy.
AUNT CATHY. Well I won’t sit here and listen to this.
JIMMY. Aunt Cathy, please—
AUNT CATHY. Don’t talk like that to me!
JIMMY. Like wha—
AUNT CATHY. You’re unnatural. It’s wrong, and quite frankly
disgusting.
JIMMY. Aunt Cathy, I’m the same person I’ve always been.
AUNT CATHY. Not to me you’re not. It’s sick and I won’t sit here
in the same room with you.
(AUNT CATHY gets up and tries to leave the room. FRANK and
JIMMY both get up and try to stop her.)
FRANK. Aunt Cathy where are you going?
JIMMY. Come on Aunt Cathy please come back. Let’s talk about
this.
(AUNT CATHY becomes very agitated.)
AUNT CATHY. No. Get away from me. Get your filthy hands off
of me. Don’t touch me. I—
(She grabs her chest.)
…uhhh, my pills. Frank get my pills out of my purse.
(AUNT CATHY collapses.)
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FRANK. Denise, get Cathy’s purse. It’s by the front door.
COLIN. I’ll get it.
(COLIN exits in a hurry. JOYCE puts his ear to AUNT CATHY’s
chest.)
JOYCE. Her heart has stopped.
DENISE. She’s not breathing Dad.
(JOYCE attempts CPR. COLIN re-enters, he throws the pills to
FRANK.)
JOYCE. It’s too late. She’s gone.
FRANK. No…
DENISE. Aunt Cathy…
(COLIN places his hand on JIMMY’s shoulder.)
COLIN. Jimmy…
(JIMMY looks at COLIN and nods that he understands. He steps
forward and COLIN moves JOYCE away in a not uncaring manner.)
FRANK. Don’t you touch her!
DENISE. Dad, let him do his thing. Have some faith in your son.
FRANK. He did this to her, he did this!
DENISE. Jimmy might be the antichrist Dad, but in your heart you
know he’d never hurt anyone. Now if he can help, stand aside and
let him.
(FRANK reluctantly stands aside. JIMMY kneels beside AUNT
CATHY, he takes a deep breath and then breathes life back into her.)
JOYCE. Oh my God.
DENISE. Not quite.
AUNT CATHY. Jimmy?
JIMMY. Welcome back Aunt Cathy.
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