




convinced—convinced, Cunningham—wiping away tears of joy and relief
on your living-room couch. If he proved it to you, Cunningham, would you
believe then?
CUNNINGHAM: If he proved it, I suppose I would have to.
JUDGE LITTLEFIELD: After only three minutes?
CUNNINGHAM: But that would never happen—
JUDGE LITTLEFIELD: Cunningham, you’re the cynical, faithless spawn
of a Crackpot Gypsy and a Defrocked Mick—yet you just told me Jesus
would have you on your knees in three minutes.
CUNNINGHAM: So?
JUDGE LITTLEFIELD: So consider this: Your friend Bb㉓




