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GUILTY CONSCIENCE
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ARTHUR. (reflectively) What if . . . (He blows a
plume of smoke toward the ceiling.) What if I hired
someone to kill her? (He plays with it in his mind.) Ad-
vantage: I could be a thousand miles away when she dies.
Disadvantage: I'd be trading one albatross for another.
Exit wife—enter hit man. (mimics a gutteral-sounding
voice) Hey, Mr. Jamison, I'm afraid I'm gonna need
more money. We just found out my youngest son is
hypoglycemic and we’re not on Blue Cross. So unless
you want me to go to the police . . . (resumes his normal
voice) No. It has to be done without an accomplice.
(Another thoughtful puff on his cigar; then he studies
the glowing end and the spiral of smoke.) What if —she
died in a fire? After she goes to sleep 1 could rig
something with a burning candle near her bed. How
long would it take to burn down . . . half an hour? I
could surround it with crumpled newspapers . . . (He
turns to address the oil painting.) Your Honor, I begged
my wife not to smoke in bed but she wouldn’t listen. The
night of the fire I left the house to get a paper. I stopped
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by a newsstand a few blocks away and old Harry —he's
the vender— poor fellow, blind since birth but it doesn't
seem to bother him—old Harry and [ struck up a con-
versation, We must have talked for over an hour. Then
we heard the sirens . . . (pause) Advantage: I'd have an
alibi. Disadvantage —(ruefudl laugh) She doesn’t smoke.
(addresses painting again) Your Honor, do you think
the jury would believe that my wife took up cigarettes
on the day of her death? No. Hardly. Scratch the fire.
(He slumps down into the wing-back chair, puts his feet
up on the coffee table, and continues to puff away. Still
pondering:) What if . . .
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