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Paradise Disillusioned

A drunken haze of pure delight followed Allan and Ellen Parsons into the Paradise Hotel

less than twenty-four hours after their wedding. The ceremony and reception had been beautiful.
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“We have dinner soon, you don’t want to spoil it, do you?” he asked lightly.

“Of course not dear, but the fruit looks so good!” Ellen replied.

“So it does, but if you eat it, you may not want anything else. Funny how something as
small as an apple could ruin everything isn’t it?”

Ellen put the apple down and playfully slapped Allan’s arm. The two preceded to get
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“Say there, young lady, that’s a fine young man you have there,” said the old devil,
baiting the woman.

“Yes, he is quite fantastic!” she replied.

“And very true, I'm sure, very true.”

“Honesty is one of my favorite things about him.”

“Funny thing, that honesty.”

“How s0?” the girl asked. The employees began to draw closer again.

“Oh, nothing to concern yourself with, my dear. It’s just an old man’s ramblings.
Honesty’s just funny is all. It’s not honesty we want, it’s the appearance of honesty. Nobody

really cares if someone tells the truth or not, as long as you never find out they were lying.”

“Yes hnt maﬁA]IEE 12 ﬂl}i{g?(”ﬂ‘&ﬁnﬁ“d the girl enmewhat defiantly
'




tried to make it stop. Eventually, the coughing subsided slightly, just long enough for Old Sam to




“Well, in the meantime, let’s have a drink, shall we? No, no, don’t look at me that way,
nothing alcoholic, dear boy! Just some old apple juice I have here at hand. It can’t hurt a bit, can

it? The lovely lady already had one while you were away, and she suffered no harm! It’s only
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swirling, golden brown liquid to Allan.

Allan made no response. He simply stared at the cup.
“We’ve got time, don’t we? The lady still hasn’t returned yet, has she?” pursued the

tempter.



each other, or that their own individual thoughts were somehow related to the conduct of their
spouse.

Old Sam stood darkly in the background, laughing silently at the two from whom he
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