A WALK IN THE CLOUDS

Paul excuses himself from dinner after being torn apart by Victoria’s father.  Victoria follows him outside.

Paul: He doesn't pull any punches, does he?

Victoria: I'm sorry. You must think they're horrible.

P: When I was a kid...every night I'd climb up to the roof of the orphanage,and I'd make a wish on every star I could see.

V: That's a lot of wishing.

P: It usually boiled down to one wish, really.

V: What was that?

P: What you have in there.

V: Everyone always telling you how you should live your life?

P: Better than having no one telling you.

V: I don't know about that.

P: I do.

V: That's no reason for him to treat you that way.

P: No.  And I was going to say something, but...I thought, “What if it were me?  A strange man comes into my house, tells me he's married my only daughter, and I'm the last to know?”  Probably act the same way.

V: No, you wouldn't.

P: I don't know about that.

V: I do.

P: It's only another eight hours, I'll be back on the road.  Anyway, I think the worst part's over, don't you?

