An Officer and A Gentleman

Sid: Lynette! Hi baby.

Lynette: Hi Sid.

S: Come out here a minute.

L: What are you doing out of uniform?

S: Don’t worry about that, just come out here for a minute, I got something for you.
L: Well wait just a second, all right, I look a mess!

S: All right, then, if you don’t want it...

L: All right. What?

S: Well, if you don’t want it.

L: What?

(takes out ring)

L: Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh, it’s beautiful!

S: It cost me my whole savings, but I said, what the fuck?
L: Oh God. Oh, Sid! Does this mean?

S: Yes, ma’am, that’s what it means!

L: Oh Sid!

S: Let’s get a justice of the priest and do it right now!

L: Oh, I can’t wait to tell Paula. Oh, Sid, I wonder where we’re gonna get stationed first?
Oh I hope we go to Hawaii, I’ve always wanted to go to Hawaii!

S: Honey, we’re not gonna get stationed anywhere, [ D.O.R.’ed.
L: You what?

S: ID.O.R.’ed. Hell I was never cut out to be a pilot. I was fakin it. I’ve been fakin
everything in my life up til now.



L: But... what’ll we do? Where would we go?

S: Oklahoma! I’m gonna get my old job back at J.C. Penney’s. Hell, in two years I’ll be
floor manager! You’re gonna love Oklahoma. And you and momma are gonna get along
great. Money might be a little tight at first, so we might have to live there at home., but
it’s gonna work out.

L: Sid... There’s no baby.
S: What?
L: I’'m not pregnant. I got my period this morning. There’s no baby Sid.

S: Well, I’ll be god dammed. What do you say we get married anyway? | love you. |
don’t think I really knew that til just now, just this second. I have never been happier in
my life than I have been the last seven weeks. I’ve never felt so relaxed. I’ve never felt
so loved for who I really am. Lynette, marry me. Make me the happiest man in the
whole world.

L: I’m sorry, Sid, but I don’t want to marry you. I really like you, and we’ve had
ourselves some really great times, but | thought you understood. | want to marry a pilot.
| want to live my life overseas, the wife of an aviator! Damn you! God damn you!
Nobody D.O.R.’s after 11 weeks! Nobody!



