Name That Episode ~ Game 2
1 “Why is he so damned abusive?”
“Well, it’s just his way of telling me that I don’t belong up there.”
“He doesn’t think anyone belongs up there except his chosen few.”
“He’s right.”
“He’s not right. What gives him the right to decide who belongs up there and who doesn’t?”
“Twenty five years and a thousand traps.”
2 “You’re late, aren’t you?”
“Thirty…thirty-five seconds…”
3 “Any way that I can be of help, Sir?”
“I’m sure the Colonel will find something for you to do. In the meantime, try to stay out of
trouble.”
“Well, I’ll do my best, Admiral.”
“That’s what I’m afraid of.”
4 “What he knows, Commander, is how damned good I am.”
“You see, Buxton, that is your problem…You confuse reality with your score on the greenie
board.”
“Huh—actually, the greenie board is reality.”
“Catching the three wire is one thing, pal. Flying smart is something else, altogether.”
“So, how come you think you know so much about me?”
“ ’Cause I use to be you.”
5 “I don’t know if it’s the sea you hate or if it’s that you love Washington or you just miss old
Dalton Lowne so dog-gone much—“
“Whoa, whoa, whoa—stop right there. Is that what this is about?”
“—and all the trappings a lawyer like him represents.”
“And what is that?”
“Wealth, prestige, a Porsche. Everything you don’t get as a JAG lawyer.”
“Yeah, you’re right. I am interested in Dalton—as a man, not as a hook to a better career.
That is stupidest thing you have ever said.”
“Alright, okay—maybe I’m wrong.”
“You are.”
6 “I shouldn’t be talking like this in front of all these sailors…It’s like being in the middle of
a big dessert.”
7 “What’s the rush?”
“Rush?”
“The speed limit’s 55. You’ve been doing seventy since we got off the ferry.”
“Yeah, after Mach 1, I never could go back to 55.”
8 “What? You gonna court martial me for unauthorized water consumption?”
“No, but I will kick your butt.”
9 “So, what’s the point?”
“The point is, you claimed to have something to say—so say it.”
“To whom? Those that know…know. Those who don’t…they don’t care.”
10 “Where is the submarine, Gunny?”
“It’s in the Barents Sea, Ma’am.”
“And you haven’t heard from it?”
“It’s a Russian submarine, Ma’am—this is the American Navy.”

