<Bagi, LD Side 2>





Ryosuke:  Hey, cut it out!


	That’s my shirt!





Bagi:  I’m washing it!





Ryosuke:  It’ll tear, for heaven’s sake!





Bagi:  This method also works.


	Wait a sec--I hear something.


	It’s a car, I think.





Trucker:  <huh> Aw, hell.


	W-What?





Ryosuke:  It worked.


	Bagi’s hypnosis, eh?


	“Don’t hate me,” she said, but. . .


	She scares me shitless now and then!





Redcoat:  Stop!


	You, truck!  Stop!


	Stop right there!


	Get out.


	Everyone, out.


	Over there, now.


	It seems there are rebel guerrillas hiding around here.


	We have reason to believe you are a part of those rebels.


	So, we’ll investigate.


	Show me proof you’re with the circus!





Ryosuke:  This American lion performs tricks.


	Bagi, help.





Redcoat:  Tricks, you say?  Fine, let’s see it.





Ryosuke:  <iya> Pyrotechnics?!





Redcoat:  Do it this way!


	A flaming coil.


	Pass through it, and I’ll let you go.





Ryosuke:  What?  That’s impossible, come on!


	There’s thirty meters of it!


	Jump in, and she’ll be crispy critters!





Redcoat:  She’s doing it!


	She doesn’t, and I’ll have you executed as guerrillas!





Ryosuke:  Bagi, you’ll die.





Bagi:  I’ll try it.





Ryosuke:  She did it!


	She made it!  <ha-ha>


	What’re you doing?!


	Mom. . .





Ishigami:  Ryo-chan. . .





Ryosuke:  It’s you, after all, Mom.





Ishigami:  You’re awake, I’m glad!





Ryosuke:  So, this is the Cucaracha Research Lab?





Ishigami:  That’s right.





Ryosuke:  Damn it, we made it.


	Finally, goal!





Ishigami:  It’s like a dream.


	You were shipped here, and when I heard “Ishigami” was written on your shirt, I jumped with surprise.





Ryosuke:  Mom, where’s Bagi--<ow>





Ishigami:  You mustn’t move yet.  Lie down.





Ryosuke:  Where’d Bagi go?  Where is she?





Ishigami:  Bagi?  Oh, the lab animal, right?


	Thank you for delivering it.


	We’ll soon kill it as a specimen.





Ryosuke:  WHAT DID YOU SAY?!?


	Ahg, ow. . .


	How could you do that?!


	She’s my friend!


	Try killing her!  I’ll get you!





Ishigami:  Ryo-chan, it’s a research life form born from biotechnology.


	Its escape was my mistake.


	We must dispose of it.





Ryosuke:  If something happens to Bagi, even if you’re my mother, I won’t stand for it!!





Ishigami:  Why--how rude of you!


	You’ve changed, haven’t you.





Ryosuke:  Whose fault is that?!


	Okay, Mom. . .


	Stop this stupid research right now, and return to Japan!


	And like before, let’s live together!


	Dad’ll be glad, too!





Ishigami:  That’s impossible.


	I was called by this country’s government to work here.


	Besides, our current research will be an important breakthrough in helping those in need.


	I’m not able to leave.





Ryosuke:  SHUT UP!!


	Can’t you think of anything else besides research?!?





Ishigami:  We shall follow the procedure.


	Once you’re healed, go back to Japan.


	And, study hard.


	“Mirror, mirror, on the wall. . .”


	“Reveal your cats to me, and all.”


	Have you woken from the tranquilizer dart, Bagi?


	To make sure you don’t exert yourself, we’ve glued you down.


	Nor will your gaze reach here through the TV screen.


	You can never escape.  You’d better give up.


	In one hour, you’ll be dissected, and will compliment this laboratory as a precious sample of genetic engineering.


	I’ll have your heart frozen and take it back to Japan with me.


	If you can still speak, do so.


	If you have any last words.


	You are already turning back into an ordinary animal.


	Your talking ability and intelligence will fade away.





Bagi:  Don’t. . . do this. . . research. . . any. . . more.





Ishigami:  My!


	Who do think you’re saying that to!


	Fool!


	I am a creator!


	I bring new life forms into this world!


	You are merely a test of it!


	So, begone!


	Stop my research, it said?!  How dare it!


	Your Excellency, we are honored to have you come all this way to visit this Cucaracha Research Lab.





President:  Professor Ishigami, arrived from Japan with a noble cause, I see.


	The new kinds of large servings you developed. . .


	To the starving people of our country. . .


	Shall be a great salvation!





Ishigami:  This way please.


	These are the new servings we just gathered.





President:  This is rice??


	Seems almost like bread.





Ishigami:  <ah-ah-ah> We still haven’t tested them yet.


	Just in case, please allow us to feed them to animals before you try them.





President:  You mean they’re not safe?





Ishigami:  Excellency, everything made by gene transfer is a new species.


	Therefore, we must find out exactly what it is.





President:  But, I heard in Japan it was safe.





Ishigami:  Yes. . . But since then, we have improved the gene arrangement a little.





President:  The government has been fighting rebel guerrillas for ten years now.


	If we feed these servings to the starving public, our reputation will improve!





Scientist:  Emergency!  The animals that ate the rice--





Ishigami:  What’s the meaning of this?


	What happened?





Scientist:  The rice we just made contained a very strong poison.





Ishigami:  A poison??


	No. . . There’s no way. . .





Semmen:  Alright, back to your room, kid.


	I’m Semmen Bond.  Your babysitter.


	Watch.


	Just sit still for an hour, and you won’t be shot up like that.





Ryosuke:  Why an hour?





Semmen:  One hour’s when this critter Bagi’s dealt with.


	Sit tight ‘til then.





Ryosuke:  Bagi. . . going to be killed. . . in an hour??





Semmen:  Now, back in your room, kid.





Ryosuke:  No!





Semmen:  Don’t throw a fit.





Ryosuke:  I’m saving Bagi no matter what!


	Stop me if you can!  Shoot if you want!


	I’ll save Bagi even if I’m dead!





Semmen:  Don’t show off.


	Put away that speech.


	Say, kid, wanna test your luck?


	Bet on this coin.


	Win and I’ll let you go.


	Lose and, it’s a pity, but I’ll shoot you.


	Heads or tails.





Ryosuke:  Heads!





Semmen:  It’s heads.


	Kid, you lucked out.


	Go on, it’s a promise.


	Hey, that’s the toilet!


	<tsk> You’re helpless.


	This way.  Follow me.


	Below here.





President:  Professor Ishigami!


	It’s nothing to mourn about.


	Everyone makes mistakes.





Ishigami:  Excellency, in trying to make God’s blessing, I’ve made food for the devil!


	I can’t continue. . . this research anymore.


	I’ll have this horrible food disposed of.





President:  No, no, you needn’t trash it.


	Indeed, it’s useful as it is.





Ishigami:  Excellency, it is rice that contains a strong poison.


	Anyone who eats it will die.





President:  Anyone will die?


	Precisely.


	If we feed this rice to the guerrilla rebels that oppose our government. . .


	They’ll be wiped out where they stand!





Ishigami:  What on Earth?





President:  That’s not all!


	We feed it to writers who voice discontent with the government and clean them out!


	There’s still more!


	Let’s feed it to the scum in neighboring countries that support the guerrillas!


	I’ll sweep them all away!  Let’s wipe them out!


	<oh> What a good idea!


	Our nation is secured. . . We can be a world power!





Ishigami:  Your Excellency intends to use it to kill. . . ?





President:  Yes, it’s a weapon!


	It’ll be a splendid weapon!


	Now, Professor Ishigami, please start mass-producing this rice at once!





Ishigami:  I must refuse to that.





President:  R-Refuse!





Ishigami:  I have researched to create new foods to help those suffering with hunger.


	I cannot make poisonous life for murder!





President:  You mean to oppose me?


	You mean to defy my orders?


	<ah> This is the first time I ever heard such a reply!


	To defy me is unforgivable!


	Make the rice like I told you to!





Ishigami:  I am a scientist.


	I cannot assist in murder.


	I’m returning to Japan.





President:  Returning, you say!


	I suggest you try setting foot outside this lab.


	Those attack dogs will tear your body to pieces!





Ryosuke:  Bagi!


	It’s me. . . Bagi!


	I’ll save you now.


	Hang on. . . damn it. . .


	You’re glued down!  The bastards. . .


	Dammit. . . It’s no good.


	If I pull you off, your fur’ll tear.


	Bond-san, tell me how to free her.





Semmen:  Stop acting spoiled.


	Give it up and go to your room.





Ryosuke:  Please!


	I’m a good boy, so tell me!


	It’s no trouble for you!


	You’re not going to tell me?!


	Then let’s fight!  C’mon!





Semmen:  Don’t piss me off for real.


	Fine, let’s bet with this.


	Win and I’ll tell you.


	Lose and go to your room.


	Which is it?





Ryosuke:  T-Tails!





Semmen:  What a pain.  You won.


	Hey, this is the glue.


	This is the glue remover.





Ryosuke:  Bagi, we’ve no time.





Bagi:  R-R-Ryo. . . thank you.





Ryosuke:  O-Okay, okay.


	Bagi, stand up.


	W-What’s wrong?





Bagi:  R-Ryo. . . I c-can’t stand, so. . .


	Can’t talk w. . .





Ryosuke:  Okay, you needn’t stand.


	We’ll still run away.





Semmen:  That’s not happening.


	Who told you to run away?


	Playtime’s over now.


	Go to your room.





Ryosuke:  You’ve gotta be kidding!


	Only an idiot’d come this far and tell us not to!





Semmen:  I just humored you.


	Was it fun for you, kid?





Ryosuke:  Shit. . . You were making fun of us?!





Semmen:  You’re a sucker to catch on now.


	You be careful I don’t use this.


	Go to your room.


	You bastard, now you’ve done it!





Ryosuke:  Way to go, Bagi!


	Let’s go!


	I’ll find us some wheels!  You look for my mother!


	What is this place?


	<oh> An elevator!





Bagi:  Ryo. . . Ryo. . .





Ryosuke:  <eh> What?


	Crap!  It’s going up!





Scientists:  What is that?


	Stop it.


	What is this thing?


	Maybe it’s Kikuchiyo.


	Hey!  This’s that. . .


	That. . .





Ryosuke:  My mother--I mean, Professor Ishigami is on what floor?





Ishigami:  What have I been doing all this time. . . ?


	I believed I could make anything with the power of a scientist.


	But in the end, I made something this horrible.


	I can’t go back from here. . .





Scientists:  Professor Ishigami, it’s the President’s order.


	We’re taking the rice ball.


	We’ll take things over from here.


	Please hand that over.





Ishigami:  You’re not getting it.


	Tell that to the President.





Scientist:  If you defy his orders, you’ll regret it.





Ishigami:  Leave this place!





Ryosuke:  It’s here.


	Bring out my mother, no matter what.


	I’m telling you just in case, but. . .


	Don’t bite my mother, or claw her.


	Fine tuning.


	W-What is it?





Bagi:  Ryo. . . please.


	Just once. . . please stroke. . . my throat.





Ryosuke:  <eh?> Like this?





Bagi:  Yes. . .


	Wonderful. . .





Ishigami:  I’ll be killed soon.


	But before that, I must take this plastic-hardened poisonous rice away from here.


	If this rice is ever cultivated, it’ll be too late.


	There’s no knowing how many billions will die.


	They’re here.  The attack dogs, no doubt.


	Bagi!





Ryosuke:  Garage.


	It’s gasoline!





Scientist:  It’ll explode!





Ryosuke:  I’m in luck!


	There’s bikes here.  Two of them, even!





Redcoat:  Planning to escape?


	Prepare yourself, boy!


	Now, fight!


	I’ll make you this blade’s rust.


	Running away?!  You coward!





Ryosuke:  Cool it, you war freak!





Redcoat:  Hold it!





Ryosuke:  I did it!


	That’s Bagi!


	Bagi!!


	Bagi, over here!


	I’m over here!


	Mom!  MOM!!


	Awful. . . You’ve been bitten to shreds!





Ishigami:  Bagi is. . .





Ryosuke:  Bagi?


	Mom!  Mom!!  Don’t die!


	Mom!!


	Did Bagi bite you?


	Dammit. . . When she promised that much!


	Shit. . .


	Hell if I’ll die!


	Bagi, you bastard. . .


	You bit Mom to death and ran off, didn’t you?!





Semmen:  You really pulled a big one.


	Kid. . . You show some promise.





Ryosuke:  Did you come after me?





Semmen:  Hell, no.  I got fired.


	Because I let you get away.





Ryosuke:  That’s not my fault.





Semmen:  I already know that.


	My, aren’t we pissed off?





Ryosuke:  Bagi got my mother.


	That cat bitch. . . she hated my mother.


	She bit her to death and ran off.





Semmen:  <ho> My, my.


	It’s like being bitten by your pet dog.





Ryosuke:  Bagi’s not a pet dog!


	She’s my friend.  I trusted her, but she. . .





Semmen:  The dead ain’t comin’ back.


	But anyway, what will you do?





Ryosuke:  I’ll find Bagi and kill her.


	I’ll get her back for betraying me!





Semmen:  You’re getting revenge?





Ryosuke:  Yeah.  I’ll beat her dead!





Semmen:  Can you do it, kid?





Ryosuke:  Bond, I’m asking you.


	Teach me how to use a gun.





Semmen:  Teach you how to use a gun?





Ryosuke:  Yeah. . . If I’m as good as you, I can kill Bagi, can’t I?





Semmen:  How much for?





Ryosuke:  I don’t have any money.





Semmen:  <tsk> No chance in Hell.





Ryosuke:  Please, I’m begging you!


	Until I get Bagi, I’m not returning to Japan!





Semmen:  I don’t mind a girl cryin’ on my arm, but you. . .


	What the hell. . . Lose, and give it up.


	Heads or tails.





Ryosuke:  Tails.





Semmen:  Aw, hell, I’m damn unlucky.


	C’mere.


	We eat first.


	Don’t worry, I’ll pay.





Sign:  Five years later





Fatso:  Sorry.


	Pardon me.


	Mind if I sit there?





Ryosuke:  There’re other places to sit, aren’t there?





Fatso:  I want to sit in front of you.





Ryosuke:  It’s hot and stuffy.  No thanks.





Grunt1:  We are the government--





Fatso:  Ishigami, Ryo-kun. . . We are from the government public safety department.





Ryosuke:  Have you come to arrest me?





Grunt2:  Well, indeed, you have ruined a large laboratory of ours. . .


	Doing great damage.





Fatso:  But, it’s been five years since then.


	Situations have changed.





Grunt2:  We have come to ask a favor from you.





Fatso:  We know you are a free-willed gunman.


	We want you to take care of a certain creature.





Grunt1:  That creature’s name is--





Fatso:  That creature’s name is Bagi.


	It’s this kinda critter.


	It’s a dangerous monster.


	Lately. . . It’s been attacking villages here and there, and has bitten dozens of people to death.


	Up to now, many hunters have gone after Bagi, but all wound up half dead.


	You’re the only one who can beat that monster.


	If you kill Bagi, let’s pay you ten thousand dollars.


	How ‘bout it?





Grunt2:  Furthermore, so you can return to Japan. . .


	We’ll include a passport, visa, and all other documents!





Grunt1:  Or whad’ya say?


	Because Bagi was once your pet, you sayin’ you can’t kill it?





Ryosuke:  Shut up!





Fatso:  Well, looks like the deal’s off.


	“Adios, señor.”





Ryosuke:  Hold it.


	Do you know where this Bagi is?





Fatso:  There’s a kid who knows.  But. . .


	To find out from him, we need to borrow your skill.





Chiko:  No way in Hell!


	I know where Bagi is!


	But I’m not telling anyone!





Fatso:  That’s a problem, Chiko.





Chiko:  No way, no way!


	I’m never telling!


	Bagi killed my dad.


	So I’m going to get Bagi.


	Go home, now!





Ryosuke:  What are your conditions?


	How about splitting the reward?





Chiko:  Just watch!





Grunts:  Wow!  What skill!





Chiko:  If you take me on and win, I’ll show you where Bagi is.


	Are you going to, sir?





Ryosuke:  Yeah.





Chiko:  If my rock hits, it’ll crush your nose.





Fatso:  “Yah, bravo, bravo!”





Chiko:  I lost, sir.  It’s a promise.


	I’ll show you the way.





Ryosuke:  You’ll be useful.


	Ready me a motorcycle, and a rifle.





Chiko:  My dad was walking down the street when Bagi bit him to death.


	I should’ve thrown a rock and killed it.





Ryosuke:  What a sight.


	The village’s wiped out.





Chiko:  It’s horrible.  Too horrible!


	Bagi’s a demon, after all.





Ryosuke:  Hold it.


	Something’s wrong.


	These prints don’t seem to be one creature’s.


	It seems there are two or three, at least.





Chiko:  No way, there couldn’t be two or three Bagis.


	Even little babies are bitten to death.


	Poor things.





Ryosuke:  Chiko!!  Careful!!





Chiko:  You all right?  Your wound?





Ryosuke:  This isn’t Bagi.





Chiko:  Really?





Ryosuke:  This is. . . a normal American lion.





Chiko:  Besides, there were four of them.





Ryosuke:  The ones attacking the villages weren’t Bagi.





Chiko:  <ah> This is. . . !


	This is. . . this is the string off Dad’s bolas!


	I learned from my dad.


	My dad fought this one and got bitten to death.


	See!


	It’s my dad’s!





Ryosuke:  This is, maybe. . .


	It may be a big mistake.


	The monster attacking people and villages, and Bagi. . .


	Are different!


	Those are military helicopters.





Chiko:  They’re chasing us.





Ryosuke:  No. . . I’d say they’re following us.





Chiko:  Why?  Why would they follow us?





Ryosuke:  I’m finally figuring out what’s going on.


	A dirty trick, you bastards.





Fatso:  Señor Ryo Ishigami, thank you for your help.


	Your job is over.  Could you let us take over from here?





Ryosuke:  You bastards. . .


	You suckered me into thinking I’d fight the monster and used me as a guide, so you could hunt it down with your army.





Fatso:  We’ll pay you the reward, as promised.


	You’ve no problems then, right?


	We’ll finish off Bagi on our own.


	Get out of here.





Ryosuke:  This was arranged from the beginning, wasn’t it?





Fatso:  Exactly.  That kid wouldn’t show us where Bagi was.


	So we used you and had the kid show you.


	And so it happens we followed you.





Chiko:  Bagi didn’t turn out to be a man-eater!





Fatso:  If that critter eats people or not, I have nothing to do with it.





Ryosuke:  Then what’s with this overblown chase?





Fatso:  Bagi ran off with a rice ball that’s a deadly poisonous weapon.


	I have to recover the rice ball and report to the President.


	Now, my soldier friends, go and attack.





Soldier:  Alright!  Draw out the creature!


	What’s wrong?  Is it gone?


	Hey, what’s wrong?  C’mon and answer me!


	Is it there or not?!


	The traitors!





Fatso:  <incoherent babble>





Soldier:  Shit. . .	<This is just before the third chopper starts up.>





Ryosuke:  You dared to kill my mother.


	I’ve been waiting for this day.


	We’ll settle this.


	C’mon!  C’mon and fight, Bagi!


	If you won’t, I’ll make you come!


	W-What?!





Chiko:  Sir!  Something’s shining on Bagi’s chest!


	She’s wearing something!





Ryosuke:  Shit!





Chiko:  Look out!





Ryosuke:  Where are you hiding?!


	Bagi!


	Coward!  Come on out!





Chiko:  Sir!


	Rifle!





Ryosuke:  Dammit. . .





Chiko:  The bike!  The bike!


	She’s aiming for it!





Ryosuke:  Finally, the last blow?


	The Indians encircle the cavalry and tighten the ring, and attack at once.


	It means you can kill me in any way you want now.


	It’s my end.


	But you’re dying with me, Bagi!





Chiko:  Sir. . . You did it!


	You did it, didn’t you!


	I thought you were done for!





Ryosuke:  I thought so too.


	But Bagi hesitated.  From killing me.





Chiko:  This is it.


	This was shining really bright.





Ryosuke:  Let me see.  This is. . . the pendant my mother wore.





Chiko:  What?





Ryosuke:  My mother’s last words.





Ishigami:  I am having Bagi escape with a rice ball.


	I have instructed Bagi to bury the rice ball in a mountain, hiding it.


	Her intelligence has all but vanished, but she most likely understood my request.


	Should he know I betrayed him, the President no doubt will have me killed by attack dogs.


	Bagi will return to the wild.


	Probably, she will end her life in the mountains.


	Life forms like Bagi and the rice ball should not be made by humans.


	I have been a bad scientist, and a bad mother.


	Ryosuke, I’m sorry.  Take care. . .


	Bagi.





Ryosuke:  How horrible. . .


	Bagi didn’t kill my mother.


	My mother let her go.


	Why didn’t you say so?!


	Why did you keep it to yourself?!


	Bagi!


	If you’d said anything, I would’ve taken you back to Japan.


	You’d become family, and we’d live together, I promised.


	Bagi. . .


	Please come back!


	Let’s go to Japan together!


	Please don’t die. . .


	Bagi!


	Bagi!!





Chiko:  Sir!  We’re in trouble!


	That Bagi we brought here, and left out back, disappeared this morning!





Ryosuke:  What?!





Chiko:  I’m sure we left her here, and covered her up, right?


	See, she’s gone.


	Somebody took away the body.





Ryosuke:  Say. . . What’re those?





Chiko:  Pawprints!





Ryosuke:  They’re Bagi’s pawprints!





Chiko:  No way!


	I mean, Bagi died for sure!





Ryosuke:  So, she came back!





Chiko:  The prints disappear past that thicket.





Ryosuke:  Bagi was alive. . . and she went to the mountains.


	That’s it.


	That’s what happened, Chiko!





Chiko:  I wonder why she came back.





Ryosuke:  That doesn’t matter.


	Bagi, live through it.


	Bagi, live all you can!  I’m praying for it!





Chiko:  She won’t show up in front of humans again, probably.





Ryosuke:  It’s better that way.


