<Episode 1/26>


Title:  The Mysterious Irresponsible Man





Noriko:  Noriko begs you!


	Make use of your talents, okay?


	The United Planets Space Force is now accepting applications from ambitious people!


	The defender of galactic peace and guardian of nature. . .


	My hero!





<The man’s voice in the background gets drowned in and out. . . The parts translated are those that aren’t interfered by anything/anyone else.>





Sign:  Young man!  The United Planets Space Force awaits you!





TV (Background Man):  The military situation is deteriorating. . .





Noriko:  I’m waiting for you!





TV (Background Man):  Even now, our Outer Galactic Fleet. . .





Fuji:  Everyone!


	The Rarlgon military force continues to grow.


	If we fail to act now, the enemy will conquer the entire outer sector of the galaxy!


	Rumors report the new ruler of Rarlgon is still young, and the military more a chaotic power struggle than a unified force.


 	An army without a strong chain of command is nothing but rabble!


	In contrast, our forces are highly dedicated!


	Our talented commanders and experienced troops should crush them with no trouble!


	Now is our chance to deploy all our forces to the Rarlgon Empire and overwhelm the enemy!


	These are my conclusions.


	I wish to hear the opinion of Admiral Mifune, the commander of the Outer Galactic Fleet.





Mifune:  I believe Admiral Fuji has a point.


	Indeed, given the current situation, I'm confident the Outer Fleet alone can destroy 40% of the Rarlgon Empire's force within a month if we launch an assualt now.





Fuji:  I expected no less from the renowned Mifune.


	Then will you support my plan?





Mifune:  No.


	I’m against it!





Fuji:  W-What?!





Mifune:  You shouldn't underestimate the Rarlgon Empire.


	We can sustain our offensive for about a year.


	But if it becomes a long war, our lower production capacity will inevitably cause us to be outgunned by the enemy.


	I also seriously doubt the Rarlgon Empire is an enemy that can be quickly defeated.


	Furthermore, rumors from Rarlgon say they think we are behind the death of the late Emperor.


	If true. . .


	Considering we are the foe of their late ruler, it appears the morale of the Rarlgon Empire’s force will exceed ours.





Fuji:  What if the enemy seizes the initiative?





Mifune:  Don't worry, our fleet is on standby for launch at any time!


	But, we can afford to wait and see if the Rarlgon Empire, under their new monarch, will attempt a pre-emptive strike.





Wang:  There is no more doubt the death of the late Emperor Goza XV was due to a conspiracy by the United Planets Space Force.


	At this point, for Your Majesty to personally lead our forces and punish them immediately is the right path for the glorious Rarlgon Empire, I believe.





Azaling:  Wang. . .





Wang:  Yes.





Azaling:  Is war inevitable?





Wang:  Yes!


	Your Majesty, your decision!


	Pardon this humble Wang, but upon your request, I'll do my best to carry out your wishes.


	Your decision.





Noriko:  I'm waiting for you!





CPO:  What's that?!


	S-Say that again!





Tylor:  Like I said, to take it easy.





CPO:  I-Is that really why you're applying for the glorious United Planets Space Force?!





Tylor:  That’s right.





CPO:  Uh, J-J-Jus...





Tylor:  Justy Ueki Tylor, 20.





CPO:  Well then, Tylor-kun, where do you think military life is easy?





Tylor:  Obviously. . .


	In the military. . .


	The food’s free!


	The uniform, and everything else is also ABSOLUTELY free!


	I needn’t worry about any rent, either.


	And getting all sorts of licenses will be a breeze!


	In addition, if I’m on a space cruiser, I get to sleep all day in a cryogenic capsule, until I reach the battlefield.


	Or, if I get a cushy desk job, there’s no easier life than that.


	Eh?


	Isn’t that right?





CPO:  You!  Do you know what kind of work the Space Force does?





Tylor:  Well, that’s. . .


	Of course, that's war.  Yeah, war!


	Your Excellency.





CPO:  You!  Don’t call me “Your Excellency!”





Tylor:  And, Your Excellency, after retirement, I can live a comfortable life off a pension.


	Wow!  It’s so cool!





CPO:  I guess the thought of possibly getting killed in a war is sucked from your head with everything else!


	Hell, don't you know how often soldiers on the front line sacrifice themselves and their families to carry out their duties?


	The military isn’t such a sweet place!





Tylor:  Now, now. . .


	You have the wonderful eyes that can find hidden talents in applicants.


	For instance, let’s say I was accepted by the Space Force and unexpectedly accomplished great deeds.





CPO:  No way.





Tylor:  No, you can never predict the tides of war.


	Your Excellency, check this out!


	See what would happen?


	Let's suppose I kept getting promoted by chance, until I became the Captain of a space cruiser before I knew it.





CPO:  For example, a Colonel?





Tylor:  Well, not a Colonel, something like an Admiral.


	My historical achievements would’ve been impossible if not for a certain person's keen power of observation.


	Yep. You, Your Excellency.


	Yep.  You who discovered the talents of Admiral Tylor when he was still unknown, and approved his application, will deserve the credit.


	In that case, the big boys of the Space Force wouldn't ignore you.


	You'll be guaranteed a comfortable life forever.


	Aren’t you lucky!





CPO:  Don't exaggerate. . .





Tylor:  And during my retirement, I'll write my memoirs.


	The very first page should go like this:


	Behind my glorious achievements, there stood a Chief Petty Officer.


	I dedicate this to His Excellency, the Chief Petty Officer.


	Everyone will love you, the babes will go crazy, instant fame!


	Aren’t you lucky!


	Yeah, aren’t you the luckiest!





CPO:  TV’s a bit too much. . .





Fuji:  Don’t you understand?!





Mifune:  No, I don’t!


	To send our main force right at the enemy. . . That’s suicide!


	Even if the new ruler is young, the fleet is first-rate even now!





Fuji:  The United Planets Space Force won’t listen to a puny bug like you for long!





Mifune:  What?!


	You bastard!  Do you dare insult Mifune?!





Fuji:  Oh dear, I guess the brave Admiral fights a losing battle with senility.


	W-What are you doing?!


	Do you mean to kill me, the Chief of the General Staff?


	What's wrong?  Just waving your sword, wondering what it’s for!





Wang:  Majesty, your decision.


	Your Majesty!





Azaling:  I’ve decided!


	As Goza XVI of the Holy Rarlgon Empire, I give you my orders.


	The empire will deliver to our enemy, the despicable United Planets Space Force, due punishment in my name!





Wang:  Your Majesty!  I compliment you on a wise decision!


	Everything will be carried out according to your wishes.





Dom:  Damn Wang.


	By sparking the fire of revenge in Her Majesty, he finally took over our forces.





<Commercial break:  Fansub, not for sale, blah blah blah>





Azaling:  Who’s there?!


	Damn you!


	You saw!





Dom:  I did.


	My deepest sympathies, Your Majesty.





Azaling:  How dare you!


	I am the Empress of the Holy Rarlgon Empire, Goza XVI.


	Should even her parents die, the proud Empress sheds no tears!


	What you have seen was an illusion.


	Forget it.  I command you.





Dom:  No.  Tears of sadness hold no shame, even for an Empress.


	Forgive me, but I must say it moves me. . .


	To know Your Majesty is a person after all.





Azaling:  How rude!


	Watch your mouth!


	How can I not be ashamed when a subject saw. . .





Dom:  Not merely strong, Your Majesty possesses a kind and gentle heart.





Azaling:  What?





Dom:  You're truly an Empress we would sacrifice our lives to protect!


	As long as you have those tears. . .


	The warriors of the empire would gladly die for you.





Azaling:  What is your name?


	Tell me your name!





Dom:  Of the Holy Rarlgon Empire's 27th Outer Galactic Fleet, 66th Special Task Force, Captain of the cruiser Dorome, I am Ru Baraba Dom.





Azaling:  So, Dom.


	To speak so bluntly to me as a mere Captain, you have quite the nerve!


	Your name. . . I’ll keep it in mind.





Lonawer:  Oh, Dom!  There you are.





Dom:  Admiral Lonawer.





Lonawer:  I've looked for you, Dom.


	Your ship received orders.





Dom:  Orders for my ship?





Lonawer:  That damned Wang issued orders as soon as he assumed command!





Dom:  I understand.  What is it about?





Lonawer:  You see, Dom, it's. . .





?:  Open the tertiary navigational reactor!


	Oil pressure, check!


	Launch preparations, check!





Dom:  Cruiser Dorome, commence launch!


	Primary power sphere. . . Activate!!





Tylor:  Man, I’ve had it.


	If I'm working for the ‘Force anyway, I’d ask to be a comfy cruiser Captain or a useless Pension Officer.


	Hey!  Now what’re you doing?!





AI man:  Psychological aptitude test.


	Justy Ueki Tylor.  Male.  20.  Application Number E-7.


	Is anything wrong with this information?





Tylor:  <tsk> This sucks!


	What a test. . .


	Why the Hell do I have to talk with a wormy turd in a hole like this?





AI man:  Wormy turd?





Tylor:  Do me a favor, get your face away from me.





AI man:  This is the first time I heard such an insult from a mere applicant!


	Go to Hell!





AI woman:  I'll take his place.





Tylor:  Yes, yes.


	This is what I wanted!


	If you came out in the first place, I would’ve been so happy!





AI woman:  You are Justy Ueki Tylor.  20.  Male.  Application Number E-7.


	Anything wrong with this information?





Tylor:  Yep, yep, nothing wrong.


	So, what's your name?





AI woman:  To make it easier for applicants to take the test, I am a perfected artificial intelligence programmed by a state-of-the-art computer, a Virtual Humanoid.


	Therefore, I don't have a personal name.


	Because your behavior and speech are also evaluated as part of the test, please think carefully before. . .


	Is something wrong?





Tylor:  That's it!  Betty-chan is nice.


	For starters, your name.





AI woman:  Betty-chan?





Tylor:  That's right.  Betty-chan.


	Isn’t it a nice name?





Betty:  My name is Betty-chan. . .


	N-Now I'll begin the test.


	Question 1:  You are on a deserted island.


	You have one enemy with you.


	Neither of you have a weapon.


	So, what will you do?


	Tylor-san, please answer.





Tylor:  Uh, well. . .





Betty:  Tylor-san, that behavior will also be evaluated!





Tylor:  Erm. . .





Betty:  Tylor-san, answer the question!





Tylor:  That's it!  Those glasses!


	Those glasses don't fit you!





Betty:  Incomprehensible.  That is not an acceptable response.





Tylor:  Don't get so mad.


	Because of those glasses, I forgot the answer.


	Hey, try taking them off.


	Betty-chan!





Betty:  You mustn’t, Tylor-san.


	Please give them back. . . !


	(Hurry--my glasses--Tylor-san!) <Tylor’s dialogue drowns this part out>





Tylor:  You see?  You're much more attractive without the glasses.


	You're awesome!





Betty:  Tylor-san, you flatter me so.





Tylor:  So you’re the honest type.


	You're cute when you're angry, but now you’re breathtaking, Betty-chan.





Betty:  Tylor-san, please answer the questions more seriously.





Tylor:  Yes, yes.  Ask whatever you want.





Betty:  Question 2:  You are. . .


	Oh, no, please don't stare at me like that.





Tylor:  Your round eyes, your cute little nose, and your lovely earlobes. . .





Betty:  Oh dear, Tylor-san.


	I haven't finished the question yet.





Tylor:  You needn’t ask.


	If you were a real human, men all over the world would fall at your feet.


	That is my answer.





Betty:  Oh, no, Tylor-san.


	What are you talking about?


	It's incomprehensible.  I can't understand.





Tylor:  No, I’m sure you can understand.


	You're not only beautiful, but smart as well.





Betty:  I-It's incomprehensible!


	B-But, I've never met a man like you before, Tylor-san.





?:  Shit!  Emergency-access other mainframes!





??:  Emergency-access the headquarters computer!





Fuji:  You think we can fight wars by procrastinating?!





Betty:  Please, stop that, okay?





Mifune:  Shut up!


	Do you think I can ignore such an insult?





Betty:  Please!  Don't say any more. . .





Fuji:  No, I won't change my mind!


	The future of our Space Force depends on this!





Betty:  No, I can't understand.


	Is that your answer?


	Or did we fall in love?





Fuji:  What the Hell was that?


	Is that your fault, too?!





Mifune:  IDIOT!!!





Betty:  Please, answer now.


	Answer the question!





Tylor:  But, you haven't given me the second question. . .





Betty:  I don't care about that!


	Is this love?


	Is this true love?


	Where am I?  Who am I?





Tylor:  I really. . . can’t help. . .





Betty:  You tease. . .


	Answer the question!





Tylor:  H-Hey. . . w-wait!


	L-Let's. . . c-call it quits!


	Now you did it.  Okay, it's payback time!





Betty:  . . . S-Stop. . .


	I. . . I'm very delicate!


	I. . . I can't take it. . . No. . .


	I can’t take it. . .


	If you keep doing that. . .


	I. . . I. . .


	I-I don't know what's going on anymore. . .


	No. . . You fool. . .





Fuji:  Could this be an enemy raid?





Mifune:  Yeah, ri--





Betty:  Tylor. . . Tylor. . .


	Where were you?


	Tylor, where are you?


	Please answer me, Tylor!


	Please, where?





Tylor:  Aw, Hell.  It's broken.





Betty:  My heart aches.  It hurts so much!


	Take responsibility for this!





Tylor:  <eh??> Responsibility?


	Uh, I didn’t do it!





Betty:  Tylor, you plan to. . . after shattering my heart. . .


	Leave me all alone?!


	How cruel!  That’s irresponsible!


	I won't forgive you!  I can't!


	Y-You're the enemy of women!


	No, the enemy of all humanity!





PA:  Alert!  The artificial intelligence. . .





Fuji:  What the Hell is going on?!





Betty:  Enemy!  The enemy of all humanity!





Mifune:  Don't panic!  Cut all lines and switch to manual mode!





?:  Yes, sir!





Fuji:  That's a Rarlgon Empire high-speed cruiser!


	It’s headed for our sector of space!


	So this is a diversionary attack by the Rarlgon Empire.


	It seems while you were playing coward, the enemy got impatient on us.


	So, you're going to blast the Rarlgon Empire away for us in no time, eh, Admiral Mifune?





Officer:  Captain Dom.


	The United Planets Space Force surveillance has sighted us.


	They are approaching at full speed.





Dom:  Beautiful. . .


	To be polluted with the blood of the cowardly United Planets Space Force. . .


	This universe is too beautiful.





CPO:  Where’s the enemy?!  Where’d they go?!





Tylor:  Your Excellency.  It's me, it’s me.


	It's Tylor.





CPO:  You!


	You're okay!  You're a lucky fellow.


	Looks like a Rarlgon agent snuck in and destroyed the artificial intelligence.





Tylor:  An agent?


	Dear!  What'll happen to me?





CPO:  Don’t worry!  You passed!


	The war broke out!  Who gives a damn about an aptitude test?


	Just sign the papers on my desk, and you're O.K.


	I'll go ahead and get that spy.  Got it?


	Tylor!





Tylor:  W-What is it?





CPO:  If you make it out alive, make sure you write your autobiography!





Tylor:  Understood!


	Just leave this war to me!





Noriko:  I’m waiting for you!


	I’m waiting for you!


	I’m waiting for you!


	I’m waiting for you!





<Ep. 2 Preview:>


Irresponsible Captain Tylor    Next episode:





Yamamoto:  When people get old, they get money.  People call it a pension.  	Assigned to the Pension Department
