<Episode 8/26>


Title:  Life is Short.  Girl, Kill





Harumi:  A-Assassinate him?


	Tylor?





Dom:  Is it too difficult?





Harumi:  No.  But, my mission as a spy is to collect information.





Dom:  A spy. . .


	Secretly collects data on enemy activities and plans.


	But first, we must know if the enemy is worth spying on, or the spy is meaningless.





Harumi:  In other words, if he can't defend himself, he's not worth spying on.





Dom:  Show him no mercy.


	Kill Tylor.





Harumi:  Understood, sir.





Tylor:  Koolong Quadrant, Point KM-40, is it?





Fuji:  Yes.  Gaseous material in the region has affected our sensors, but there seems to be an enemy fleet there.


	Given the situation, please scout it.


	Are you displeased with a boring reconnaissance?





Tylor:  No!  In that case, call on me anytime.


	Justy Ueki Tylor, for the peace and love of the universe, will fly off--





Fuji:  Well, this will be rude to someone of your standing, but don’t let the enemy detect you by warping into the area.





Tylor:  Yes.  Leave it to me.





Killer:  Is it all right, having him take his time coming there?


	It'd save us a lot of time if he just warps.





Fuji:  A strange luck follows him whenever he warps.





Killer:  And perhaps his luck has run out?





Fuji:  That’s why I paid millions to hire you.


	Kill Tylor, for certain, and leave no trace.





Harumi:  There.





Yamamoto:  Hey!!  What are you doing, First Officer Tylor?!?


	Today, I’ve finally had it with your idiocy!


	I'll have you shot!  No, hanged!!


	This is the best way to relieve stress!


	But it’s somehow in vain. . .





Top Left Sign:  Soyokaze House


Top Right Sign:  Nest. . .


Crossed-Out Sign:  Living Quarters


Bottom Sign:  Babes only!!





Wooden sign:  Please knock.  I’ll come flying.





Kitaguchi:  Jeez, it’s a restless night.


	Dammit, Tylor!


	Booze up with me!


	What?  He isn’t in?


	If the enemy comes around, we're historeee. . .





Andresen:  Sorry, but this time, count me out.


	We can’t win.





Cryburn:  Right.  No matter how we put it, they’re not going to listen unless we do something.


	The ones who’ll really hate it are Yuriko and Yamamoto, right?


	Even if we somehow clam up Yamamoto. . .





Andresen:  Right.  If Yuriko goes against it, everyone else--





Snake:  Who’s there?!





Rats:  H-Harumi-san?





Cryburn:  What?  What?





Harumi:  Uh, um. . .





Cryburn:  You dipshit!!





Tylor:  Hey, we really surprised you!


	But, what’s up?


	Coming out here, and that outfit. . .


	<ah!> I know!  Jogging, right?





Harumi:  <eh?> Y-Yes, I was.


	I was thinking of losing some weight!





Tylor:  I knew it.


	But it’s not a good idea to come here.


	There’s a lot of clutter, so it’s dangerous.





Harumi:  Y-Yes.  I'm sorry.


	I disturbed an important meeting.


	Are you planning some new operation?





Cryburn:  Operation?  That’s great!





Harumi:  Y-You’re not?





Tylor:  No, no!  Just a contest--





Harumi:  Contest?


	Something about a contest?





Cryburn:  Nah!  It’s nothing!





Tylor:  So you see, when we talked about who’s the prettiest on the Soyokaze, we got excited.


	Hey, Harumi-san, are you interested?





Harumi:  Sounds interesting. . .


	A contest. . . I think I’ll participate.





Marines:  ALL RIGHT!!!





Yuriko:  You must be joking!


	Where on this ship can we hold a beauty pageant?!





Tylor:  Hey, if we don't have some recreation, we'll build up stress.





Yuriko:  It’ll only build stress!





Tylor:  And you, Yamamoto-kun?





Yamamoto:  Opposed, of course.





Tylor:  Oh, really.


	Come to think of it, I’d need you as Acting Captain.


	It’d be more work.





Yamamoto:  What. . . Acting Captain. . .


	Me do that?





Tylor:  There’s no one else, right?





Yamamoto:  That may. . . That’s true.


	Well, if that’s the case, it can’t be helped.


	Very well!  I accept the job.





Kim:  I'm in for the contest!


	Because, I get to wear something besides a uniform.


	Man, I get sick of this!





Yumi:  Contest?





Emi:  I like it!





Harumi:  Yes.  I’d love to.





Kim:  Touché!





Sign:  First Annual Miss Soyokaze Contest





Snake:  You idiot!  We don’t need that!!





Harumi:  Everyone, if you don't feel well, call me anytime!





Andresen:  More to the left!  That’s it.





Sakai:  Andresen!


	You assholes!  You ditched my Ranpu outside!





Andresen:  Talk to the Captain.





Sakai:  WHAT?!?





Cryburn:  Hey, Kojiro!


	Stop bitching and give us a hand!





Andresen:  Well?





Sakai:  Shit, damn this stupid beauty pageant!





Tylor:  <whoop> Working, working!


	<exclamation> They’re really doing it.


	Even if you quit the military, you can really make a living, can’t you?





Cryburn:  A job’s a job.  A hobby’s a hobby.


	That’s a war professional!





Tylor:  I see.





Harumi:  Captain.





Tylor:  Harumi-san.


	What, Harumi-san, you’re also touring?





Harumi:  No, I’m here for my job.


	In case someone gets hurt.





Tylor:  That’s impressive, Harumi-san.





Harumi:  Not at all, it’s my job.


	By the way, Captain, I hear there's a swimsuit contest.





Tylor:  Yep, of course.





Harumi:  Then, I have a problem.


	I don’t have a swimsuit.





Tylor:  What?  Now that’s trouble.


	I know!  Why not borrow Yuriko-san’s?


	SAY, YURIKO-SA--





Harumi:  C-Captain. . .





Tylor:  What?





Harumi:  This is a rather private thing, so perhaps later. . .





Tylor:  Oh, yeah.  Sorry, sorry!





Harumi:  Laugh while you can.


	Oh, no!





Tylor:  What's wrong?





Harumi:  I forgot my rounds check.  





Tylor:  Oh, dear.





Harumi:  Well, excuse me.





Tylor:  Keep up the good work!


	Harumi-san, this. . . !


	She left.





Sakai:  Captain!!





Harumi:  Good-bye, Captain Tylor.





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





Cryburn:  What the hell?





Andresen:  Tylor. . .





Tylor:  HEY!!





Sakai:  I’d call that a close one!





Tylor:  Man, good work!


	I almost got a third nostril in my nose, though.





Harumi:  Captain!


	Are you all right?





Tylor:  Yeah, I’m fine!





Harumi:  Really. . .


	I’m glad.





Tylor:  Wow!  I’m so happy, Harumi-san was that worried about me!


	Here!





Harumi:  T-That’s my. . .


	You went back for this, Captain?





Tylor:  Well, sort of.


	But, you need it, right?





Harumi:  Yes. . .


	Thank you very much.





Tylor:  Ah, it’s nothing.





Harumi:  Now, then, I’ll treat you with this.


	So, take off your coat.





Tylor:  This is terrible!





Harumi:  No, it’s just a scratch.





Tylor:  What are you saying?


	We don’t want it to get infected.


	Let’s see your finger.





Harumi:  O-Okay. . .





Cryburn:  Geez, ain't that nice?





Andresen:  Yeah, lucky stiff.





Tylor:  Now it’s O.K.





Harumi:  Thank you very much.





Tylor:  You’re welcome.


	In any case, it’s good no one was hurt.  Right?





Cryburn:  Yeah, sure.





Andresen:  But still, we set up that scaffolding so sturdily. . .





Cryburn:  Yeah, I doubt it was an accident.





Andresen & Cryburn:  Jason, was it you?





Jason:  Wha?!  No, no, no!





Cryburn:  If not, then who. . .





Andresen:  We’ve got too many suspects with a motive; that’s also funny.





Cryburn:  Yeah.





Tylor:  Everyone, built it right.


	A job is a job.  A hobby is a hobby.


	Right?





Harumi:  <huh?>  Oh, yes.


	By the way, your exam. . .


	I can’t examine you well here, so come to sickbay.


	To make sure you’re not injured, can I run an exam?





Tylor:  But. . .





Harumi:  In return for my bandage.





Tylor:  All right then.





Sakai:  What the?


	Why the hell is this thing here?





Tylor:  I-Isn’t this overdoing it?





Harumi:  No, my priority is the Captain’s health.





Tylor:  I’m glad to hear it, but. . .





<The computer spurts out dozens of bio-readings. . . B.S. stuff.  The right-hand side reads “Check” on all of them. . .>





Harumi:  My, this is bad!


	I read some internal injuries.


	I must administer a stabilizer.


	You'll be fine in no time.





Tylor:  But, hey!  From this readout, there doesn’t seem anything wrong.





Harumi:  Oh, silly me, of course!


	What I did, I’m sorry.


	I know, Captain.  How about some coffee in return?





Tylor:  Sounds good!


	Then, I’ll be dressing.





Harumi:  Sure.


	He keeps dodging me!


	Fine.  Just wait and see.





Tylor:  Wow, even with standard quarters, a lady’s room is so different.





Harumi:  Are they?


	Um, Captain, care for sugar?





Tylor:  Yes, please!





Harumi:  Okay.


	Here.





Tylor:  Thank you.


	Hey, how cute!


	You’ve even got these!


	Then, Harumi-san first.





Harumi:  N-No thanks!  I prefer my mine black!





Tylor:  Oh, really?  Then, without any ado. . .


	Oh, yeah!





Harumi:  Y-Yes?





Tylor:  About the swimsuit, I'll talk to Yuriko-san about. . .


	What's wrong?





Harumi:  The sugar. . .


	I mean, the coffee will get cold!





Tylor:  Yeah, you’re right.


	Harumi-san.





Harumi:  Y-Yes!


	What is it now?





Tylor:  What's wrong?


	Aren’t you a bit pale?





Harumi:  What?  That’s. . . um. . .


	Yes!  I-It's the first time a gentleman’s been in my quarters, you see.





Tylor:  Oh, really!  That’s too bad!


	Sorry!  Can I have another?





Harumi:  No.  That was the last one.





Tylor:  Oh.


	Then, black will be fine!





Katori:  First Officer.


	First Officer Yamamoto.


	Fer cryin’ out loud. . .


	Acting Captain Yamamoto!





Yamamoto:  Did you call, Helmsman Harold?





Katori:  Koolong Quadrant, Point KM-40.


	We’re en route as scheduled.





Yamamoto:  Good work.





Katori:  Now then, I'm going to the contest preparations.


	See you later.





Yamamoto:  So I’m the only one left on the bridge, after all.





Katori:  Too bad, isn’t it?


	It’s the Captain’s orders.





Yamamoto:  Just when I became Acting Captain.


	This is just bridge-sitting!





Harumi:  Damn you, Tylor!!


	I won't be deceived.


	W-Who is it?





Yuriko:  It's Yuriko.


	The Captain asked me to lend this to you.





Harumi:  For me?





Yuriko:  I heard you didn't have a swimsuit.





Harumi:  Oh, how cute.


	But are you sure you don't mind?





Yuriko:  Sure.  But it's mine, so I don't know if it's your size.





Harumi:  But, how about you?





Yuriko:  I’m fine.


	I don’t like it, but I'm sure you'll look great in it.





Harumi:  Yuriko-san.





Yuriko:  Excuse me!





Harumi:  Yes, sir!


	Thank you very much!





White sign:  Captain’s Quarters





Tylor:  What the--?  Harumi-san. . .


	Whoops, you saw?


	I wash and wash, but it keeps piling up, you know.





Harumi:  You tricked me!





Tylor:  W-W-W-Wait!


	H-Harumi-san, are you okay?





Harumi:  Damn you!





Tylor:  I see.


	Harumi-san, you were, after all.





Harumi:  After all?





Tylor:  Yeah.


	Well, roses have thorns, no?





Harumi:  Impressive.


	Knowing I was a lady spy, you still left me loose?





Tylor:  No, that’s not it.





Harumi:  Since when did you know?





Tylor:  Well, Harumi-san, don’t you have a mysterious atmosphere?


	And so, I thought it’d be fun if you were a lady spy.





Harumi:  You mean. . .


	As you can see, I’m a Rarlgon spy sent to assassinate you.





Tylor:  W-Wait a minute!  Calm down!


	If you insist on dying, I won't stop you, but. . .


	Is it okay in Rarlgon to die without completing a mission?!





Harumi:  We spies must obviously die if we're discovered!





Tylor:  Who discovered you?!


	If I stay quiet, nobody will know, right?





Harumi:  Tylor. . .





Tylor:  Oh, yeah.


	But if you can’t carry out your mission, you'd be in trouble, right?





Harumi:  I’d be killed.





Tylor:  Then, let’s do this:


	Why not say you tricked me, and think you can get more information from me, so you want to watch and wait a while?





Harumi:  You’re betraying your people?





Tylor:  Don’t put it that way.


	If you got some useful information, you’re clear, right?





Harumi:  But, you’re the United Planets Space Force’s Captain of the Soykaze, right?





Tylor:  After all, this assignment’s just a boring scout mission.


	It’s just Koolong Quadrant, Point KM-40!





Harumi:  Tylor. . .





?:  Something is coming out of warp.





Killer:  It’s the destroyer Soyokaze, isn’t it?





?:  It isn’t!


	It's a Rarlgon fleet!





Killer:  What?!


	W-Why?!


	Why is it?!





Balsarom:  The enemy's new ship stationed in the Koolong Quadrant has been destroyed.





Dom:  Indeed.


	The information was accurate.





Balsarom:  What will you order Harumi to do now?





Dom:  The fact that she could not kill him proves Tylor’s value.


	Now that we know it, it would be wise to continue observing him for a while.





Balsarom:  Yes, sir.





Fuji:  What do you mean?


	You didn't abandon the mission, did you?





Yamamoto:  No, sir.  I, Acting Captain Yamamoto, assumed responsibility and accomplished it.


	Now, here is my report:


	At Koolong Quadrant, Point KM-40, there is no sign of enemy activity. . .





Fuji:  T-That can’t be true!





Yamamoto:  No, there’s no mistake.


	At the site, we found debris, like the remains of an unidentifiable ship.





Fuji:  D-Debris, you say??





Yamamoto:  Yes, sir.


	Shall we investigate the quadrant further?





Fuji:  Never mind!


	Come back on the double!





Yamamoto:  Yes, sir!


	This was Acting Captain Yamamoto reporting!





Sign:  First Annual Miss Soyokaze Contest





Harumi:  I'm sorry.  It wasn’t my size. . .





Yuriko:  Fine, fine.


	I don't care.





Tylor:  Harumi-san!


	Here, over here!


	I’m rooting for you!  Good luck!





Cryburn:  Hey!  Is a judge allowed to say that?





Tylor:  Don’t worry, don’t worry.





Harumi:  Justy Ueki Tylor. . .


	He’s a strange man.





<Ep. 9 Preview:>


Irresponsible Captain Tylor    Next episode:





Yamamoto:  We can see the tea leaves floating, but not the fate.


	What fate awaits the Soyokaze as it faces exile?


	Next episode: “Praying to the Flower!”


	Don’t miss it! 





The feature is in good shape!


We dedicate this to all who love sound and pi
