<Episode 5/26>


Title:  The White Angel that starts with “H”





<Note:  The pun here, for anime newbies, is that “H” (ecchi, short for hentai) means “perverted” in Japanese.  The “Angel’s” name is Harumi.  Go fig.>





Tech1:  Hey, how’s this?





Tech2:  Mmm, I dunno.  A little further in.





Mifune:  That’s crazy!  It’s obviously some mistake!





Fuji:  Apparently, no mistakes were made. . .


	It’s a fact.





Mifune:  The S-Soyokaze. . . That Soyokaze wiped out an entire Rarlgon patrol fleet all by itself--that Tylor did?!





Fuji:  It seems the United Planets Space Force is considering Tylor's promotion.





Mifune:  Promotion, you say?





Fuji:  But if we reward him before Fleet Command does, it'll help our reputations.





Mifune:  You should have become a politician instead of a soldier, Admiral Fuji.





Fuji:  Admiral Mifune, you didn't earn your rank with sheer muscle, either.


	How should we reward him. . .


	You’re the one who earned decorations by fighting selflessly in battle.


	I think you know what the Soyokaze needs now better than anyone else.





Mifune:  Bastard!





Fuji:  Well, I'll leave the choice to the experienced warrior, Admiral, sir.





Kitaguchi:  A special reward from Fleet Command, eh?


	If anything, I’d like a year’s supply of booze, ya know.





Cryburn:  You think the brass would do something that nice?





Andresen:  It’s supposedly a skilled nurse!





Kitaguchi:  There ain’t a better field medic than me!





Cryburn:  No, according to his predictions, it's a WOMAN.





Kitaguchi:  Yo!  Say what?!  So if he draws the moon, we’d get a baldie?


	If that fortune-telling works, I’ll give you my best bottle!





Cryburn:  You said it!





?:  They’re here!





Kitaguchi:  Here. . .


	Take it!





Yamamoto:  Do I report it. . .


	No, no.  No matter who he is, the Captain’s a Captain.


	How could I do such a thing?





Yuriko:  How irresponsible!


	How many times must I tell him. . . ?


	That’s it!





White Sign:  Captain’s Quarters.


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





Tylor:  Come in!





Harumi:  Excuse me.





Tylor:  Sorry, sorry!


	Did I startle you?


	Such a beauty came to such a lame place, so I thought at least a classy reception was called for.


	Well, let’s celebrate.





Harumi:  T-Thank you very much.


	I’m honored to receive the Captain’s welcome.


	I'm sorry.


	I lost my composure.


	But it happened so suddenly.


	Something wrong?





Tylor:  What?  Nothing.


	But that was incredible, how you handled yourself.


	Mmm, not a nurse, more like. . .


	A lady spy!


	When the situation calls for it, you feel no shame.


	What with your short skirt and all!





Yuriko:  Something with her skirt?





Tylor:  Yuriko-san!  You came at a good time.





Yuriko:  When you leave the bridge you’re required to inform me; I’ve told you so many times.





Tylor:  Now, now, don’t be so strict.


	Say, shall we drink together?





Yuriko:  CAPTAIN!





Harumi:  It’s fine now.


	Please be careful.  We don’t want to get an infection.





Mechman0:  Hey, hurry up!


	Geez.





Harumi:  What's wrong ?





Mechman0:  <ah?>  I-I’ve, you see, my stomach hurts since last night. . .





Harumi:  Oh dear, that’s not good.





Cryburn:  Hey, Katori.  Why the Hell are you here?





Katori:  <eh?>  I cut my finger back on the bridge.





Cryburn:  You idiot.  You lick those and they’ll heal.


	Here, kid, gimme that.





Katori:  <ah, ah, ah!> Stop that!


	Anyway, what brings you here?  You could die and still kick butt.





Cryburn:  Know what?  I need regular medical checkups to maintain this body.


	Understand, kid?





Katori:  Cut the “kid” crap!





Cryburn:  Oh?  Wanna fight, squirt?!





Katori:  What’s that, squid?!





Kitaguchi:  Shut up!!


	Be quiet!  This is a sickbay!





Cryburn:  see what you did?





Katori:  Excuse us.





Harumi:  What happened to you?


	Are you all right?





Cryburn:  Oh, it’s nothing.


	Just an old wound acting up.





Harumi:  That’s no good.


	Here, hold on.





Kitaguchi:  Leave ‘im, leave ‘im!


	You spoil him like that, your job won’t end.





Harumi:  No!  It’s a wound he got fighting for the military!


	I can’t ignore it.


	Come on, let’s go.





Cryburn:  Y-Yes!





Harumi:  Are you all right?





?:  Huh?  Hey, hey, hey, hey!  Wait!  Isn’t that unfair?





Kitaguchi:  Geez!





Katori:  Damn, the (bastard)!	<The last word drowned out by. . .>





?:  (Shit!)





??:  That’s cheap, the bastard!





Yamamoto:  Hey!  You guys!!


	What the hell is this?


	Slackers!  This is gross negligence!





Katori:  B-But. . .





Andresen:  Aren’t we being harsh on the wounded!


	Number One, we’re all INJURED men here.


	Thanks to your abuse.





Yamamoto:  What was that?  Who’s being abusive?!


	Andresen.  Say that again.





Andresen:  Oh, you can’t hear?


	Have her check that out.





Yamamoto:  Why, you!!





Harumi:  Sorry to keep you waiting!


	What?  You. . .





Yamamoto:  Me?





Harumi:  Your blood pressure seems high.


	I’ll visit you with some stabilizer later, okay?





Yamamoto:  I-I’m fine!





Harumi:  <mmm>  Are you sure?





Yamamoto:  Now, excuse me.


	Shit!





Tylor:  <eh?>  What’s that?


	What’s the matter?





Yamamoto:  I said!  Prevent further corruption of morals!





Tylor:  Yuriko-san, anything corrupting us?





Yuriko:  A cat in heat.





Yamamoto:  Commander Star!





Kim:  First Officer!


	They're just more “H'' than ordinary people.


	More or less, all men are like that.


	Am I wrong?





Tylor:  Well, because it’s like that. . .


	Why not let Harumi-san examine you?


	You might ease up a little.


	Just looking at beauty soothes the mind.


	Right, Yuriko-san?


	<mmm!> So nice, that stoic beauty!


	<ah> Kim-kun looks pretty from behind, too.  I can’t help losing myself.





Kim:  Thank you!





Tylor:  See?





Tech1:  Hey, let’s take a break.





Tech2:  Yeah, let’s.





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





Sign:  Recreation Room





Harumi:  O.K.  Nothing wrong.





Yamada:  Yeah, well, like. . .


	My heart pounds, and. . .


	I can’t breathe. . .





?:  What’re doing?!  Me, me!





Andresen:  <sigh> Everyone’s drooling so pathetically. . .





Cryburn:  ‘Can’t be helped.


	Compared to the Happy Meals on this ship, she's like a fine steak.





Andresen:  If you eat too much, you'll have a cholesterol problem.





Cryburn:  No doubt.





Harumi:  Is it all right?





Andresen & Cryburn:  Y-Yes?





Harumi:  Will you allow me to check your blood pressures?





Andresen:  Blood pressure?





Harumi:  Just for a little bit, please.





Kitaguchi:  ‘Cuzzz you’re flushed red at that age!





Cryburn:  It’s just a fever from my old wound!





Kitaguchi:  Oh, well, excuse me!





Harumi:  Complications are troublesome, right?





Cryburn:  How’s this “a little bit”?





Andresen:  Hell.  Don’t ask me.





Harumi:  It must be very strenuous for you both.


	First off, working under an excellent commander like Captain Tylor must be backbreaking, right?





Cryburn:  Tylor!  Excellent?!





Kitaguchi:  Oh, most likely she was told that by those upper-class know-nothings.





Harumi:  W-Well, he does seem to be somewhat of an odd person, but. . .





Andresen:  Odd or worse, he just a stupid idiot!





Cryburn:  Just a normal idiot’s fine, but--





Andresen:  --He’s way beyond that, see.





Kitaguchi:  Well, in a way, I think he's more like you guys than the big brass, now and then.





Andresen:  Gimme a break.





Cryburn:  For a bad joke, it’s got worse taste.





Kitaguchi:  Really?


	You guys have some sort of code of honor of your own, right?





Andresen & Cryburn:  S-Sort of.





Kitaguchi:  Tylor might have something like that, too.





Andresen:  If he really has something like that, I'd like to see it!





Kitaguchi:  Hell, if I could see it, I’d preserve it in formaldehyde and shelf it!





Tylor:  Rumors about me?


	Or is it a cold?


	Oh, well.





Yuriko:  Captain, where to?





Tylor:  As a Captain, I must pay attention to my health.


	If I got a fever in the midst of battle, what then?





Yuriko:  So it’s sickbay, then.





Tylor:  Wrong.


	A more therapeutic place.


	Care to join me?





Yuriko:  I’m fine!





Tylor:  Oh.  Really.


	‘Later!





Yuriko:  A more. . . therapeutic place?





Harumi:  Excuse me.


	I’ve just been assigned as nurse on the Soyokaze; I’m Corporal Harumi.





Yumi:  Wonderful!  You’re an angel in white, aren’t you!





Emi:  It’s no wonder the men are making a fuss!





Harumi:  I've come here to fill out medical sheets for everyone.


	That way, even in emergencies Captain Tylor won't have to worry, right?





Yumi:  So, Tylor-sama did?





Emi:  Wow, he’s so kind!





Harumi:  Somehow, he seems odd, but. . .





Yumi:  That’s not true.





Emi:  Right!  He’s a wonderful person!





Sakai:  Gee, I wonder!


	You shouldn’t listen to everything they say.





Harumi:  What do you mean?





Sakai:  <waa!>  S-Stay away from me!


	I said, stay back!


	Come any closer, and I’ll bite my tongue!





Harumi:  I’m just. . .





Emi:  Harumi-sama, it’s the usual thing.





Yumi:  Ensign Kojiro is always like that.





Emi:  He's afraid of women.





Harumi:  But. . .


	I have to fill out his medical sheet and report to the Captain.





Sakai:  Bullshit the thing!


	You think the Captain will give a damn?!





Yumi:  That’s right.  Tylor-sama isn’t concerned with trivial things.





Emi:  That’s right.  Tylor-sama is a wonderful person with a heart as big as the universe!





Harumi:  Then, I'll come back later.





Yumi:  Oh, no!  What about our check-up?





Harumi:  When Ensign Kojiro calms down, I’ll try again.


	Excuse me.





Yumi:  How nice.  She has the charm of maturity.





Emi:  I want breasts like hers!





Sakai:  Stupid military!


	Of all things, they give us a woman!





Yamamoto:  <sigh> What should I do?!


	<sigh> Do I report it or not?


	What--


	What--


	What--


	--Do I do?!





Sign:  Bath





Yamamoto:  Hey, you guys!!


	What are you doing?!


	An officer and a petty officer loitering around here!


	And what's with your dress?





Harumi:  Um, sir. . .





Yamamoto:  A-ha, I see. . .


	Both of you, at your age--


	W-What?





Andresen:  They’re flowers.  Can’t you tell?





Cryburn:  Please accept them.





Yamamoto:  F-For me?





Andresen:  Fuck you.


	We didn’t have a chance ‘til now. . .





Cryburn:  It seems we surprised you.





Harumi:  So, it was you?


	Thank you, I’m so happy.





Andresen & Cryburn:  Good-bye!





Yamamoto:  H-Hey!


	W-Wait!


	I’m not done with you!





Harumi:  This is HA-RU-MI.


	From Tylor’s Soyokaze--





Tylor:  Well!  Of all people, Harumi-san!





Harumi:  Tylor!





Radio:  What’s wrong, Harumi?





Tylor:  I’m glad you also take baths in the daytime.


	Say, shall I scrub your back?





Harumi:  I suppose.


	Then. . .


	I'll take advantage of your offer.





Tylor:  No problem!


	We’ll be knowing each other for a long time.





Harumi:  I guess you’re right.


	Otherwise, I couldn’t learn about the real you.





Tylor:  This is the true naked me!





Harumi:  Is it really?


	Nevertheless, I heard you destroyed a Rarlgon patrol fleet by yourself.





Tylor:  Oh, you know?


	That was an accident.  An accident!





Harumi:  How modest.


	I thought you were a more fearsome person.


	Or, do you know as much as you claim to not?


	I want to know the real you.





Yuriko:  Corporal Harumi, are you all right?





Tylor:  What?


	That’s Yuriko-san’s voice!


	You came at a good time!


	Let’s all--together--well?





Yuriko:  L-Let’s all. . . together?


	Wait a sec--





Harumi:  <scream> Nooo!!





Yuriko:  Corporal Harumi!





Yamamoto:  What’s going on?!





Harumi:  I’m sorry.


	I. . .


	To think the Captain was inside. . .





Yamamoto:  W-What the hell??





Tylor:  What wrong, so suddenly?


	Do you feel bad?


	Then, just Yuriko-san.  Shall we, together?





Yuriko:  T-That does it. . .





Tylor:  W-Why?





Yamamoto:  It’s come to this. . .





Tech1:  Hey, not yet?





Tech2:  Okay, it’s connected.





Receptionist:  Yes.  This is the United Planets Space Force command carrier Ho-Oh.





Yamamoto:  This is the destroyer Soyokaze.


	I have a confidential report on the battle a few days ago with the Rarlgon fleet.


	Admiral Mifune, please!





Receptionist:  Roger that.





Screen:  Now trying to connect.





Yamamoto:  It’s come to this. . .


	I’ll report the coincidence of Tylor’s victories. . .


	And that. . . He’s nothing but an dipshit!





Mifune:  This is Mifune.





Yamamoto:  Destroyer Soyokaze, First Officer Yamamoto speaking!





Mifune:  Oh, it’s you!





Yamamoto:  Yes, sir!


	Please forgive me for not going through proper channels.


	You see, regarding the battle with the Rarlgon fleet, I have something I must report.





Mifune:  Oh, what is it?





Yamamoto:  Yes, sir!  It was not what can be called a victory.


	It was a lucky chance, a result of coincidence!





Harumi:  A result of coincidence?





Dom:  You don’t understand?





Harumi:  Yes.  I’m sorry.


	Tylor has too many uncertain factors about him.


	For now, I request more time.





Dom:  You have the keenest analysis skills in the Rarlgon Empire, and even you don't know?


	Very well.  Continue your mission.


	Tylor!


	What kind of man is he?


	What kind?





<Ep. 6 Preview:>


Irresponsible Captain Tylor    Next episode:





Yamamoto:  When a dog faces west, his ass points east.


	When one sheds his tail and runs away, there are thorns on the severed tail.


	Next episode: “The Lizard’s Tail’s Tail!”


	Don’t miss it! 





The feature is in good shape!


We dedicate this to a
