<Episode 11/26>


Title:  Carried Away to a Woman’s Prime





Yuriko:  Sergeant Major Cryburn. . .


	Aren't you the one assigned to clean-up tonight, Sergeant Major?





Cryburn:  I don’t think so.





Yuriko:  . . . D-Don’t think so?





Charly:  Sergeant, did I tell you Lieutenant Andresen took our place?





Yuriko:  T-Took place?





Cryburn:  Maybe that was it.





Yuriko:  I never got that report.


	Besides, Lieutenant Andresen is supposed to be on the night watch. . .


	Then, who's on night watch?!





Cryburn:  Aw, hell, what a busybody.





Yuriko:  As I thought. . .


	No one's here.





Katori:  Is something wrong?





Yuriko:  I suppose you switched shifts with Lieutenant Andresen?





Katori:  No, I'm covering for Kim.





Yuriko:  Lieutenant Kim?





Katori:  She said night watches are bad for her complexion.





Yuriko:  Bad for her complexion??





Katori:  Is something wrong with that?





Yuriko:  What's going on around here?





Kim:  Good night!





Yuriko:  Captain!


	Even if we’re patrolling a dead exile quadrant. . .


	It's still your duty to make the crew obey the roster!





Yamamoto:  True.


	Even in dull times, soldiers must obey regulations.





Yuriko:  If you think so, wasn't it the First Officer’s duty to enforce orders?





Yamamoto:  I’m. . . very sorry.





Yuriko:  How pathetic!


	Something wrong?!





Tylor:  Yuriko-san, isn’t your skin a little dry?


	It’s so pretty; you should take care of it.





Yuriko:  W-Will you leave me alone!





Tylor:  I will.


	Even if I do, Yuriko-san, you’re pretty!





Kim:  Good morning!





Tylor:  Lipstick, eh?


	It looks nice on you.


	Aren’t women the best!





Yuriko:  I hope you remember the on-duty dress code, Lieutenant Kim.





Kim:  As I recall, we can wear make-up and accessories that don't interfere with our duties.





Yuriko:  Under normal circumstances. . .


	But, we're patrolling the exile quadrant.


	Exile. . .


	It’s not normal.





Kim:  Please stop repeating, “Exile, exile.”


	I’m depressed as it is.





Yuriko:  That's too bad.


	So, I mean, because of it, if we maintain a strict conduct code for Fleet Command, we could improve our status.





Tylor:  Indeed.





Kim:  Oh?  Isn’t it the other way around?


	Because we’re stuck in exile, that hard-headed Fleet Command doesn’t care what we do.


	At times like these, you live with it.


	Unless you lighten up, Commander, you’ll be bored.





Tylor:  True, true.





Yuriko:  It’s because it’s like that we’ll never. . .





Kim:  Is this too much?





Tylor:  I think it’s fine.





Yuriko:  Captain!





Kim:  Well, you heard him.





Yamamoto:  UM, COMMANDER STAR, YOU DON’T HAVE TO GO THIS FAR!


	IF YOU PREFER, LIKE LAST TIME. . . !		<Refer to episode 7>





Yuriko:  I doubt complaining will even budge the crew!


	Unless we set an example ourselves, even those with us won’t move!





Yamamoto:  You’re right.


	Please allow me to join you.





Kim:  Keep up the good work!





Yamamoto:  Lieutenant Kim!


	Does not seeing Lieutenant Commander Star cleaning the ship make you feel anything?





Kim:  Oh?  Am I with clean-up today?





Yamamoto:  Neither the Commander nor I am.


	But. . .





Kim:  If I’m required to help, I’ll do it, but. . .


	I wish you'd told me earlier.


	I’ll ruin my manicure.





Yamamoto:  Y-YOU. . . !!





Yuriko:  First Officer, it’s all right.


	If on clean-up, she actually does her job.





Kim:  Understood!





Emi:  Thank you for cleaning up.





Yuriko:  You two, those outfits!





Yumi:  Tylor-sama said the same uniform all the time was boring, so outside an emergency we can wear civilian clothing.





Emi:  So, we thought we’d take advantage of his suggestion.





E&Y:  Thank you.





Yamamoto:  Uh, s-so was that a Captain’s order. . . ?





Yuriko:  Lieutenant Katori, where’s the Captain?!





Katori:  Huh?


	Yeah. . .





Yamamoto:  Commander!





Katori:  <sigh> Yet, it’s so quiet outside. . .





Tylor:  Hi!


	Charly-kun, they said you were making something cool?





Kitaguchi:  That’s dangerous, dammit!!


	Damn, that was dangerous. . .





Tylor:  It’s a promise!


	When you’re done, let me try it!





Yuriko:  Captain!


	Was allowing civilian clothing a Captain’s order, or did the crew misunderstand?





Tylor:  Well, it wasn’t so serious. . .


	You see, everyone seemed bored, so. . .


	Kim-kun, you look great!





Kim:  Thank you!


	Yes?





Yuriko:  Lieutenant Kim, even if you have the Captain's permission, do you think you can deal with an emergency in that?





Kim:  It’s all right!


	There’s no way an emergency will happen, in this place.


	Besides, Commander, unless you ease up, you’ll build stress and ruin your complexion.





Yuriko:  D-Do you consider yourself a military officer with that?





Kim:  If I may say so, isn’t it obvious a military officer should be able to handle an emergency regardless of how they dress?


	Please don’t judge by appearances!


	You sound like a granny.





Yuriko:  What was that?!





Kim:  Captain, is this style that bad?





Tylor:  No, you look great.





Yuriko:  You think the point is looking good?!


	Is this appropriate dress while on duty?


	First off, civilian clothes on duty violates the conduct code!





Tylor:  Now that you mention it. . .





Kim:  Captain!  You’re changing your mind now?!





Yuriko:  Captain!





Yamamoto:  Both of you, let’s calm down. . .





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





Tylor:  Hey, just by wearing that helmet, can you really play “Gopher Hunt” in virtual reality?





Charly:  You see, I’ve liked electronic games since I was a grub.


	Well, for the most part, I’ve mastered them all.





Tylor:  W-Wait a minute!





Charly:  Heh, I haven’t put in a virtual hammer yet, so it’s dangerous.





Yamamoto:  Um, Commander. . .


	Do you need help?





Yuriko:  I’m fine.


	It's my job to check weapons inventory and safety systems.


	The First Officer does a First Officer’s job.





Yamamoto:  Sure. . .





Yuriko:  Why not take an inspection tour?





Yamamoto:  Y-Yes!


	Excuse me.





Katori:  Lieutenant Kim. . .


	Isn’t this a little too far?





Kim:  I’m not ignoring my job, I assure you.





Katori:  That’s not--the problem. . .





Yamamoto:  Man, isn’t this quadrant quiet!





Kim:  On the contrary, it’s quite difficult to filter out false signals entering the main systems.





Yamamoto:  S-Sorry.





Kitaguchi:  Pretty pathetic, getting beaten up from a little catfight.





Yamamoto:  You may say so, but doctor, they never trained us to resolve women’s conflicts.





Kitaguchi:  What’s the Captain doing?





Yamamoto:  Nothing, as usual.





Kitaguchi:  That may be the only solution.





Yamamoto:  This is--


	This is no joke.  If this situation continues, what if something really happens?





Kitaguchi:  They’re still soldiers, they won’t forget that.





Yamamoto:  But. . .





Kitaguchi:  Well, even if you worry about it, the situation won’t change.





Yuriko:  Lieutenant Kim, time to report in.





Kim:  I already did that.





Yuriko:  I wasn't notified of any schedule changes.





Kim:  Unless it's an emergency, I'm not required to report minor changes in schedule.





Cryburn:  Well, well. . .





Andresen:  You know, it'd get fun if they really went at one another.





Bunta:  You really think they’d fight?





Charly:  Wouldn’t their pride get in the way and hold ‘em?





Cryburn:  What?  That’s boring. . .





Yuriko:  Lieutenant Kim. . .


	There’s an unauthorized line open.


	What’s going on?





Charly:  Dammit, they’re on to us!





Cryburn:  Something wrong, Miss Lieutenant?





Kim:  You could be charged with treason for bugging the bridge, for all I care.





Cryburn:  You didn’t say anything about it ‘til now.





Kim:  If you don't want to be court-martialed, you can cut it out.





Andresen:  Miss Lieutenant, since when did you get so high and mighty?


	I don’t suppose you seduced the Captain with that getup?


	<garbled grunts>





Kim:  I don’t recall taking advantage of being a woman.





Andresen:  That bitch. . .





Bunta:  “That bitch” ain’t the point, Lieutenant.





Andresen:  You wanna be killed, asshole?!





Tylor:  Who’s supposed to take night watch this time?





Yamamoto:  Tonight, I am.


	I will be prepared to handle any events that occur.





Yuriko:  Lieutenant, I’ll take your place tonight.


	I still have to finish the safety systems check.





Yamamoto:  But, Commander Star, you did last night.





Yuriko:  When I joined the military, I committed myself to perform the same duties as a man.


	Don't worry.





Tylor:  Overworking’s bad for your complexion.





Yuriko:  If I was that concerned with my looks, I wouldn't have joined the military.





Tylor:  You’re strong, Yuriko-san.


	Well, see you later.





Kim:  Offering to help if needed, I’m going to rest now.


	Good night.





Katori:  I’m going, excuse me.





Yamamoto:  Um. . .





Yuriko:  Please go.





Charly:  I’m starving. . .





Kim:  What should it be tomorrow?





Yuriko:  If I was that concerned with my looks, I wouldn't have joined the military.





Kim:  Of course!





Yuriko:  Red high-heels. . .


	The fire alarm?!	


	It won’t open!


	


Yamamoto:  Commander!





Yuriko:  The door won’t open.


	The fire’s in here!





Andresen:  Charly could be in there!





Charly:  Lieutenant!  What’s going on?!





Andresen:  What’s going. . .


	Then who’s in there?!





Charly:  Captain!  The Captain’s in there!


	Hey, Captain!





Cryburn:  So we bust it, right?





Andresen:  The Hammer.





Kim:  Wait!





Tylor:  Take that!





Yuriko:  Captain!


	Charly, the fire control system?


	Kim?





Kim:  We use these often for radio-room fires.


	It does the least damage to electronics.


	We’re going.  Follow me!


	What are you waiting for?!





Yuriko:  Hurry and get the fire extinguishers!





Tylor:  Everyone, what’s up?





Crew:  CAPTAIN!





Kim:  Commander. . .





Yuriko:  The Captain’s burns don’t seem serious.





Kim:  Hell!  Emergencies do happen here, after all.





Yuriko:  I’ve just been in the military a little longer.


	So, I’ve learned situations occur when you least expect them to.





Kim:  Regarding everything, pardon me!





Yuriko:  Well?





Kim:  If it's dry.





Yuriko:  Picky!





Tylor:  Doctor, me too!





Kitaguchi:  Moron!  I don’t have any booze for mummies!





Yamamoto:  Anyway, Doctor, you were right.


	About. . . the women. . .





Kitaguchi:  Well, thanks to the Captain’s mess-up, you could say a foam rain put out their fire.





Yamamoto:  Captain?





Kitaguchi:  Hell, what a restless guy.





Sign:  Golden Orb





Kim:  You know, I thought I could join the front lines on this ship.





Yuriko:  I didn’t even imagine you wanted to go to the front.





Kim:  I thought if I kept busy, I wouldn't have to think about anything morbid.





Yuriko:  Because it’s live or die in war, right?





Kim:  Senior?





Yuriko:  Yes?





Kim:  Senior, why did you join the military?





Yuriko:  You should know.


	I kind of felt, unless I’m in someplace very disciplined and regulated, I could get carried away somewhere.


	I guess I’m the weakest of all.





Kim:  Honest?  Senior, you?


	I couldn’t think so!





Tylor:  So, you’re at it!


	See?





Kim:  The Captain’s unexpectedly nice.


	Thanks.


	But, Senior, anywhere you go, there are people who just don’t get it, you know?





Yuriko:  I suppose.





Kim:  I’m starting to feel sorry for you, see?


	Most of all, the one who can never understand is our very own Captain.


	Get a life!





Yuriko:  I think I'm starting to understand. . . a little about you.





Tylor:  I wish you'd understand me, too.





Kim:  If there’s anything to me. . .


	I guess I’m the one who was carried away.





Yuriko:  They looked nice. . .


	Your red high-heels.





Kim:  In the end, I never could wear them.





Yuriko:  Didn’t you want to show them to someone?





Kim:  But, it’s all right now.


	Because you liked them, I can throw them away.





Yuriko:  Then, can I have them?





Kim:  Oh?  Senior, you wear high-heels?





Yuriko:  I am a woman, too.





Kim:  Who will you wear them for?





Yuriko:  I don’t know yet, but I’ll wear them someday. . .


	Those red high-heels.





Kim:  Right.  We're women and soldiers.





Yuriko:  Soldiers, and yet women.





Kim:  Which comes first?





Yuriko:  “Case by case.”





Kim:  That’s Senior for you!


	Senior, a toast to you!





Yuriko:  A toast to red high-heels!





Tylor:  Um, me too!





Katori:  It’s gotten quiet.


	In the exile quadrant S4, the United Planets Space Force destroyer Soyokaze becomes quiet like a gentle breeze.





<Ep. 12 Preview:>


Irresponsible Captain Tylor    Next episode:





Yamamoto:  If you see a lovely woman standing by a lake under a full moon, it's a trick of the dolphins.


	If you see another Captain at the stroke of midnight, it’s. . .


	Next episode: “The Day the Soyokaze Disappeared!”


	Don’t miss it! 





The feature is in good shape!


We dedicate this to all who love 
