<Episode 13/26>


Title:  Strategy, Tactics, or Lack Thereof





Crew:  Ten. . .


	Nine. . .


	Eight. . .


	Seven. . .


	Six. . .


	Five. . .


	Four. . .


	Three. . .


	Two. . .


	One. . .


	ZERO!!





Kim:  “Attention Please!”


	Everyone, this ship has just departed S4, the exile quadrant!





Sign:  Party!  It’s Back to the Front!





Yuriko:  Congratulations, Lieutenant Yamamoto.


	What's wrong?


	You don't look happy.





Yamamoto:  Is this right, I wonder?


	After all, we still don't know why our return was approved.





Yuriko:  Yes. . .


	But, at least we're back at the front.


	Let that be good enough.


	Instead of what’s happened, we should think of what’s ahead.


	The fight is just beginning.





Yamamoto:  Yes, of course.


	From here, it’s the real fight!





Cryburn:  Hey gang, once we’re back in action, let’s raise some hell!





Lamp Sign:  Food


Cat’s Sign:  Ten Million Ryo	<“Million Bucks” will suffice.>


White Sign:  Recreation Room





Tylor:  Did I catch a cold?





Harumi:  Say, Captain, you’re not joining the party?





Mifune:  Why?!


	You bastard!


	Without consulting me, why did you withdraw the Soyokaze’s exile?!





Fuji:  T-T-That’s. . . Um. . . Well. . .





Mifune:  Tell me or I kill you right here!


	I see. . .


	For the Soyokaze to join the main fleet from its current position, they'll have to cut through the battle lines.





Fuji:  That’s right!


	It would be a miracle if they got there alive.





Mifune:  So, you. . .





Fuji:  E-Exactly!


	To eliminate the Soyokaze, I gave them a withdrawl of order.





Mifune:  You say. . .


	This is a plot.





Fuji:  Of course!


	The Soyokaze will be destroyed by a Rarlgon fleet on their way back.





Mifune:  I see.





Donan:  Your Majesty, I beg you.


	This Admiral Donan encountered a formidable foe during my last battle.


	Therefore, I ask you to allow me to carry out this special assignment.





Azaling:  Who is this "formidable foe”?





Donan:  I don't know his name.


	But there is no doubt he will pose a threat to the fleet and our Empire if left ignored.


	Please. . . Please give this Donan your permission for this special assignment!





Wang:  Bastard!  Even as an Admiral, to beg for Her Majesty’s approval after losing your fleet, this is preposterous!





Donan:  I am fully aware of it, yet I beg you.


	Your Majesty, your approval!





Wang:  Dammit, you still don’t understand!





Azaling:  Wait, Wang.





Donan:  Your Majesty!





Dom:  <oh?> So Admiral Donan made such a request?





Azaling:  I felt great determination in him.


	Not that his appearance has improved. . .





Dom:  It seems even a lover of exotic animals like Your Majesty can’t find Admiral Donan beautiful in any way.





Azaling:  Considering him, obviously.


	Dom, this “formidable foe” Donan mentioned. . . Do you know who he means?


	I was hoping you might know.





Dom:  That. . .


	I don’t know, either.





Azaling:  I see.  Well, never mind.


	Don’t worry about it.





Cryburn:  What?!


	You liked being exiled better?!


	You wouldn’t be serious about that, Captain?!





Tylor:  W-Well, when I first became Captain, I was looking forward to battle, too.


	But it’s such a bother, and we could die if we screw up.


	So, I thought it’d be nice if I could treat my cold in the exile quadrant.





Emi:  Come to think of it, our exile wasn’t that boring, right?





Yumi:  That’s right.





Charly:  Hey, that’s true.





Yamada:  Definitely.





Cryburn:  Shut up, you assholes!





Andresen:  Yo, Captain, we’re riding this ship to fight.





Sakai:  If the Captain’s such a scummy wimp, we’ll be killed fast anyway.





Yamamoto:  Precisely!	<Disregard misspellings; he’s slurring his speech.>


	Captain, sir!


	War is a clash of strength against strength.


	Enemies and allies do battle, and only the strongest arr abul t’live on!





Tylor:  But, if the enemy is stronger, what do we do?





Yamamoto:  Don’t we humans have a superior intellect?


	With no strategy, no tactics!


	With no tactics, no victory!





Tylor:  BUT, if the enemy has more brains?





Yamamoto:  In that case, it’s a clash of sheer numbers!


	If we number enough to defeat the enemy, there’s no way we can lose.


	In true war, it always comes down to the winning tricks.


	Don’t you know what numbers are, Captain?!


	If two sides of equal skill fight, the larger force will survive and claim victory!


	Is that not the law of classic war games?





Tylor:  I see.


	But, Yamamoto-kun, what if they came with greater numbers, too?





Yamamoto:  If the enemy came with greater strength, brains, and numbers. . .


	Well, isn’t it obvious?!





Kim:  Enemy ships approaching.


	Repeat, enemy ships approaching.





Tylor:  Yamamoto-kun. . .





Yamamoto:  All right, Captain?


	Strength, brains, and numbers are the key points.





Donan:  I found you, you grungy destroyer.


	I fell for your trap before, but this time you aren’t leaving alive.





Dom:  The revenge-driven Admiral Donan and Tylor in a showdown, eh?


	Now I can observe Tylor’s skill at tactics.





?:  All guns locked on.


	Attack preparations are complete.





Donan:  Good.


	Particle beam, fire!





Yuriko:  Incoming blast!





Tylor:  Evasive action!





Katori:  Too late!





Tylor:  Then, barrier!





Yamamoto:  That's strange.


	The enemy's weapon detonated before it reached the barrier.





Tylor:  Maybe they're using old bullets.





Yuriko:  We have a problem, Captain!


	The enemy’s energy weapon discharge disabled our barrier generation!





Tylor:  WHAT?!





Dom:  So, that Admiral Donan plans to fight face-to-face.


	Will that actually work against a man such as Tylor?





Donan:  All right, don’t give them a chance.


	Shoot them down!





Yamamoto:  Damage report!





Yuriko:  All six laser turrets destroyed.


	Long-range laser turrets and torpedo tubes all damaged.


	All means of counterattack disabled!





Sakai:  It’s no good!


	The catapult packed in.


	We can't launch the fighters!





Andresen:  That’s good!  The airlock’s blown to Hell!





Kim:  The communications system is down, too.


	We can't send a distress signal.





Katori:  Radar’s off line, too!





Tylor:  Yamamoto-kun, the enemy is clearly stronger than us.





Katori:  Navigation’s gone; we can’t determine our position.





Yamamoto:  We’re done for.





Tylor:  Yamamoto-kun, how do we fight in this situation?





Yamamoto:  Did you say “fight”. . . Don’t you know we have no way of returning fire?





Tylor:  Then, do you have any good ideas?





Yamamoto:  Thinking them up is the Captain’s job!





Tylor:  That’s too bad. . . 


	The enemy is also smarter than us.


	Therefore, it’s down to numbers, right?





Yamamoto:  Indeed, there is one enemy ship.





Tylor:  Then it’s easy!


	We go to our allied fleet by warp!





Katori:  I just told you, navigation’s down!





Tylor:  Then anywhere’s fine, just warp!!





Katori:  The Russian Roulette warp again?





Tylor:  HURRY UP!!





?:  Admiral, detecting warp signature in the enemy vessel.





Donan:  All hands, stay alert!


	We failed last time because of that.


	Warp sensor crew!





?:  Analysis complete.  We’ve determined the enemy ship’s warp destination.





Donan:  Good.  We'll follow them.


	Upon warp completion, launch the fighter squadrons.


	Now continue slowly torturing them to death!





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





?:  Admiral, another warp signature detected.





Donan:  All right, recall the fighters.  Then immediately enter hyperspace.





Dom:  No matter how many times he warps over, it’s no use.


	His movement is perfectly anticipated.


	I may have slightly overestimated this Tylor.





?:  Admiral, a message from the radar room.


	One of our destroyers is engaging an enemy battleship.


	We fear it’s the Soyokaze, perhaps.





Mifune:  Understood.  Continue your surveillance.





?:  Yes, sir.  But. . .





Mifune:  Continue your surveillance!





?:  Yes, sir!  Roger that.





Fuji:  Just as I planned, you see.





Mifune:  It’s not over yet.  Be quiet!





Fuji:  Cocky twerp. . .





Soyokaze:  Gentle Breeze





Donan:  How’s that?  Had enough yet?





?:  Admiral, another warp signature again.





Donan:  Run as much as you want.


	Go to the ends of Hell; I’ll be right behind you.





?:  The enemy has entered hyperspace.





Donan:  All right, follow them.





?:  The enemy ship is warping again.





Donan:  What?  Calculate their path!





?:  Admiral Donan, the enemy ship seems to be trying to avoid our pursuit by repeating warps.





Donan:  Don't lose them!





Dom:  A destroyer-class ship can’t continuously warp over and over.


	What do you plan to do, Captain Tylor?





?:  Analysis completed.


	Compared to previous jumps, their flight distance decreased by half.





Donan:  Their engines overheated, right?





?:  Yes, sir!  There’s no mistake.


	We believe any further warp jumps are impossible.





Donan:  Good.  This is it.


	We’ll finish them with one blast!


	Attention all ships!


	To finish off the enemy destroyer in this attack, the fleet will rendezvous by these designated coordinates and lock on to the enemy ship!


	I finally have you.


	You run this way, you’re my fleet’s next meal.


	You run that way, you’re fried to a crisp.


	No matter what, the outcome’s the same.


	All ships, lock weapons on the enemy destroyer!


	FIRE!!!


	W-What?!


	What is it?  What’s going on?





?:  All weapons have missed, and are passing the target.





Donan:  What was that?!





Dom:  This curved trajectory. . .


	It’s a gravity distortion!


	Which means. . .





Donan:  Oh, fuck. . .





Dom:  T-Tylor. . .





Donan:  S-Shit. . .





Dom:  Admiral. . . Admiral Donan. . .


	Admiral, we’ve come to rescue you.





Donan:  Dom, you again!


	I don’t need help.  Anyway, the S-Soyokaze. . . ?


	Did the Soyokaze go down?





Dom:  Please rest assured.


	Just now it was consumed in fire and destroyed.





Donan:  I-I see.





?:  Captain, the Baroume can’t be saved now.





Dom:  I know that!





Donan:  This is enough.


	Now my revenge is complete.


	Rarlgon Empire, banza. . .





Dom:  Admiral, with your death. . .


	I have obtained proof.


	Justy Ueki Tylor. . . He is a Captain blessed by Heaven.


	If that was planned, he is the greatest tactician in history.


	Worthy of being Captain.


	If that was a trick of coincidence. . .


	He is a man blessed with luck.


	For a military officer, the most critical Warrior’s Luck.





Tylor:  We made it.


	Lieutenant Kim, are you all right?





Kim:  Yes, somehow.





Tylor:  Yuriko-san, you?





Yuriko:  I'm fine.  Just a scratch.





Yamamoto:  Captain, I shouldn’t have to ask this. . .


	But you used a calculated strategy involving the star’s gravity. . . as a fact, is obviously. . .





Tylor:  Wrong.  I just kept on running.





Yamamoto:  So I figured.





Tylor:  Anyway, we ran and ran and they just stuck with us, you know.


	Man, I thought we were done for, but. . .


	Well, it’s a good thing we were saved.





Yamamoto:  We were just lucky.


	If our ship’s uncontrolled velocity had been any slower, we might have been engulfed in that prominence, too.


	Because of this, Captain, you must once again study basic military tactics.





Tylor:  I don’t think that’s necessary.


	When we lose, we lose no matter what we do.


	Well, isn’t it?


	Our opponent was stronger, smarter, and more numerous than us.


	And still they lost.


	We just kept on running.





Yamamoto:  So, Captain, you mean strength, skill, and numbers. . . They aren’t key factors in a fight, you’re saying?!


	Is that it, Captain?


	Please answer!





Tylor:  This isn’t good. . .


	I hate to say this, but Yamamoto-kun, why not study some more?





Yamamoto:  What?  S-Study more?





Tylor:  That's right.  It’s called “study”!





Yamamoto:  C-Captain, you mean you’re telling me to study more about military tactics?





Tylor:  That's right.  Tactics.  They’re tactics, Yamamoto-kun.


	Even kindergarteners know this one.


	“Be a chicken or a dead duck.”





Fuji:  T-This is impossible!!


	The Soyokaze by itself destroyed an entire enemy fleet?!


	A-Admiral, sir!


	This rashness. . .





Mifune:  Dammit, let go!!


	Let go of me!!





Fuji:  S-Somebody, help!





Harumi:  There.


	It's a small bruise, so it’s nothing to worry about.


	But, tell me soon when you’re injured.


	Even during combat, I'll come running to the bridge.





Tylor:  Oh, this?


	No, t-this is different.


	During the attack, the bridge became a mess, right?





Harumi:  You’re amazing.


	To think you got hurt after the fight.


	But I’m glad you’re safe, Captain.





Tylor:  I’m glad that Harumi-san cared for me.





Harumi:  Honest?





Tylor:  Honestly.


	But, that was sad.


	That Rarlgon Captain.


	He didn’t have to get wiped out, you know?





Harumi:  Captain, as a soldier of the United Planets Space Force, how can you say that?





Tylor:  And what about you, Harumi-san?


	You’re a Rarlgon spy, but you still worry about me.


	It's the same thing.


	Pretty soon. . .


	I’d better get over this cold.





Harumi:  Captain.





<Ep. 14 Preview:>


Irresponsible Captain Tylor    Next episode:





Yamamoto:  Humans are wonderful just because they weep.


	But to the artificial woman entrusted to Tylor, the significance of her tears are. . . ?


	Next ep
