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At the sound of the gun salute in the sky, Lynn Minmay looked out the window. Her
large eyes squinted at the piercing early summer sunlight. The sky was a translucent blue
that looked like it went on forever.

It looks like you could dive in and swim, she suddenly thought.
And then…
“Hey, Minmay, could you bring some ice water over here?” said one of the customers

in a loud voice.
“Oh! I’m sorry,” replied Minmay and hurried to the counter.
This was the Chinese restaurant called “Nyan Nyan.”
The huge crowd of customers were slurping down ramen or smacking their lips over

the dumplings. Every one of them had come to see the Macross Launching Ceremony.
“Still, I wonder if that monstrosity will even fly?”
“You idiot! Don’t have such strange worries. You’ll only invite bad luck.”
“Yeah, but in the off chance that it does crash, this whole island will be blown to

smithereens, won’t it?”
“It’s not surprising if something that crashed once crashes again, is it now?”
While they continued to converse about the Macross, Minmay remained standing and

working busily. Bringing orders of food, bussing tables…the hem of her red skirt
fluttered like a flower in a breeze.

“Thank you very much! Please come again!”
After the customers filtered out, she wiped the sweat from her forehead and turned her

smiling face.
As the door opened, she could see the bridge of the giant battleship Macross towering

over the shopping center.

Ten years before, in AD 1999, a giant object had suddenly materialized in outer space,
close to earth.

The object approached earth, entered the atmosphere at a shallow angle, and, after
nearly three-quarters of a week, crashed on South Ataria Island, of the Ogasawara Islands
in the Pacific Ocean.

The shock from the crash sent fully half of the island flying into the air, and created
tsunamis that swallowed up several of the surrounding islands.

On that day, Lynn Minmay, five years old, had been playing in the sandbox in the yard
of her family’s home in Yokohama. She had made a hill with her shovel and was patting
it with her hands to firm it up. She had decided, with all the seriousness and
determination she could muster, to build a castle for herself and herself only. But after
she finished it, she wasn’t satisfied, so she placed her red plastic bucket on top of the
sandhill. It looked good. Lying on her stomach, she gazed up at her splendid castle.



Then, high above Minmay’s head, a winking light began to fall. She lifted her face to
watch as the as the trail from the point of light split the sky in two. From her vantage
point, it looked like something was dropping straight down; and to her eyes, it looked as
though a point of light had fallen right into the bucket.

Confused, she peered into it.
Naturally, nothing was inside.
Even so, her heart was overwhelmed with excitement.
“A star fell into my castle!” she cried.
Minmay knew that something wonderful had surely happened.

Almost immediately after the crash, the airspace above the scene was swarmed by
dozens of media aircraft. All of them had assumed the object to be a meteorite, and thus
they were stupefied when they actually saw it.

Resting there was a gigantic space ship, stretching a full twelve hundred meters in
length. While the news created a worldwide uproar, an international survey team was
hurriedly dispatched. The results of their investigation were shocking.

Without a doubt, the object was a space ship of extraterrestrial origin, which used some
kind of power source unknown to humanity, and built with an “Overtechnology” far
surpassing mankind’s.

Moreover, the space ship was bristling with many powerful weapons, so it had certainly
been made for war. It was also apparent that those weapons been used quite recently.

A gigantic, fallen object that had unexpectedly come flying to earth – the imagination
of humanity was filled with tales of unbelievably vast, continuing interstellar wars.

For people who never think about outer space, it simply doesn’t exist. So, when one has
no grasp of the concept of “the universe,” they barely have a single idea about it. But
after the crash, anyone who glanced up at the night sky felt a gnawing dread at the
thought of the endless, unknown darkness.

And people knew that the earth was merely one tiny planet.
Because of this dread, all of humanity began to strengthen their common bonds and

unite together. And faced with the prospect of war against aliens, mankind banded
together, and so the United Nations Government was established.

But crossing all borders and forming a single world society was not an easy task, and
brush-fire wars sprung up all over the world. But even during this time, the UN hurried to
restore the fallen battleship.

Factories were built on the uninhabited Ataria Island, and the advanced technology of
the battleship was absorbed by the world, advancing science at an astonishing rate.

And time passed.
The long and painful “Unification Wars” came to an end, and the world was again at

peace.
On Ataria Island, stores and other conveniences built for the battleship researchers and

soldiers had somehow knitted together into a little town.
And more time passed.
After almost ten years of spilled blood, the crashed alien ship was christened the giant

battleship “Macross.”



Even now, Lynn Minmay could clearly recall that day in the sandbox. Because of that,
she had wanted to see the Macross Launching Ceremony, so she went to visit her aunt’s
home, the restaurant Nyan-Nyan. Of course, with her childlike stubbornness, she believed
that that day so long ago was a sign of good fortune.

The object that had fallen to her castle was not a star, but a battleship built solely for
war. And because of it, oceans of blood had flowed. Nevertheless, Minmay was
somehow preoccupied with the Macross. She felt like she had some mysterious
connection to it.

Minmay was carrying a heaping bowl of rice to the kitchen when her uncle and aunt
spoke to her. “Thanks, Minmay, you’ve done quite a bit,” said her aunt.

“And the Ceremony’s starting soon! Hurry!” added her uncle.
“Thank you!” cried Minmay as she hurriedly untied the apron around her waist.

The street outside was thronged with people heading for the ceremony grounds, and the
proceedings felt like a carnival, though the people who had lived in the city for years
couldn’t quite hide the indefinable loneliness they felt.

The Mayor of the town paused on the street  and let out a loud sigh. He gazed through
bleary eyes at the Macross, towering magnificently over the town.

“What’s the matter, Mr. Mayor?” said the manager of the hardware store, who was
filing along near him.

“I was just thinking...” said the Mayor. “Today may be the last day we'll get to see the
Macross. I'll miss its constant presence.”

“Jeez…” the store manager said (meaning: “Yeah, I’ll miss it, too”). He lit a cigarette.
“And I wonder what will happen to our local businesses?” the Mayor muttered as he

rubbed his balding head.
Then a voice that sounded like the peal of little bells called out, “Hey, Mr. Mayor!” and

the two men turned around to see Minmay standing there.
“What’s wrong, Mr. Mayor? You look sad,” she said.
“No, Minmay…it’s just that when you get to be my age, it makes you uneasy to see the

things around you changing. But every tree in the garden has to die sometime…”
“Hmmm…” Young Minmay didn’t fully understand what the Mayor was feeling, but

she could imagine his sadness about the Macross’s upcoming departure.
“Hey, Minmay!” From out of the crowd, a little boy ran up to her. It was Yoshikazu,

who lived near Nyan-Nyan. “Hey, let’s go see the Macross Launch together!”
“Ewww, a date with Yot-chan,” Minmay teased playfully. “Oh, all right. I guess I can

put up with you for a little while.”
“Pfft, you won’t be able to keep up, with those short, thick legs.”
“Why you…!” Minmay waggled her fist at Yoshikazu, but he just laughed and ran

ahead of her.
“Wait up!” she called. “Hey, wait!”
Behind her, the Mayor and the store manager watched her go.
“Minmay’s really cute, isn’t she?” the Mayor commented.
“Jeez,” replied the store manager (meaning: “Yeah, she’s adorable”) as smoke wafted

from his cigarette. And as the smoke billowed, a piercing siren screeched.



A luxury car preceded by white police motorcycles was coming down the street.
“Now, there's a VIP... someone who invested a lot in the Macross. He's probably

headed for the launch ceremony, don't you think?” said the Mayor, and let out another
large sigh.

Inside the car, a stout politician was waving at the people as the car slowly moved
forward. He spoke to the man next to him: Bruno J. Global, the Captain of the Macross.

“What’s with you, Captain Global? Got a hangover? The citizens are out here to
celebrate the launch of your ship. Why aren't you showing some appreciation?”

“Huh? Oh yes.” Global, whose tanned skin and white military cap suited him, waved
his hand half-heartedly.

The car advanced slowly, pushing through the crowd toward the ceremony grounds that
had been set up under the nose of the giant battleship Macross.

On the bridge of the Macross, Misa Hayase was getting irritated, waiting for Global to
arrive, and kept pulling up her light hair, again and again.

“First Lieutenant Hayase!” Shammy, one of the operators, turned around and reported.
“It looks like the captain has arrived at the stage.”

Misa glanced at her watch and replied, “We have ten minutes until the ceremony starts.
We might just make it. I wonder what the captain has been doing this whole time?” She
flipped some switches on her radar screen.

“Probably out partying, don't you think? He left last night saying something about the
Earth Defense Council...” said Claudia, who was checking the instruments. “That sly old
fox!”

“Not that you would do anything like…” Misa started, trying to sound casual.
“Oh? Whatever do you mean?”
“You and Major Focker came home together this morning. He's quite the celebrity

around here.”
Claudia’s dark face grew tight. “Staying out all night won't affect my performance.”
“You may be fine, but the Major has to fly escort for the Macross later!”
“Oh, that man can drink all night and not feel it a bit. He always brags about shooting

down five fighters in the Unification Wars while hung over.”
“Even so, if something were to happen...”
“He'll be fine! I guarantee it! Or perhaps you'd like to take him off my hands?” Claudia

towered over Misa as she almost shouted, “You can have him! He's all yours!”
“Wow! Even our First Lieutenant is interested in men?” joked Vanessa, one of the trio

of female bridge operators.
“Don’t be silly,” said Claudia. “Of course she is. Lt. Hayase is still a woman. A woman.

And there isn’t a woman alive who isn’t waiting for some man. Naturally, she’s the
same.”

At Claudia’s words, Kim the third operator, crowed “Wow! I had no idea!”
Shammy, who was a fan of Misa’s, looked like she was about to cry. “That’s a terrible

thing to say!”
Claudia repeatedly threw her arms out in an exaggerated manner. “Oh, for a man to kiss

these red lips passionately! Oh! For a man to slip his arms around this slender waist! Oh,
Lt. Hayase, the top graduate from the academy!”



“Why you!” began Misa, who was getting angry, but Claudia cut her off, pointing her
finger and saying, “Look at the screen!”

Misa glared at Claudia and then switched over to the visual screen.
It displayed a small airplane flying.
The plane was a racer, incapable of combat.
Just then, sunlight reflected off the approaching aircraft.

The sparkling, shining plane hurt Misa’s eyes.


