


Macross Timeline 
By Shoji Kawamori 

 
BC 20,000,000,000 

The Big Bang. (The birth of the universe.) 
 
500,000 

First year of Protoculture Calendar (Year PC 0). 
 

PC 2400 
The Protoculture's first space emigration (with the use of sub-light speed 
spaceships) begins. 

 
2700 

The Protoculture's second space emigration (by super-light speed spaceships using 
fold navigation) begins. 

 
2800s 

Unification of the Interstellar Republic. 
 
2900 

A Protoculture survey ship stops temporarily at the Solar System on Earth. 
 
3000 

Splitting of the Interstellar Republic. 
Opposition between the Supervision and Zentradi factions begins. 

 
25000 

Total annihilation of the Protoculture. 
 
BC 380,000 

Total annihilation of all reaction weaponry production plants. 
 
 

AD 1945 August 
Use of atomic weapons in wartime. 
 

1969 July 
Neil Armstrong of Apollo 11 becomes the first human to walk on the Moon. 

 
1981 April 

Maiden flight of the space shuttle (Columbia). 
. 
1995 June 

 The first space station (New Frontier) constructed in satellite orbit. 



 
1998 January 

The first experimental nuclear fusion reactor surpasses critical point. 
 
 
1999 July 

A large-scale meteor crashes on Earth on South Ataria Island. Under investigation, 
it is discovered to be an alien spacecraft. It is given the codename ASS-1 (Alien 
Starship-1). 
The official announcement states that a 3 KM meteor, rich with minerals, has 
crashed on Earth. 
Due to the great destructive damage, abnormal weather, and starvation caused in all 
parts of America, Soviet Union, Europe, and the world by the shock waves 
accompanying the fall of the ASS-1, the existence of aliens is treated as top secret 
until the confusion is brought under control. What begins as an emergency summit 
meeting between America and Soviet Union becomes a summit meeting between 
every nation. 
August 
Thorough study of ASS-1 begins by United Nations Investigation Teams. South 
Ataria Island designated a United Nations territory. 
December 
According to the first report of the ASS-1 study, the alien spaceship is determined 
to be a battleship, and its alien crew to be giants five times the size of humans. 
In preparation for war with the aliens, a plan is drafted to unify the countries of 
Earth and to establish an Earth Unified Government. 

 
 

2000 March 
Through joint Japanese-American-Soviet-West German-English-French 
collaboration, an alien technology analysis research institute, called OTEC, is 
created. 
April 
Research on anti-giant combat weapon systems begins. 
June 
The existence of aliens is announced publicly (their size and some other details are 
top secret). Continuing from this, the framing plan for the Earth Unified 
Government is officially announced. 
July 
A dispute emerges in the Middle-Eastern People's Republic of Gararia. The 
frequent disputes and internal conflicts occurring after this in all areas of the world 
become known as the “Unification Wars.” 
October 
In the Sea of Tranquility on the Moon, a large-scale permanent base, "Apollo," 
begins construction. 

 



 
2001 January 

Earth Unified Government Inaugurated under first Prime Minister, Harlan J. 
Niven. 
Earth Unified Forces established. 
February 
Project startup with OTEC as the heart of project on the restoration and 
reconstructing of the fallen ASS-1 alien spaceship for reuse as the capital warship 
of the Earth UN Forces. 
The ASS-1 is rechristened the SDF-1 (Super Dimension Fortress-1). Launch 
scheduled for May 2006. 
March 
New materials by OTEC successfully developed. 
May 
At L-5 in Lunar orbit, construction of a large-scale space manufacturing station 
begins. 
July 
Construction of a permanent Mars base begins.  
At South Ataria Island, civilians begin immigrating for the ASS-1's restoration. 
August 
Theory of the SDF-1’s thermonuclear reaction system is explicated. 
September 
The anti-giant ground-combat weaponry system "Destroid" begins trial production. 
November 
Theory of the SDF-1’s Main Cannon firing system is explicated. 

 
2002 February 

For anti-giant use, a plan is drawn up for an all-environment variable combat 
system. 
March 
The Grand Cannon System theory is completed. 
May 
In Alaska, construction of the Earth Unified High Command Center for interstellar 
defense begins. At the same base, the Grand Cannon System I is also built. 
July 
First Defensive Battle of South Ataria Island, fighting off an attack by Anti-
Unification Forces. 
November 
OTEC’s Earth-made thermonuclear reaction plant surpasses critical point. 

 
 

2003 April 
At the manufacturing station at L-5, construction of the ARMD Series space 
carriers begins, as does construction of space destroyers. 
November 
In an underground factory at the Apollo Lunar Base, using feedback from 



restoration work on the ASS-1, construction begins on the SDF-2, an Earth-made 
interstellar space battleship. 

 
2004 January 

OTEC creates the Thermonuclear Reaction Bomb. 
February 
On the surface of the Moon, the Thermonuclear Reaction Bomb is successfully 
tested. 
March 
In the Australia Autonomous Region, construction begins on the Grand Cannon II. 
June 
“The Plundering Fleet.” 
September 
OTEC builds a very small thermonuclear reaction plant. 
October 
In the Victoria Autonomous Region in Africa, construction begins on the Grand 
Cannon III. 
November 
Because of extensive delays on the SDF-1 restoration project and increased 
defense spending, the world economy deteriorates. 
December 
Use of reaction explosions begins in the Grand Cannon construction work. 

 
 

2005 January 
In the Russian Autonomous Regions of Kyrgyz and Kazakh, rioting breaks out. 
The Second Defensive Battle of South Ataria Island. 
March 
Oberth-Class Space Destroyer Number 1 is commissioned. 
April 
Assassination of Earth Unified Government’s first Prime Minister, Harlan J. 
Niven. He is succeeded by Robert A. Rhysling. 
July 
Guerilla warfare breaks out all across America. 
August 
Forces withdraw from the Mars Base. 
September 
Space Destroyer Number 3 is hijacked by Anti-Unification Forces, and in the 
attack, the fleet returning from the Mars Base is destroyed. 
The Anti-Unification Forces’ hijacked space destroyer is itself destroyed by a 
reaction weapon attack. 
November 
In a retaliatory attack against the Unified Forces, the under-construction Grand 
Cannon II in Australia is destroyed. 



December 
Through the use of OTM [Overtechnology of Macross], the super-large-scale 
semi-submersible aircraft carrier CVS-101 “Prometheus” is commissioned. 
 

 
2006 March 

Near the Moon’s north pole, construction begins on the Grand Cannon IV. 
April 
The super-large-scale assault landing ship SLV-111 “Daedalus” is commissioned. 
May 
The Third Defensive Battle of South Ataria Island breaks out. 
June 
The Destroid MBR-04 Series is officially approved. Mass production begins. 
October 
In the central Russian Administrative Region, the Anti-Unification Forces use 
tactical nuclear weapons. Leningrad is destroyed, showing that they have the 
capability for retaliatory strikes against the Unified Forces using thermonuclear 
reaction weapons. 
November 
The defensive battle at South Ataria Island ends. 

 
 

2007 January 
The Unification Wars finish. 
On South Ataria Island, a training center for the SDF-1 crew is established. 
February 
Test flights begin for the VF-X1 prototype variable fighter. 
March 
Aboard the SLV-111 Daedalus, Destroids begin to be stationed. 
May 
In South America, in the Brazil Autonomous Region, construction of the Grand 
Cannon V begins. 
June 
Test flights in space begin for the VF-X1. 
November 
The VF-X1 is officially approved. Mass production of the VF-1 Series begins. 

 
 

2008 January 
Space carrier ARMD I commissioned. 
August 
VF-1 Series scheduled to begin deployment for real combat (however, use is 
limited to fighter mode only). 
October 
ARMD II commissioned. 

 



 
2009 January 

The SDF-1 is named “Macross.” 
February 
The SDF-1 Macross Launching Ceremony. 
The Britai Fleet of the Zentradi Forces arrives in the Solar System. 
Space War I breaks out between Earth and the Zentradi. 
The Macross makes an error during its fold navigation. 
March 
ARMD III commissioned. 
City area built aboard the Macross. 
Macross executes a transformation. 
May 
ARMDs IV and V are commissioned. 
August 
ARMD VI is commissioned. 
October 
The Macross’s battle at Mars Base. 
ARMD VII commissioned. 
The Macross commences TV broadcasting. 
November 
Misa Hayase, Hikaru Ichijo, Maximilian Jenius, and Hayao Kakizaki become 
prisoners of the Zentradi, and the first contact between Earth people and Zentradi 
occurs. 
Lynn Minmay’s debut. 
The Macross returns to Earth. 
December 
Because of the overloading of the Macross’s omnidirectional barrier, the North 
American Ontario Autonomous Region is destroyed. The Macross, under orders to 
leave earth, goes once again into space. 

 
 

2010 January 
ARMD VIII commissioned. 
Onboard the Macross, the film Shao Pai Long is screened. 
Some Zentradi begin seeking asylum on the Macross. 
In Alaska, the Grand Cannon I is completed. 
The first interstellar marriage between a human, Maximilian Jenius, and a Zentradi, 
Milia Fallyna, is broadcast. 
February 
Peace agreement is concluded between the Macross and Britai’s Adoclas Fleet. 
The Bodol main fleet comes to the Solar System. Earth is decimated. Thanks to the 
“Lynn Minmay Plan,” the Bodol fleet is annihilated. The ground battle begins. 
March 
End of Space War I. Start of the operation of the purification of Earth’s atmosphere. 
April 



New Unified Government established. 
Education and micloning programs for Zentradi begin. 
May 
Reconstruction of Macross City completed. 
Nature Reclamation Project is begun. 
June 
At the Apollo Base on the Moon, the SDF-2 is named the “Megaroad” and 
construction resumes. At the same time, from the Apollo Base, Super Valkyries 
begin patrolling the Solar System. 
November 
New variable fighters, created from converted Valkyries, begin developmental test 
flights. 
December 
Britai’s ship is completely repaired, and it is re-commissioned to be the first 
battleship of the new UN Forces. 
Over 50% of Zentradi have become miclones. 

 
 

2011 March 
Max and Milia give birth to the first interstellar mixed-blood child. 
August 
Giants begin to riot in all parts of the world. To protect law and order, patrols begin. 
September 
Drafting of the Humankind Emigration Project begins. 
October 
Outbreaks of armed resistance by Zentradi. 
Factory Satellite Capture Operation begins. 
November 
The Factory Satellite arrives at Earth. 
Kamujin’s forces begin to mobilize. The Lynn Minmay hostage operation. 

2012 January 
The Defensive Battle of Macross City. 
The Humankind Emigration Project is announced. 



Super Dimension Fortress Macross 
The Unification Wars 

The Plundering Fleet 
By Kenichi Matsuzaki 

 
In 1999, something appeared in the vicinity of earth space, entering the atmosphere at 

a shallow angle. After descending, and spreading destruction upon the earth for about a 
week, it finally crashed on South Ataria Island, the southernmost tip of the Ogasawara 
Islands. 

The amount of nuclear energy, equivalent to a small nuclear bomb, released during the 
crash was enough to convince those possessing nuclear weapons not to use them. 

Upon close inspection, the ship proved, after public release of the information, that 
intelligent life did exist beyond the earth, and that they had made the stars their battlefield, 
creating a 1200-meter-long ship. Moreover, based on the vestiges of weapons they found 
upon it, war was the sole purpose of the ship. 

Mankind embraced its own fears that somewhere in space, battles were unfolding, 
using technology far surpassing that of earth. 

The first thing humanity did was to join together to continue investigating the crashed 
starship for its “Overtechnology.” Opposing factions also began banding together. 

In the initial stages of this development, each country pledged itself to the transition to 
a strong Unified Government. However, there was resistance in several quarters, and 
conflicts arose. After all, there was friction between certain countries, and issues of 
ideology, nationalism, religion, and cultural differences, and so the power of the new Anti-
Unification forces was not something that could be lightly dismissed. 

The flames of war touched every country in the violent conflict called the Battle of the 
Poles, and if the fighting worsened, it had the potential to engulf the entire planet in a new 
world war. 

 
 

1 
June, 2004. On the surface of the South Pacific, a newly born tropical cyclone began 

to wriggle. The huge swells of the ocean turned deep green, the wind whipped the waves 
upwards to the lead-colored sky, destroying their crests, and white spray scattered 
everywhere. 

Something was below the tumult, deeply submerged and as still as death. At a depth of 
two hundred meters, six giant shadows noiselessly advanced. 

The state-of-the-art, 32,000 ton submersible aircraft carrier Nichirin was escorted by 
five submarines, forming a carrier task force. Naturally, the shapes of the submersibles for 
this operation were nearly undetectable. 

Among the subs escorting the Nichirin was one named the Prince Marco, captained by 
a man named Global. 



The Prince Marco: a six-thousand-ton attack submarine. Externally, it had a normal, 
traditional tear-drop shape, but inside, it was filled with Overtechnology obtained from the 
fallen space craft. The power system had been replaced with a reaction furnace, and even 
the steering was highly advanced. Its armaments, too, were vastly increased. The vessel’s 
pre-existing shell was crammed with so many new systems that it wouldn’t be wrong to 
call it an entirely new submarine. 

With the air of a decorated and extremely high-ranking officer of the Italian Navy, 
Global had the good fortune to command this sub. The Unified Government still respected 
the traditions and individuality of each nation that was a member. 

 
 

2 
“Looks pretty choppy up there, doesn’t it, sir?” commented Marcciano, the executive 

officer, as he peered over the detection system behind one of the clerks. 
“You’d be more comfortable on the surface…?” Global responded with a chuckle. 
The orders from High Command were that for this operation, the vessels must remain 

submerged for the entire length of their journey, even while they traveled through 
Unification-controlled areas. This was their fourth straight month of underwater travel. 

Unlike the second-generation subs of earlier times, clean, purified air continuously 
flowed through the craft thanks to its air system. Even so, the desire among the crew to 
breathe natural, unfiltered air was on the verge of exploding. 

Marcciano shrugged and sighed, “No, sir, it’s clearly too rough up there.” 
Global packed his pipe with tobacco and made as if to light it, but then stopped and 

looked out over the command room. Everyone was working as usual, with no atmosphere 
of tension or nervousness. 

Global himself felt nothing out of the ordinary, but there was nagging feeling that 
everything was too peaceful. The division had had only one small mission, to support the 
Unified Forces quell a minor insurrection in a tiny South American country. This had 
turned out to be a useless detour. And even then, the operation had had to be performed 
while submerged. For over three months, the entire group had remained underwater, 
excepting only when the Nichirin had equipment brought to it, but only those personnel 
directly involved with the transfer were allowed on the deck. 

Global was sure there was some reason for High Command’s orders, but hadn’t 
reached any conclusions yet. 

“Are the other boats in the same situation as we are, sir?” asked Marcciano. 
“You mean this irritated mood everywhere?” Global probed. 
Unlike the fifty-ish Global, First Mate Marchiano was still in his thirties. It was easy to 

assume that Global had already grown accustomed to the aching in his body that came 
with long periods stuck inside such cramped quarters. 

He said, “The Fort Smith, the Mishichio, and the others are about even, pretty much 
the same as this boat. Only the Nichirin is different.” 

“Yes,” Marcciano grumbled sullenly. “The Nichirin is massive. They’ve got 
everything from a movie theater to a sports center. And Captain, I’ve heard that there’s a 
ton of girls aboard, right?” Marcciano, as many typical Italian men do, considered himself 
a ladies’ man, and made no attempt to hide it. 



Global smiled wryly and patted the First Mate’s shoulder. “Well,” he said, “in three 
days you’ll be able to prowl to your heart’s content.” 

The boats were advancing at the slow speed of twenty knots. The Prince Marco could 
handle speeds of up to seventy knots, but, since it was an escort, it had to match its speed 
to that of the much larger Nichirin, which could barely reach forty. 

Global wondered if the deliberate pace had some connection to the upcoming 
operation. At this rate, it would take the boats about three days to reach the Australian port 
of Roper. 

“Just three more days…” Marcciano murmured, his eyes glittering. 
“Yes,” said Global. “If we don’t have any disturbances, we’ll be reaching Roper two 

days after tomorrow. That’s right, isn’t it?” 
“Do you really think there’ll be any disturbances, sir?” asked Marcciano, his heart 

beating faster at the thought of arriving at Roper. “Dammit, we need to blow off some 
steam!” 

After a moment, he continued, “Captain, when we get there, let’s really go all out and 
have a great time! What do you say, sir?” 

“No. I’m all right,” Global replied, not in the mood for such ideas. He didn’t have any 
definite plans for their destination, and he wasn’t a prude in any sense, but he was already 
thinking of the next stop after Australia, in Japan, where his wife was waiting for him. His 
real home was there, not in his homeland of Italy. He had married rather late, probably 
because as an Italian, he was not very good at expressing his emotions. 

It had all started because of the commanding officer of the division, Vice-Admiral 
Hayase, who had introduced Global to his future wife and acted as the go-between for 
them. 

Global’s heart and thoughts quickly soared past Marcciano’s. But the executive 
officer’s chatter was infectious, and soon the whole control room was buzzing with 
conversation. 

But then a voice cut through the noise, crying, “We’ve picked up a boat, sir!” 
“Is it one of ours?” Global asked. 
“Still confirming, sir!” shot back the operator as his display started spewing forth data. 

“It’s a Pochov-Class nuclear attack submarine, sir.” 
“Soviet-made, eh?” said Marcciano, with palpable relief in his voice. 
“Negative, sir. The approaching sub was sold to the United Rusrab Republic in 1993. 

It’s called the Rotorgueuze, sir.” 
Marcciano clicked his tongue. “So it’s an Anti-Unification boat, huh? What the hell’s 

it doing in our backyard?” 
“Thirty degrees right-rudder, increase speed to forty knots,” Global barked 

immediately, and the Prince Marco began to break away from the rest of the task force. 
They broke formation, but the other vessels remained on the same course at the same 
speed. Dealing with the enemy sub was entrusted to the Prince Marco alone. 

The computer analysis of both the submarines’ position was being reported moment 
by moment on the display. 

In preparation for battle, Global and the crew all fitted themselves with small wires 
that could easily be mistaken for headphones. They differed from normal communications 
headphones by the fact that the microphone was a small point located at the throat rather 



than a mouthpiece. Because of this, they could speak to each other without making a 
sound. 

The computer display changed drastically. “We’re entering attack range, sir. Should 
we do it?” questioned Marcciano. 

“No,” Global replied. “Stay on course a little while longer. I doubt they’ve even 
picked us up.” 

“There’s your code of chivalry again…” Marcciano sighed. 
Code of chivalry… for Global, it wasn’t just some fairy tale concept. He always 

looked at issues from the enemy’s standpoint as well as his own, and the thought of 
sinking a sub that didn’t even have its scope up was distasteful to him. The Unified Forces 
equipment was constantly being enhanced by the scraps of Overtechnology that were 
being pulled from the wreckage of the downed space ship, but both sides continued 
developing and expanding technologically. The war wouldn’t be decided until it was over. 
In a straight confrontation, the Prince Marco had minimal advantage over the 
Rotorgueuze. But in pursuit, for the Prince Marco, their opponent was a cat with a bell on 
its neck. And they were a lion stalking noiselessly. 

“It’s time to catch them. Draw up across from them,” Global said. The only response 
he heard in his earpiece was the voice of the computer. 

“Launch detected from enemy vessel. Rocket mortar, directed towards the ocean 
surface. Estimated to be a Trooz.”1 

Global inwardly gasped. A Trooz torpedo was launched into the air and would fall 
back into the sea, with its own propeller propulsion system and active homing to seek out 
its target. 

“Trooz confirmed,” came the report from the computer. “Commencing 
countermeasures.” 

Silence returned to the control room as though nothing had happened. Except that one 
display announced the launch of an anti-air missile while another projected the increasing 
trajectory of the enemy torpedo. 

The Prince Marco’s computer was equipped with a self-preservation system. Unless 
he got orders specifically to sacrifice the vessel, Global would not have to worry about the 
fangs of the enemy touching his craft. 

On the screen, before long, the two blips merged and then vanished. “Target 
eliminated,” came the report from the computer. 

“Steady on, Captain,” said Marcciano eagerly, pressing for action. 
Global nodded and gave his orders to the computer. “Stand by for attack. The target is 

the Rotorgueuze.” 
“All green, sir.” 
“Attack!’  
And at that one word command, Global’s work as a captain was finished. All that was 

left was for the computer and the Prince Marco itself to function. On the display, the word 
“FIRE” appeared, and the signal on the sonar separated from the Prince Marco and 
advanced towards the enemy boat. From the notations, it appeared that the Rotorgueuze 
would attempt to evade at about forty knots. That was too slow, however, to avoid the 
long spear closing in on it. 

                                                
1 Not a recent type. 



The control room was silent, as everyone waited for the torpedo to reach its target. 
And then, contact. 
“Target eliminated,” the computer reported, and the entire command crew cheered 

with joy and relief. The joy increased, temporarily wiping away the resentment they felt at 
being trapped underwater for so long. 

“Let’s catch up to the others,” Global said. “Marcciano, I leave it to you. I’m going to 
rest in my quarters for a bit.” 

“Yessir!” Marcciano saluted cheerfully, and Global turned and left the command 
center. 

Global entered his room, closed the door behind him, and tossed his hat onto the bed. 
Then he pulled out the chair by his smallish desk and gently lowered himself into it. He 
carefully removed his pipe from his pocket, but before picking up the lighter on his desk, 
he twirled the pipe around his hand, looking at it closely. 

It’s finally turned a good color, he thought. It had been a birthday present from his 
wife the previous year. Customarily, he would polish it, but now, he just couldn’t seem to 
get his hand to move. How long had it been, that battle left him feeling so empty? Was it 
after he got married, or after the technology of the Unified Forces had so completely 
outstripped that of the enemy? Global wasn’t sure which it was. Or possibly it was some 
other reason. 

From the time he was a child, watching war stories on television and in movies, he had 
always felt a burning envy towards the heroes. Perhaps it was just a lowbrow game to him, 
but he saw them fighting bravely under the banner of their ideals of righteousness. And of 
course, since they were heroes, it only made sense that their bullets would hit the bad guys 
more often than the bad guys’ would hit them. And of course he was looking at this from 
the perspective of the Unified Forces’ superiority over the Anti-Unification Forces’ 
strength. 

Global himself had chosen the Navy. In sea warfare, one shot must be followed by the 
next, and the chance of seeing your opponent’s face was extremely small, and that was all 
right with him. Even now, he knew that he had not made the wrong choice… but still, 
something had changed. 

 
 

3 
After the battle with the Rotorgueuze, the next two days passed without incident. On 

the third day, their destination came into sight, as planned. The Australian port of Roper, 
converted in the year 2000, as the Unification Wars intensified, into a military harbor. 

“Surface!” Global said, giving a command that he hadn’t given in too long. Since 
leaving Yokosuka in Japan, not even the vessel’s periscope had broken the surface of the 
water. Regardless of the fact that this was a normal surfacing operation, the Prince Marco 
aimed itself upwards and rose at emergency angle and speed, inclining as though the 
submarine itself were impatient. Global stopped himself from making the young 
helmsman start the maneuver over, and he noticed that he felt the same impatience 
himself. And before he could say anything at all, the sub’s bow broke through to the 
surface. 



As the six-thousand ton vessel broke through the waves, what looked like waterfalls 
sluiced off of it and spray danced through the air. The bow thrust upwards into the sky, but 
the earth’s gravity won, pulling the Prince Marco back down into the water. With the hull 
still swaying and vibrating, the hatch on the control tower opened, and salt-tanged air 
flowed into the boat. Even things from the land became suffused with the scent from the 
middle of the ocean. Here, this unique aspect of Roper Harbor came wafting in. 

“Come on, sir, let’s go to the tower!” Marcciano pestered Global. The other 
crewmembers were already climbing up with some difficulty. 

Global hurried Marcciano through the hatch in the control tower. Just as he stuck his 
head outside, the other vessels accompanying the Prince Marco began to surface, one by 
one, and they replicated the behavior of the Prince Marco’s crew. Perpendicular to the 
ocean surface, all of them splashed out of the sea. Not even the flagship, the Nichirin, was 
excepted. It did not surface completely, but the carrier’s 32,000-ton body caused 
tremendous waves that rocked the other submarines. 

As Global drew closer to the giant ship surfacing, he felt a familiar emotion from 
when he first joined the forces. Each one of the stupidly massive vessels had its belly 
filled with enough missiles to destroy both hemispheres. And yet, compared to the fallen 
spacecraft, even the Nichirin was little more than a child's toy. 

A shiver ran down Global’s spine. As mankind moved out into space, would they be 
bringing their man-made weapons with them? 

He then heard footsteps ascending behind him, and a voice asking, “It’s all right if we 
come up, too, isn’t it, sir?” 

Suddenly, all of the off-duty crew members climbed up into the bridge, their eyes 
turning to the already-open hatch. The crew spilled out onto the narrow deck to exult in 
their good fortune. It became a situation where if even one more person stepped out, 
people would be shoved into the ocean, and below Global, the people who were crowded 
out from the deck continued massing forward. 

Marcciano took over from Global and shouted, “Okay, two or three at a time! Breathe 
in the salt air as much as you want, but hurry up so that next guy can go!” 

The soldiers in front let out a whoop of delight as they ran forward. Soon voices could 
be heard from the back, as people cried, “Hurry up and switch already!” 

“Ah, shaddup!” a nearby voice jeered. “We only just got here, and ain’t even paid our 
respects to the horizon yet!” 

“Being able to see this view almost like a perk of being stationed up here, isn’t it, sir?” 
Marcciano whispered to Global quietly. 

“Seems that way,” Global answered, puffing on his pipe. 
A cheer rose up; the harbor of Roper had become visible along their route. 
A short time later, as the harbor facility came into view, Global remembered his earlier 

sense of uneasiness. 
The Prince Marco, shoulder to shoulder with its companion subs, came to a halt at the 

pier. The crew was already waiting for the slow-in-coming permission to dock. Even now, 
they were changing clothes, and fights were breaking out in the washing area over who 
would get the hair gel. The only person not prepared was Global, the highest-ranking 
aboard the vessel. 

However, an order to the task force arrived right then, saying only, “Permission to 
dock denied.” 



“Captain, sir, what’s going on?” a well-dressed Marcciano cried insistently. He and the 
others pleaded longingly to disembark. 

“Hmm… even I don’t understand this order,” Global replied. 
“They can’t keep us here, sir! The longest rotation is three months!” 
Which was true. And also true for underwater deployments. “If everyone is forced to 

abide by this order,” Marcciano whispered, “we could have a riot on our hands, sir.” 
“Well, we can’t exactly cover it up...” Global smiled. 
“This isn’t funny, sir. If there were a mutiny… Um… I’d even be tempted to join it.” 
“Well, now… I think it would be best to wait and see what the situation is. Who 

knows, perhaps there’s some kind of epidemic at the base.” 
“I don’t believe that, and neither do you, sir.” With his right hand, Marcciano undid 

his top coat button, and sulkily went through the narrow corridor leading to the deck. 
After that, time passed without anything in particular happening. Nothing in particular, 

that is, except for, on the slippery deck of each vessel, the sailors’ eyes almost 
involuntarily turned towards the shoreline, and they all slumped a little bit, as if they had 
gotten to last serving of corn on their plate, and found it rotten. 

And the burning sun slowly set in the west, as day became evening. At that time, Vice-
Admiral Hayase, head of the task force, paid a visit to the Prince Marco. 

Global, with the breeding of over a hundred years of military service in his blood, 
greeted him gladly as though born to do so. 

Hayase waited, looking over everyone for not a short amount of time.  
“It’s cramped,” he declared first, after crouching through the sections of the vessel and 

nearly hitting his head on a door frame. “It looks like everyone may have gotten too 
accustomed to being with the Nichirin here,” he said, and Global examined the interior of 
his vessel anew. The metal walls with flaking paint, the pipes and tubes of various sizes 
that writhed along the ceiling… Obviously, no one would mistake the living quarters of 
the Nichirin for a five-star hotel. It was built for pragmatism, not comfort. And then, there 
was the crew, not given over to tidiness or other niceties… But rather than feel superior, 
Global understood and sympathized with them. 

“Global,” Hayase ventured, “is there someplace we could speak privately?” 
“Of course, sir. We’ll go to my quarters.” 
The two strode off to the captain’s quarters, leaving in their wake a long string of 

crewmembers scrambling to stand at attention and salute as they passed. And on their 
faces, resentment at the orders not to disembark became mixed with a faint look of 
hopefulness. 

The two entered the room, and Global gestured towards the chair. Hayase sat down, 
and Global settled himself across from him, sitting upright on the bed, which left no more 
space in the tiny room for anyone else. 

“Do you know,” Hayase asked, “if there are any bugs or listening devices planted in 
this room?” 

“Uh… What?” Global was struck dumb for a moment by the question. And even after 
an awkward pause, he still wasn’t sure that Hayase wasn’t making some kind of joke. 

“Well…” he started, “I wouldn’t worry too much about that… it’s not like we’re in the 
Soviet Navy or anything like that…” 

Hayase snorted. “That is so like you,” he said, still fixing Global with a sober face. 
“I’m currently being about thirty percent dead serious.” 



Global nodded, somewhat uncertainly. 
“The thing is,” Hayase continued, “I’d like some reliable men who can keep their 

mouths shut. How many would you say are on your boat?” 
“All of them, I’d say, sir.” 
“I’m not looking for boy scouts. I mean strong men.” 
Global started mentally checking through his crew, one by one. Finally, he said, 

“Roughly twenty, I’d say, sir.” 
“Very good.” 
“Vice-Admiral Hayase, sir, what’s going on?” 
Hayase gave Global a strange smile and replied, “I’d like to borrow them. We’re about 

to become Anti-Unification soldiers.” 
The blood drained from Global’s face. What exactly was Hayase proposing? 
“No need for alarm, Global,” Hayase corrected quickly. “I’m not talking about treason 

or defecting. It’ll be just a temporary shift. And it has nothing to do with HQ. They have 
no clue.” 

Neither did Global. He tried to figure it out as Hayase began explaining. 
According to him, before arriving at port, Global and the Prince Marco had 

encountered and sunk the Rotorgueuze as the enemy ship was returning from an attack on 
a fleet of allied cargo ships. Unfortunately, because the escort ship’s equipment was old, 
the Rotorgueuze had managed easily to escape after sinking the cargo boats. And those 
sunken ships had been bringing much-needed rations to the Roper port. 

“However,” he continued, “the base commander is an obstinate man. He’s unlikely to 
distribute the stock that we have on hand. But there’s definitely more than enough food 
packed away there to last until we get home to Japan.” 

“And you intend to bring it along, sir?” 
“Of course, the problem is that your crew will be left with nothing but astronaut food 

and things like that. Let’s face it, the amount of supplies you have seems like an 
embarrassment of riches, hence the order not to come ashore.” 

Global suddenly recalled his earlier words with Marcciano. “You mean, sir,” he 
ventured, “we might have a riot on our hands?” 

“Hmm,” Hayase paused. “We have a saying in my country: ‘Grudges over food are 
not easily forgiven.’ Is one apple per person really sufficient?” 

“So…” Global said, “you’re planning to instantly switch sides and raid those 
storehouses? Is that it, sir?” 

“Exactly! It’ll give those tight-asses something to chew on, eh?” 
“But, sir… Where exactly would we say these Anti-Unification forces were located, or 

got their strength from?” 
“Oh, Global, that’s no problem! You know how large the Nichirin is, so who’s to say 

that some escapees from the enemy ships, at the end of a fierce battle, couldn’t stow 
aboard the Prince Marco, even, and keep hidden?” 

“Sir… and then what? What exactly are you proposing?” 
Hayase just winked in response. The two old soldiers continued hashing out childish 

conspiratorial plans. As the night passed ten o’clock, Hayase’s plans had been finalized. 
As the Prince Marco arrived on shore, Hayase heard Global’s voice behind him, 

calling, “Sir! I’d be honored to participate in this mission, sir!” 



“As would I, Global,” Hayase called back. “Let’s make you the chief executive!” He 
held out his right hand, and gave a thumbs-up. 

 
 

4 
As the clock wound to midnight, from the group of submarines, one small vessel broke 

from the others and slipped into the darkness. Then, a smattering of lifeboats could be 
seen approaching the shore. As they wended a circuitous path around the mouth of the 
bay, innumerable small vessels issued forth from them. In one of these, wearing his 
combat fatigues, was Global. He looked at his subordinates in the boat with him. A few 
hours earlier, they had seemed drawn and listless, but now their faces were overflowing 
with vitality. Because of this mission, everyone who had come along was eager to do their 
jobs to the best of their ability. Even Global was having fun with this new operation. 

Each one of the soldiers was equipped with riot control gas bombs, and for defense, 
they naturally were also carrying live ammunition. However, their lack of reconnaissance 
led to blind spots, and the likelihood of one of them being shot or even killed was high. 
This was, quite literally, the game called War. Yet for Global, he felt like the hero of a 
movie, and the feeling was irresistibly thrilling. 

(Yes, this game of war was most certainly not a cold or robotic thing.) 
And the depressing emptiness he had felt following the earlier battle began to 

evaporate. 
 

* 
 
Some days later, the task force left the bay at Roper. The report was as follows: “On 

June 21, 2004, the Roper Base was infiltrated by a landing party from an Anti-Unification 
submarine. Although twenty containers of rations were taken, damage was extremely 
light, caused only by one small detonation.” 

Furthermore, once they arrived at Yokosuka, they were informed by High Command 
that they would soon be departing for a long-term experimental deployment in space. And 
as the guinea pigs of the mission, their success in the experiment was of the highest 
importance… 



Super Dimension Fortress Macross 

The Lost Two Years 
By Shoji Kawamori 

 
 

One - The Situation 
 
February 21, 2010. In order to destroy all of earth’s culture, the entire Bodol main 

fleet, surpassing five million ships, filled the heavens around the Earth. Fighting back 
against them was the Unified Space Fleet, six ARMD-series space carriers and one 
hundred twenty-five space destroyers, but the overwhelming advantage of the firepower of 
the aliens was decisive. 

At the orders of Supreme Commander Bodolzaa, all five million ships opened fire 
with all of the their cannons. The combined force of over seven hundred million energy 
beams cut through the atmosphere, and the planet’s surface was covered in explosions. 
Every city, every base, both land and sea were devastated. The atmosphere was filled with 
plasma, and gleamed with light. From those watching the planet from lunar orbit, the 
countless beams and the destruction they wrought shone brighter than the sun. 

And within five minutes, it was over. The innumerable shock waves on the red-hot 
surface of the world collided with each other, creating violent windstorms. 

However, not everything was annihilated. At High Command at the Unified Forces 
Alaska Base, the massive weapon powered by the Earth’s gravity called the “Grand 
Cannon,” was able to resume operations. With firing swath of 120 degrees, a forty-second 
concentrated blast launched into the skies and destroyed about eight hundred thousand 
enemy ships. And then the Grand Cannon crew scrambled to set up their deflection field, 
and prepared to fire on the enemy once more… but the second shot never came. The 
Bodol Fleet determined the source of the attack, and fired another volley, destroying the 
Alaska Base. The Grand Cannon went silent. 

Already, there was no place on earth left to resist the strength of the alien fleet, and it 
seemed as though human civilization had come to an abrupt end. And yet, one girl would 
change the tide of battle. 

Lynn Minmay was the girl’s name, and her singing voice caused chaos among the 
Zentradi, who knew nothing of culture, and it drained their will to fight. 

Bruno J. Global, the captain of the SDF-1 Macross, had made his decision. The girl’s 
singing was transmitted from the Macross to all earth people, as well as the thousand or so 
battleships of the Britai Adoclas Fleet who had joined them, and who were translating the 
broadcast to the other Zentradi. The interpretation frequency number was blanketing the 
entire sphere of battle. The broadcast immediately threw the enemy’s chain of command 
into disarray, and in the chaos, the Macross and its allies were able to strike. 

Macross Standard Time: 11:00 AM. The counter strike and Lynn Minmay singing 
“My Boyfriend Is a Pilot” began simultaneously. Over three hundred Super Valkyries 



armed with reaction warheads surged out before the Macross, along with the Britai 
Adoclas Fleet, as they attacked through the channel left by the Grand Cannon’s assault. 

 
The effect of Minmay’s song was intense. In sending the Bodol Fleet into confusion, it 

managed to delay their attack on the Macross and its allies for a few precious minutes, and 
that delay was fatal for the enemy. And the vaunted strength of the Bodol Fleet was 
crushed as the Macross, its Valkryies’ reaction weapons, and the Britai Fleet’s energy 
beams tore past them, one by one. And then, an even deeper shock was given to the 
Zentradi soldiers’ psyche as Minmay and Kaifun enacted their “kiss scene.” 

The Macross finally fought its way through the defenses of the enemy ships, and 
entered the mobile fortress where Bodolzaa resided. Inside the flagship, the Macross fired  
over one hundred bursts (and was protected from the explosions by its omnidirectional 
barrier). With so many reaction weapons detonating inside it, even the massive mobile 
fortress couldn’t withstand the blasts. And then the thousand reaction furnaces on it started 
to erupt, and the Fulbtzs-Berrentz fortress was destroyed, the explosion engulfing over a 
million enemy battleships. 

 



 
Following the loss of the flagship, the surviving Zentradi followed their directive to 

regroup at a separate main base some tens of thousands of light years away, and in swift 
succession, they retreated from the solar system. 

Macross Standard Time: 11:27 AM. The battle for the continued existence of earth 
was over, for now. It had been a little under one hour since the Bodol Fleet’s 
bombardment had begun, and in that brief time, eleven billion earth people and over seven 
hundred fifty million Zentradi had lost their lives. 

The entire surface of the planet was scorched, the atmosphere was suffused with the 
vaporized remnants of soil, plants, and animals, and fragments of destroyed space vessels 
fell through the polluted air, twinkling like thousands of shooting stars. 

At last, along with the rain of falling stars, some larger points of light also fell towards 
the surface, as damaged spacecraft whose engines had given out plummeted downwards. 
Among them was the shape of the heavily damaged Macross. It descended up to its waist 
into a massive, still-hot crater, finally coming to a stop. 

 
More and more Zentradi ships fell to their ruin, well over two thousand of them, 

dotting the blasted surface all over the world. Of the Britai Adoclas Fleet, only about one 
hundred battleships had survived the battle. There were, as well, some surviving vessels 



from the Bodol Main Fleet. And before a peace agreement could be concluded, they 
would have to surrender. 

Twelve hours later. There had been a temporary respite from the battle with the 
remnants of the defeated Bodol Main Fleet, but fighting quickly broke out again, this one 
a land battle. The Macross and Britai’s Fleet fought together as one against the Bodol 
ships that were unable to fly (the ships that could fly had long since fled). Even now, the 
Bodol fleet was mighty, with at least twenty times more firepower than its opponents, but 
Macross had Lynn Minmay, and the culture of Earth. 

And Britai’s soldiers tried to communicate the gloriousness of culture to their 
opposing brethren, and unite them all in peace, as what was known as “Operation PR” 
started. 

At that time, the sky, filled with dark clouds of evaporated seawater and blasted soil, 
started pouring black rain accompanied with violent lightning strikes. The thick, massive 
clouds blocked the sunlight, leaving everything in darkness. Sometimes a flash of 
lightning would illuminate the scene, and Lynn Minmay’s singing formed a background to 
the muddy clashing of the giants’ flesh and steel. And that spectacle, with its mysterious 
beauty, is how an age ended. 

The battle continued for a while. But as the resisting Zentradi gradually awakened to 
culture, Britai’s men and the earth people managed to create peace. 

After a month had passed, the sky stopped shedding rain, the heavy clouds 
disappeared, and blue sky returned. The conflict that would later be known as Space War 
I, the earth people versus the Zentradi (at least, one fleet of them), had finally ended. Upon 
returning to earth, the Macross could not even let off the civilians onboard, because of the 
torrential, waterfall-like rain. At long last, though, they were allowed to disembark. For 
one year, ever since the misfortune with the Macross’s fold system and the beginning of 
its wanderings, they had not been able to set foot on the soil of their home. Of the fifty-
eight thousand civilians who were initially rescued by the Macross, only about forty 
thousand remained, and there were no close friends or family to greet them as they 
returned home. They began to search for any survivors. They searched the Alaska Grand 
Cannon base at first, and they also found many underground shelters around the world, 
rescuing nearly one million earth people who had, for a month, been sitting under the 
surface, waiting and hoping for the day when peace would come. 

Humanity, once ten billion strong, had seen 99.99% of its population lost in the war. 
Only one ten-thousandth had managed to survive. And the Zentradi survivors numbered 
roughly eight million. 

The people of earth had become a minority on their own homeworld. 
 

Reconstruction 
And so the humans and Zentradi began their life of coexistence. Inside the now-

stationary Macross, an emergency government was formed, with leaders from both Earth 
and the Zentradi meeting to carefully devise plans for moving forward. The first problem 
for the assimilation of humans and Zentradi was the need to work together to reconstruct 
earth’s culture, and to protect that culture from outside enemies. 

For cooperation to be possible, the first order of business was the necessary step of 
setting up education for the Zentradi, because the intelligence of a standard Zentradi was 
at about the same level as a human elementary schooler. Educational facilities were 



established, specifically designed for Zentradi, a careful curriculum emphasizing 
obedience was created, and, concurrently, an effort to micronize Zentradi was also 
implemented. 

 
On the earth at that time, the resources for manufacturing goods and foodstuffs was 

minimal (among the Zentradi ships were the automated systems for processing food, but 
the vast majority of these mechanisms were damaged and unusable). Moreover, as the 
survivors turned the scorched earth into usable soil and rebuilt the cities, it was easier to 
accommodate human size rather than Zentradi size. 

However, that wasn’t the only reason. According to researchers on the earth side, there 
was a hypothesis that Zentradi history was somehow connected to humankind’s. At the 
center of this investigation was Archivist Exsedol’s research team, who theorized that the 
Zentradi, the Prototculture, and the Earth were all connected somehow in the deep past. 
After two long years of research, they would finally conclude that this theory was 
essentially correct. 

The theory held that the Zentradi were manufactured by the Prototoculture as large-
scale bio-weaponry. In producing the giants, the Protoculture strengthened their bodies, 
and the placement and even the number of internal organs was substantially modified. 
And yet, it seemed clear that there were some definite vestiges of humanity left in the 
giants, and they were just as clearly designed to use the miclone system. And since the 
miclone bodies were the same as an earth person’s, the computers inside the miclone 
system must have a memory of the human body, if only on an atomic level. Furthermore, 
data indicated that there was programming for various transformation processes, so that 
different body patterns could be calculated from the configurations of the giants’ bodies. 

And so, if the transformation process could create several types of bodies, in general, 
there turned out to be three: first was the highly mass-produced general soldier type, who 
had fighting ability but was utterly expendable; second was the archivist type, with 
powerful memorizing ability; and finally was the command type, which was difficult to 
produce but had skin stronger than metal, and could even function for a short time in the 
vacuum of space. However, every one of these types was programmed with exceedingly 



strong vitality and battle performance abilities. While this made them extremely effective 
as weapons, it also made them extremely dangerous. 

But if the giants retained even some of the Protoculture’s culture… then the obvious 
conclusion was that the giants’ strength and battle capability could simply overwhelm the 
Protoculture, completely dominating them. And so, the Protoculture must have limited the 
giants’ intelligence, focusing it primarily on combat and strategy, but keeping cognition at 
the absolute functional minimum in order to obey the Protoculture’s commands and 
perform their duties. Once the Protoculture were no more, the giants were left with 
nothing but their rudimentary tactics, as proven by their inability to even repair any 
damage they sustained, and furthermore, no knowledge of culture at all was evidently ever 
programmed into them. Culture is, of course, the greatest dividing line between humans 
and animals. Knowledge of culture would lead to thoughts of progress, advancement, and 
ambition, and could threaten the Protoculture’s very existence. 

Because the Protoculture were afraid that cultural thoughts would burst forth 
spontaneously among the giants, males and females were strictly segregated. They were 
also terrified that if the giants, through culture, learned of love, they would begin to 
reproduce, and their numbers would become overwhelming. 

(Experiments with the giants’ reproductive ability were conducted, and resulted in a 
drop of forty percent of combat effectiveness, and so they were soon discontinued.) 

Thus, the Protoculture had produced a race of biological weapons that did not 
understand culture and had the intelligence of a human elementary school child. Because 
the Protoculture feared being completely annihilated in the fight between the Zentradi and 
the Supervision Army forces, they prohibited the use of reaction weapons and limited 
attack targets to military facilities and production factories. They also added a directive to 
the giants prohibiting them from recklessly attacking non-combatants, saying that the 
giants must not touch miclone planets (the areas where the Protoculture lived). This would 
also have the effect of keeping the giants firmly separate from the Protoculture and 
prevent them from coming into contact with culture (the operation directives were input 
directly into the battleship computers by the Protoculture). 

However, all the careful planning of the Protoculture was wasted in the end. The war 
escalated among both factions, and in the conflict between battleships, the Protoculture 
were completely wiped out. For five hundred thousand years – a blink of an eye in terms 
of the history of the universe, but an eternity to us humans – the war raged on. Thus, by 
the hand of the biological weapons designed only for war, the progress of culture was 
halted…  

The earth people who worked out this theory were, like the Protoculture before them, 
terrified about what could happen if the giants were exposed to culture, but it was too late 
for that: the Zentradi were already absorbing earth’s culture. So the human side took 
control of the miclone systems under the pretense of studying them, and created a plan to 
turn all Zentradi into miclones – that is, the same size as a human – so that their 
overwhelming physical superiority would be (literally) minimized. Furthermore, because 
the giants’ miclone bodies were identical to a human’s, it was assumed that humans and 
Zentradi could procreate together. The human population of earth was currently about one 
million, so for humanity’s continued survival, it would be necessary to turn at least one 
hundred million Zentradi into miclones. Currently on earth, there were about three 
thousand functioning miclone systems. If operating at full capacity, it would take a little 



under two years to reduce the size of one hundred million giants. To aid this project, the 
Earth Forces decided to keep the theory about the Zentradi’s creation top secret until the 
majority of Zentradi had already become miclones. 

And the reconstruction proceeded. In May of 2010, the New Unified Government was 
established, and Global was appointed as its founding chief executive. 

 
The capital of the New Unified Government was set up inside the grounded Macross, 

and the city that had been inside it was rebuilt outside, in the area surrounding the 
spacecraft. The city was designed so that humans, miclones, and even giants could all live 
and work together. Around the globe, cities began to be built one by one around the nearly 
two thousand crashed ships, in imitation of Macross City. At this time, the giants began 
working mostly in engineering and construction, since, at five times the size of a human, 
they were exceedingly capable workers. 

 
Along with the reconstruction of cities, the Nature Reclamation Project commenced as 

well. This was not a simple or easy plan. Not only had the earth’s soil been scorched, but 



the earth’s axis had tilted, the composition of the climate, topography, and atmosphere had 
all been radically altered, and nearly all of the flora and fauna had been killed. 

The first task begun was purification of the atmosphere. For now, it appeared 
breathable, but it was predicted that it would become a serious problem in the long term. 
With the disbursement of chemical reaction agents, the atmosphere began to be healed. 
And to revive the flora and fauna, the research into the miclone system continued. Thus it 
was discovered that the same system could be used to create clones, and a mass 
production project for plants and animals began. The Macross and the underground 
shelters managed to scrape together cell samples, even if just sperm and ovum, of virtually 
all plant and animal life forms. Through artificial breeding machines and growth 
accelerators, the natural world’s inhabitants started reviving by the few, then by the 
dozens. And the Nature Reclamation Program began to return every area of the Earth to 
the kind of life that had lived off it previously. It was imperative now that the Nature 
Reclamation Project be able to step aside, although the plants and animals were brought 
back by human hands, and be able to let nature take its own course, from now through the 
next ten thousand years… 

And one month had passed since the end of the war. The surviving remnants of the 
Bodol Fleet which had retreated from the solar system would surely find another main 
fleet. The survivors would tell of the mysterious world of the Protoculture, but if the main 
fleet attacked to eradicate earth’s culture, they would most likely not have the power to 
defend themselves. With no way to withstand the psychological attack of Minmay’s song, 
their likelihood of success was equal to zero. 

That being said, it was necessary that the ruined earth not just sit by idly, but prepare 
to build up its defenses. Downed Zentradi ships were checked out, and repair work begun 
on the ones with the least amount of damage, so that they would eventually be able to join 
Britai’s fleet. For these repairs, humans, miclones, and giants all worked together, even 
remodeling and improving the bridge and living quarters of each vessel. The repair work 
was estimated to take at least a year to complete. Of course, until the space fleet was 
ready, there was still a pressing need for patrolling earth and its vicinity. On the Moon 
Base Apollo, which had suffered minimal damage during the war, six squadrons of Super 
Valkyries were found, and it became the home base for the solar system patrol. 

With newly restored factories on earth now producing vital goods, research was begun 
to find the locations of the Zentradi Automated Factory Satellites, and to steal them, in 
order to help with production. Also, construction was resumed on the second Macross, the 
“Megaroad,” which had remained, since the war’s end, eighty percent complete in an 
underground factory on the Moon base. 

And so year passed since the last day of the war. The Nature Reclamation Project was 
running smoothly; the hills and fields of earth were turning green again and the twitter of 
birds could be heard, as well as the buzzing of insects. Seventy percent of Zentradi had 
become miclones, undergoing at long last a cultural renaissance, and treating the Earth as 
though it had been their beloved homeworld since the beginning of time. 

Among the Zentradi who remained giants, study of Earth-style martial arts became 
widespread. Because their bodies were overflowing with speed and strength, people 
everywhere, both large and small, were gripped by a fever for Zentradi boxing and 
Zentradi wrestling – the mania for Zentradi female wrestling was incredible – and these 



became just another form of entertainment for the new world. Before long, everything 
from Zentradi musicals to Zentradi XXX shows was produced. 

 
The Super Valkyrie squadron space patrols found nothing unusual. If the survivors 

from the Bodol Fleet’s attack had indeed joined with another main fleet, they had 
apparently decided to stay away from earth (home of the Protoculture). This of course was 
not to say that the Earth was free from danger. Sooner or later, it was almost inevitable 
that another Zentradi fleet or the Supervision Army would discover the planet, and the 
attacks would begin again. 

However, more than one year of peace softened the hearts of ordinary people and 
those Zentradi living a dream of culture. And then, the anniversary of the first interstellar 
wedding, that of Maximillian Fallyna Jenius and Milia Fallyna Jenius, was celebrated with 
the birth of their baby girl. The proof that offspring from a human and Zentradi union was 
possible was greeted with parades and celebrations the world over. 

And for the revived earth, the future was bright with hope. 
That said, the year of peace had a curious effect on the Zentradi mentality. The giant 

Zentradi began to start fistfights to vent their aggressive instincts. Riots began to break out 
among the giants, as they turned to violence to satisfy their urges. The shock from the 
once-fresh culture was beginning to fade, it seemed. 

Tens of thousands of years of constant warfare could not be bridged immediately with 
the effects of human culture. The proof was in culture’s seeming inability to prevent war 
and strife, even now.  

 
 
 

Two – The Triangle 
 
As the battle between earth and the Bodolzaa Fleet came to an end, Hikaru and Misa 

were on the scorched earth that had once been soil. Surveying the landscape, for as far 
they could see, there were just burned flatlands and steaming craters. Ominous mushroom 
clouds hung in the skies, and the upper atmosphere was still glittering with explosions. 



It’s beautiful… Hikaru surprised himself by thinking as he looked up at the lights. He 
knew intellectually that ten billion lives on the planet had been swept away, but the fact 
was too big for a human mind to process. 

At that moment, perhaps because of this, Misa said, “We might be the only two people 
left alive on earth…” 

“That’s not so bad, is it?” Hikaru replied. “’Cause we’re not alone.” As far as he was 
concerned, he had rescued Misa, and as long as the two of them were together, nothing 
else mattered. 

But if it were true, and they were the only survivors… Contemplating that was a 
horrifying prospect. And for Misa, Hikaru had become irreplaceably important. 

Their relationship had sprouted into love. But different from the way that a normal 
man and woman would express their affection for each other. At the end of a great war in 
which billions were killed, the two of them only narrowly escaped death. They hadn’t 
made the step into a committed love relationship, but their relationship had become much 
closer, like the closeness between blood relatives. 

For Hikaru, who had lost his mother when he was young and was raised only by his 
father, Misa, who was older than he as well as being his superior officer, seemed like a 
mother or an older sister. And Misa viewed Hikaru as insubordinate and indecisive, but, 
when it mattered, he always came through for her, like a dependable, cute little brother. 

However, despite was the fact she was his senior – or the fact of her higher rank – it 
seemed possible that they could soon fall in love with each other. And yet, Misa was an 
excellent officer, avoiding any impropriety, and Hikaru was still trying to move past his 
love for Minmay. 

And at long last, dawn spread its light onto the blasted earth once known as Alaska, 
and they heard Minmay’s song flowing through the radio. They knew the Macross was 
safe. And the then they saw the Macross, silhouetted again the rising sun, and they felt 
weak with relief. For them, the Macross had become a replacement for the existence they 
could have had on earth, but that was now lost. 

And Hikaru and Misa, who had returned alive from the depths of the wreckage of the 
Grand Cannon, were reunited with the bridge operators and pilots of the Macross. 

Among the people, Hikaru approached Minmei and Kaifun, and felt his chest thump. 
He was grateful that they were together and safe. Tears welled up in his eyes. 

Humanity had been led to victory over a fleet of five million warships by this small 
16-year-old girl. Even more than before, to Hikaru, she symbolized a glittering, bright 
future. 

Hugging her trembling shoulders and wiping away her tears gently, Hikaru turned and 
walked away from Minmay. If he stayed next to Minmay, he reasoned, it could easily 
revive his love for her. Minmay had Kaifun, and Hikaru had allowed Misa into his heart. 

The excitement of the reunion made Minmay have to stop and take a breath, and she 
thought about how he had returned alive in Misa’s company… Minmay remembered 
Misa. When the Bodol Fleet had launched its all-out attack, she had heard Hikaru murmur, 
“Captain Hayase…” She had understood that this Hayase occupied a large place in 
Hikaru’s feelings, and she remembered that she had even felt a faint twinge of jealousy. 
That had been Minmay’s first experience with that emotion. 

Lynn Minmay, the girl blessed with the ability to charm a whole world. She had 
become used to receiving whatever goodwill or affection she wished. And so, when 



Kaifun proposed marriage to her, she felt her feelings waver, and her heart opened with 
love for Hikaru, who she had always previously thought of as just a friend. 

But of course, Hikaru had Misa by his side, and the two of them were both in the 
military. Minmay and Hikaru, on the other hand, “lived in different worlds.” As she felt 
more envy towards Misa, her feelings for Hikaru began to deepen. But if Hikaru and Misa 
would, say, get married soon, that would not really bother Minmay. For one reason, 
because she had Kaifun, who loved her. She still did not know the tricks of love – that 
sometimes you have to compete with a rival to get the person you want. 

 
Twelve hours since the defeat of the Bodol Fleet. The ground battle had begun. The 

battle that started after twenty billion people, humans and Zentradi, had been killed and 
the surface of the earth reduced to ash. As the battle raged on, Hikaru and Misa, and all the 
people of the Macross felt more exhausted then they had ever felt before. Still, they could 
not lose this fight. A defeat for the Macross would mean the destruction of the entire 
culture of earth. 

Aiming for a quick ceasefire, Hikaru and Misa did nothing but defend the Macross. 
Minmay and Kaifun proceeded to the front lines, where Minmay sang and communicated 
the marvel of culture. Max and Milia, of the first interstellar marriage, along with the 
humans and Zentradi who were working together, went to each area of battle to plead their 
case. And Britai and Exsedol coordinated and led the efforts among the united troops. 

Finally, through this frantic effort, the survivors of the Bodol Fleet were awakened to 
culture, and the long and painful Space War I was finally over. 

During the month of battle, Minmay and Kaifun’s relationship appeared to develop 
further. In midst of battle with the roaring of gunfire and explosions, Kaifun encouraged 
and cheered a disheartened Minmay tenderly. He was passionate about his yearning for 
peace, but also he was deeply in love with Minmay. And she was happy when she thought 
of him. 

Seeing Minmay and Kaifun so happy together was somewhat difficult for Hikaru. 
Although he had said that he was giving up on her, he found that fire that burned for her 
over a year of war in space was still continuing to smolder. 

Hikaru hated his own inability to cut things off, and started to avoid situations where 
he would see Minmay. 

Minmay noticed a bit that Hikaru seemed to be staying away from her, but put it out of 
her mind for the time being. For someone like her, used to being appreciated and adored, 
the idea that someone’s words and actions could hurt did not occur to her. Besides, she 
figured that Hikaru had just fallen for Misa.. 

She was not entirely mistaken. After they had survived the Grand Cannon incident, 
Hikaru and Misa would have seemed like lovers – soul mates, even – to any outside 
observer. Practically since the end of the war, they would often take walks, see movies, or 
dine out together. However, although this was their usual routine, and Misa felt close to 
Hikaru, any romantic bond that existed was weak. For Hikaru, Misa was irreplaceable, and 
the thought of losing her would be unthinkable, but in a completely different way from 
Minmay. 

That said, Misa – one step ahead of Hikaru, as always – was beginning to fall in love 
with him. It began when they returned to the Macross from Alaska Base and she saw how 
meeting Minmay again affected him; the jealousy that she felt towards Minmay made her  



 
notice her own feelings of love for Hikaru. And yet, she found herself unable to open her 
mouth and say anything about it to him. She had known all through Space War I that 
Hikaru was smitten with Minmay, but she always understood it as unrequited and 
hopeless. She felt like a substitute for Minmay, and could not stand it. In addition, she was 
worried that her rank was higher than his, and also, as a woman, before she said “I love 
you” to him, she wanted him to say it first. At least, all of that is what she told herself… 

More than anything, she was afraid that if she did confess, Hikaru would reject her. 
Just thinking about it scared her. Lynn Minmay was not only a sweet and lovely girl, but 
now an interplanetary singing star. Compared to that, Misa was an older woman, and also 
was a stiff and formal officer… anything but fun. And though she would sigh whenever 
she looked in the mirror, she would also dream about the next day’s date. And so, in spite 
of everything, Misa was happy. 

Since seven years before, when her childhood sweetheart Riber was killed in action, 
she had devoted herself body and soul to her duty, and yet now, all she wanted was to able 
to stay next to Hikaru. However, that would be a long time in coming. 

Soon, Hikaru was transferred to Moon Base Apollo, on a six-month deployment, to 
become a member of the Solar System Patrol. 



And so, they said their goodbyes. Hikaru said, “It’s just half a year. I’ll be back soon,” 
but Misa thought of Riber, who had transferred to Mars, never to return.  If Hikaru 
likewise never came back… She worried and fretted continually about it. 

Maybe I should get a transfer to Moon Base Apollo, she often thought, but that turned 
out to be impossible. Inside the Macross, the command center for the newly-established 
New Unified Forces was being set up, and Misa had been appointed its head. She had 
come from a long military lineage, and the idea of disobeying a superior’s orders was 
unconscionable. 

 
While he was stationed on the Moon, Hikaru heard one of Minmay’s performances on 

her tour, in Daytona City. Minmay and Kaifun, in order to spread culture to the newest 
earthlings, the Zentradi, were going on a long tour of every populated area of earth. 
Receiving a wild and enthusiastic welcome wherever they went, the couple’s days were 
packed with exhausting work. 

Minmay did not think that Hikaru’s transfer was because of her, and yet, she felt a 
nagging worry. She had noticed that since the end of the war, he seemed to be avoiding 
her. By the time she became concerned about it enough to ask, he had already left earth. 

For Hikaru’s part, his new position entailed him flying a long patrol circuit through the 
vastness of space virtually every day… every tedious day. Without Misa to talk to, he 
often spent his time in the dorm just staring off into space. He even felt wistful for the 
days spent risking his life while sailing aboard the Macross. He had forgotten nearly 
everything about real combat – the hardships and the sorrow. Over a year of vicious battle 
had hardened Hikaru into a true soldier, through and through. To that extent, he was 
finally starting to hate being a soldier… In a corner of his mind, there was always a 
craving for battle, and he hated himself for it. And as he thought more about these 
feelings, his mind dwelled on Commander Focker, who had died in battle, and Misa, who 
was far away on earth. Hikaru very much wanted to see Misa again. 

On the other hand, Misa, who had of course been appointed head of the New Unified 
Forces Command Center (and at a very young age), was growing impatient with waiting 



for Hikaru to return. And if Zentradi forces decided to attack and Hikaru was not there to 
defend the Macross… Well, she prayed that it wouldn’t come to that. 

And time slowly, slowly ticked away. And as outer space remained still and quiet, the 
six months at long last were over. 

 
Hikaru was transferred back to earth without incident. When he returned, he would 

propose marriage – or so Misa thought. Instead, all he said was, “I’m home,” when he 
arrived. Misa hugged him tenderly but said nothing. For her, the fact that he had returned 
safely was enough. 

Even after just six months away, Hikaru found earth to be almost unrecognizable now. 
Thanks to the Nature Reclamation Project, the hills were green, Macross City was bustling 
with both giants and miclones, everything was revived. People were beginning to grow 
accustomed to living in peace again. 

 
Hikaru was assigned to Macross City’s research center, where he was involved as a 

test pilot for a project to develop the next generation of variable fighters. Hundreds of tests 
needed to be performed in order to upgrade the Valkyrie as well as develop a new model 
of fighter, using data from the war and the now-available access to Zentradi engineering. 

Test piloting experimental fighters was a dangerous task, but probably the most 
important one in the military right now. Hikaru took to his new work instantly and 
enthusiastically. 

Misa was continually worried that Hikaru would be involved in a sudden test flight 
accident, and fretted her days away. In spite of that, he was living his dream, and as he 
rattled on and on about his work when they went out, in spite of herself, she found him 
rather dashing and wonderful. 

Hikaru saw Minmay for the first time in eight months, and he now found her to be 
cuter, and somehow even more magnificent, than before. Seeing her and Kaifun always 
together hurt even more now, but he often wondered why they had not already gotten 
married. 

Minmay, for her part, was happy that Hikaru was no longer avoiding her. He seemed 
more mature, as though he were truly becoming an adult. 



Minmay’s aunt and uncle urged her to marry Kaifun, as Kaifun himself was hoping 
for. And yet, Minmay just could not see herself saying yes. For over a year, Kaifun had 
been nothing but kind to her, and she certainly didn’t dislike him. No, she even liked him, 
to a degree. But even though she was with him nearly all the time… 

But still, Minmay simply could not decide. Something had fractured – at least, that’s 
what it felt like – and she could not feel the way she felt before. At seventeen years old, 
she did not want to decide her future; she was content just living her dream of singing. 

And Minmay and Kaifun continued on their world tour, and peace continued to reign. 
 
And then, one day, on her day off, Misa visited Hikaru’s lodging house, and found 

herself cleaning it up and making dinner. Because she felt she was helping out her beloved 
Hikaru, the work was easy and fun for her; and yet, she was still a little resentful. She 
loved Hikaru so much, and he wouldn’t even give a simple compliment like, “You look 
nice today.” How thick could he be…? But she hated it when she thought like this, so she 
tried to be more understanding. She wished that she had more determination. 

 
She had wasted her entire youth in the military… the stern, humorless lieutenant, Misa 

Hayase, and now the highest-ranking female operator in the entire New Unified Forces. 
But the truth was that she was also a young woman, barely twenty years old, with her own 
dreams, and one of them was a longing to be married. Hikaru had never noticed this 
Misa’s feelings, the Misa that wanted someone to love, someone who would love her 
back… To Hikaru, everything still felt normal. He never thought to say “I love you” 
because it seemed to him that it was understood by both him and Misa. And anyway, 
Hikaru was still only eighteen, far too young to be thinking seriously about things like 
“marriage.” 

 
At this time, many of the giants were beginning to feel frustrated and disgruntled. At 

first, they found living by the ways of culture to be satisfying, but before long, they began 
to miss their days of combat. Riots started to break out everywhere. The number of brawls  



 
and fights among the giants living in the cities was increasing, and it seemed like only a 
matter of time before it would turn into an armed revolt. 

In the interest of keeping the peace, the New Unified Government made plans to 
increase patrols. It was a difficult assignment, since consideration for the feelings of the 
giants was paramount. An excellent commander was needed, and Hikaru was appointed to  
take charge, forcing him to hastily abandon all the work he had done as a test pilot for the 
next-generation variable fighter project, which in turn caused him no end of trouble. 

Meanwhile, Minmay continued on her tour, but a subtle change was happening around 
her; the crowds that used to attend her concerts were beginning to shrink. Even the 
Zentradi had grown used to her songs, and were beginning to look at other forms of 
culture besides music. Additionally, the environment around her had also changed. 

Peace had lasted for over a year now. Unlike the dangerous days of the war, people 
could relax now, and the craze for Minmay’s songs had become a relic of that time. But 
that said, it would it be wrong to say that her concerts were not popular. In fact, the 
number of hardcore fans – as opposed to the casual listeners – who showed up for every 
concert was increasing, but it was not the same as the “Minmay Boom” days. 

Everyone who came, came with the highest of hopes, but Minmay and Kaifun were 
shocked by the dropping attendance. Minmay instinctively understood what was 
happening, and knew that an idol with no popularity was worthless. 

Minmay sang as though her life depended on it, to bring back the good old days… but 
still, something was missing. Kaifun was beginning to get impatient. So much of their 
livelihood was dependent on Minmay’s singing, and he was deeply annoyed by her 
sudden lack of confidence. 

As the riots from the giants continued, the military’s eyes watched them even more 
closely. The once-bright and positive mood in the cities began to darken, and people’s 
spirits were starting to flag. Kaifun, who hated the military, was also expressing his 
disgust with the forces even more often and openly. Minmay would defend them to him, 
and Hikaru’s name was often on her lips. The two of them started arguing over the most 
trivial things. For Kaifun, the source of his irritation was Minmay’s reluctance to accept 
his marriage proposal, and he began to suspect that she was seeing Hikaru behind his 
back. 



“Hikaru is just a friend,” she would insist over and over, and yet she found her 
thoughts dwelling on him more as time went on, and remembering the fun they had had 
together. And she felt ever so slightly jealous when she thought of Hikaru and Misa 
together. When she had seen him nine months before, she thought that he really had 
seemed to have grown up… 

And Minmay realized that this was her “first love.” 
In the patrols for the maintenance of public order, Hikaru was not having fun by any 

means, not least because he was having to keep an eye on people who had become allies. 
He desperately wanted to go back to his work as a test pilot. The competition between the 
VFX-3 and X-4 was proceeding, to see which one would become the standard next 
generation variable fighter, and half a year later, the test flights were scheduled to begin. 
He longed to be flying one of these high-powered, sophisticated fighters. 

 
If there were a new war, and the latest fighters were used, Hikaru felt that he could 

fight any enemies in one of them better than he could face-to-face. 
But that was the experience of a massive war… there would be so many victims. It had 

only been a year and nine months; was it possible for another war to break out so soon? 
Hikaru hated this line of thinking. If people made no effort to stop fighting, then maybe it 
was true that human nature was tragic above all else. 

He confessed his rather bleak thoughts to Misa, and she understood how depressed he 
was. After all, they were fellow veterans who had both survived the horrific space war. 

They talked about anything and everything, but these days, the subjects often turned 
towards the gloomy, and usually ended up on one topic – the extinction of humankind. 
They knew that the current peace was a temporary thing, and hope for a bright future was 
probably impossible. 

They were disgusted by the thought of accepting this fate, but they could find no way 
to ameliorate the situation, and so they began to speak less and less of the matter. It was 



not because they felt uncomfortable with each other, but because the premonitions of war 
were difficult to bear. But, again, as fellow soldiers, it seemed like it was their destiny… 

Hikaru just wanted to escape from reality. Even though he continued to stay on with 
the military, he was beginning to have doubts. 

Hikaru missed the old peaceful days, flying through the sky with his father and 
Focker, and when he would get to see Minmay. But of course his father and Focker would 
never return; only Minmay was left. Suddenly, Hikaru felt the need to see her, the 
Minmay of his memories… 

He flipped through his photo album for a while, then carefully put in back in the nook 
inside his closet… his album of Minmay… 

To Hikaru, Minmay represented fantasy and an escape, but his true feelings had 
already moved towards Misa, and there was not a great difference between Hikaru and 
Misa’s relationship and what one would think of as a married couple. Whenever he would 
see Misa, his memories of Minmay would flee. 

After Hikaru would leave on his patrol, Misa would come to his lodging house and 
clean up. She felt that it was simply part of her daily routine. One day, she discovered the 
photo album, which he had thoughtlessly left out, and she misunderstood its significance, 
thinking that he still loved Minmay. Not only was she upset about the album of Minmay, 
but she realized that she and Hikaru had no similar album of just the two of them. 

That day, on his patrol, Hikaru witnessed Minmay and Kaifun having an argument, 
and knew that he simply could not forget Minmay. 

And October of the year 2011 steadily crept forward as incidents of revolt rose, and 
during this time of insurrection, a new love story would begin. 
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