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Part I 

1. Awakening~AWAKE 

Misa: The earth… the solar system... the Milky Way… the universe… And within them, 

a tiny speck: me. 

Misa Hayase. Occupation: soldier. Age: 19. Blood type… A. …Female. 

Something’s trying to begin. It looks like it’s begun to move deep within my heart. What 

could it be? I feel like I’ve experienced it before. A distant, distant memory is coming 

back little by little. 

What is this unfamiliar passion that makes my heart clench? 

Ahh… without knowing, another day is beginning. It repeats. Yesterday, today, and 

probably tomorrow, it repeats. 

But I have to start. I work as a soldier, Unified Forces ship, Macross, Valkyrie command 

duty, Misa Hayase. 

 

2. Jealousy~JEALOUSY 

Shammy: Hey, hey, hey, hey! Kim! Vanessa! 

Kim: What is it, Shammy? You’re so loud. 

Vanessa: Hey! If you socialize during work, Major Hayase will scold us again. 



Kim: That’s right. Major Hayase is scarier than a demon! 

Shammy: It’s about Misa. Don’t you think she’s been acting strange lately? There’re 

times when she just spaces out, right? 

Kim: Now that you mention it, you’re right. I wonder if she got a boyfriend… 

Vanessa: No way! 

Shammy: No! 

Vanessa: But you know what they say about every dog getting his day. 

Shammy: Ah! Look, she’s spaced out again! 

Kim: You’re right. I wonder what she’s thinking of. 

Vanessa: Maybe she’s thinking about what to have for dinner tonight? 

Shammy: Really? I wonder what she’s thinking about… 

Vanessa: I wonder what she’s thinking about… 

Kim: We’ll never know. 

Vanessa: So true. 

Shammy: Too bad. 

* 

Minmay: “I'm going to go to a city I've never been to before. And when I'm there, I'll try 

singing again. I'll never think about giving up singing again. Miss Hayase? I don’t know 

when this might be, but when I'm finally able to sing my true songs, would you let me 

come aboard your ship? Until then, take care…” 

Misa: Lynn Minmay… Why can’t I be straightforward like you? Lynn Minmay… Why 

can’t I become passionate like you? Your smile. Your singing voice. Your forceful 

burning heart! I’m envious of you! 



Jealousy? 

…I’m embarrassed. My heart is pure white, but for some reason it feels blue. 

…I’m embarrassed. I want to talk him, yet I purposely avoid making eye contact and 

ignore him. 

A street at night. Lovers are kissing in the darkness. “Really, people are looking!” I want 

to mutter that, but I hold my breath and I stare. 

I’m embarrassed that I can’t control myself. I don’t like that… 

 

3. Under an Umbrella~DUET 

Misa: …Rain? Drizzle. Dampening. A fine, misty rain. 

I’m embarrassed. I want the rain to wash it all away. Rain… and I want it to pour down 

on my heart. A beautiful drop of love. 

 

Rain, it continues to rain 

The people in town carrying their umbrellas 

Red umbrellas, white umbrellas, yellow umbrellas 

Each person under their umbrella 

Drowning in loneliness 

Dreaming rosy dreams 

Passing without looking at each 

Alone under an umbrella 

 

Rain, it continues to rain 



The people on the street carrying their umbrellas 

Umbrellas of dreams, Umbrellas of love, Umbrellas of laughter 

Wet in the rain, I hand my umbrella to you as you walk 

At that moment, a single tear 

Stops the rain in my heart 

We snuggle under the umbrella 

 

The lonely flow of umbrellas continues 

Our love 

Separates us from the people passing 

We dance under the umbrella 

 

4. Forgetting~FORGET 

Shammy: Because! 

Kim: Hey, hey, Shammy, Vanessa. Do you know a better way to hunt for boys? 

Shammy: Hey, hey, Kim, how about this then? 

Kim: Uh-huh. 

Shammy: When you see a cool guy in a car, you jump in front of it and get hit, and cause 

an accident. When they’re investigating the accident you talk about this and that, and get 

to be really close. How about it? 

Vanessa: Shammy, Shammy, that wouldn’t work. Hey, hey, Kim, how about this? On a 

dark street you scream “HELP!” or something, and someone might rush to your aid. And 

then you make that person your boyfriend, and you make him treat you to something to 



eat and then run away. 

Shammy: No way! What if an old man comes? 

Vanessa: You’re right. 

Kim: Then some guy jumps on him. 

Vanessa: Oh, Kim, you’re dirty! 

Shammy: A relationship between men is good! 

Kim: That’s impossible. 

Shammy: What? 

Vanessa: Isn’t there something? Oh, that’s right, that’s right. You call someone and say, 

“Mmmm…become my boyfriend.” Isn’t that the most realistic? 

Kim: Yeah. That sounds good. All right, I’ll use that to get a boyfriend. 

Shammy: Hooray, hooray! 

Kim: All right. Let’s go! 

Girls: Yeah! 

Misa: Everyone’s having fun, with their best friends… 

Just a moment at lunch, they chatter endlessly about this and that … 

But after having such a great time, I begin to feel empty. 

After making so much noise, I feel a hole appears in my heart. 

What could this pain be? 

 

5. Love~LOVE 

Claudia: What is it, Misa? You look down. Is it because of the boy? You’re a fool! Forget 

about your pride! What’s bothering you? That you’re older than that boy? That you’re his 



superior officer? Love between a man and a woman isn’t always the way you’d want it. If 

he makes your heart race, then that’s enough. 

Love’s like that. 

Suddenly, I wake up. He was there, smoking a cigarette. It’s like my sleepiness wasn’t 

distracting me. The smoke silently plumed out. But then, my sight was still a little blurry. 

The scent of the tobacco surrounded me. It felt like it was going to engulf us completely. 

Later, he curled up in a ball next to me, sleeping like a little child. I could feel him 

breathing evenly and slowly, and I wanted to lie still with him forever. And that was 

enough. I didn’t want anything more than that. I wonder if that’s what a woman’s 

happiness is… 

Men usually feel love in a way that’s shallow. Women are different. Women, who feel 

nothing but love, are deep. It’s no good to close your eyes. Be brave, and walk right up to 

him! Go, Misa! 

 

6. Journey~JOURNEY 

Misa: Now, in this tiny room, a clock ticks away the hours. Now, on the lake, the swan 

spreads its wings, in order to try to fly. Now, opening the door, the old man wearing 

sneakers goes out on a journey after his convalescence. And now, a baby is born, 

emerging from his mother’s body. 

And now I hope for a lovely road, walking forward one step at a time. 



Part II 

7. Boredom~ENNUI 

Misa: Transformation readiness is complete. Valkyrie teams are in position. The enemy is 

at Point RX, operation code number is 104, follow your lead! 

Huh? Captain Ichijo, what are you doing? Why are you breaking formation? Have you 

taken any damage? Haven’t you been giving your Valkyrie proper maintenance? It’s a 

military requirement, you know! Wait, the enemy’s approaching! Captain Ichijo, get out 

of there! 

Hikaru: Why don’t you ever show any side of yourself that isn’t military? You’re a girl, 

so can’t you at least sometimes act like one? You’re like broken glass… hard and cold 

and sharp. There’s almost nothing that’s kind or soft about you. All of the Valkyrie pilots 

out there are risking their lives. Moment by moment, their lives are dependent on their 

piloting. The least you could do is support them! If you spoke with a bit of warmth, or 

from your heart, it would help a lot. 

Misa: Oh, no… ahh… another argument. I expected it today, but still… “I’m sorry this 

time. I said too much.” I’m sure that’s what I should be saying, but why is it so difficult? 

He’s just impossible! “Military, military, military! You’re a girl, so can’t you at least 

sometimes act like one?” And so we end up fighting. It’s terrible. I’m still a girl, so 

maybe I should dress up a bit, and be more stylish. When I’m alone, sometimes I stare 

into the mirror. I wonder if today’s me will be beautiful… I just worry. My heart starts 

thumping. Happy times, sad times… To try to see my heart by looking in the mirror. I’m 

still just a girl. And what’s with that sour face? Bleh! Come on, show me a prettier face! 

Mmm… I end up crying… silly fool. 



I want a mirror. A mirror just for me, and someone I could call “darling.” 

Focker: Ha ha ha… The girl in front of the mirror looks like a terrifying demon. 

Sometimes she looks like an innocent girl of fifteen or sixteen, other times like a worldly 

woman in her thirties. Eating a fruit parfait in the coffee room, a lovely 19-year-old girl.  

When we’re out drinking, we handle ourselves like kids, but we’re complete, experienced 

adults. Hmph! Somehow we change ourselves. But Hayase… Guys think that that kind of 

girl is cute. But always right, always serious, never relaxing her posture… of course guys 

think that kind of girl is prominent, elite, worthy of respect… but they aren’t moved by 

her. They won’t fall for her. Sometimes a girl has to let loose a bit. Kaa… having a 

parfait…!? C’mon, buck up a little! Look lively! No, no, you’re doing it all wrong! Well, 

I guess it can’t be helped… I want to feel like if I’m not around, she can’t do anything. 

The kind of girl who can make a man believe that will always win out. It’s a man’s way. 

They want a girl who will hang on to them and rely on them. If the girl’s a little weak, it 

allows the man to be dashing. Guys are looking for a girl who can reveal her true 

personality. They’ll think a girl who imposes herself on him is adorable. So toss your 

pride! Your self-importance is a load of bullshit! Hayase… sometimes it’s important for 

guys that a girl breaks down. So, how ‘bout it? You and me, busting up everything 

you’ve been holding inside until now? Ha ha! I’m just joking… Don’t be so gullible! 

That’s what comes from being too serious all the time, eh? Ha ha ha… 

 

8. Memories~MEMORIES 

Misa: Even I’m different from before. Even me, I’m not what I used to be. 



My first love… My heart quivered. My cheeks flushed. I didn’t understand anything. 

Sigh… I stood up.  

The season is winter. Many, many small white balloons were falling from the sky. Tiny, 

tiny white balloons. Faint, indistinct, drifting down… white balloons. 

To the me in winter: love has arrived. That still, silent form, running out barefoot. I want 

it to dye me the purest white. 

A white party in the silence, and I dance… with you. Riber… Lieutenant Riber. 

Riber: Misa, it’s not a good thing to be lost in memories and intoxicated by them. 

Memories give rise to memories, creating the next memories. Those memories are merely 

pretty. An illusion. Something to forget. Don’t let them make your life. 

* 

Misa: Snow flutters down. Indistinctly. The me of winter… wandering tears. That 

fragrance… such deep feelings… Wandering and buried deep inside. The snow flutters 

down, fluttering, scattering, fluttering… 

Riber! Hikaru? Riber… Hikaru. I try murmuring in a voice I don’t need. “I love you.” 

What am I saying? If we said that, it’d just end up wrecking everything. Just staying next 

to me while we’re having a cup of coffee, that’s enough. And then our hands reach out 

and touch; that’s more suitable for me. But of course being too distant is the worst! But… 

too close is no good, either. Men and women…  

Riber and me… Hikaru and me… Memories and me. The present… and me. We’re not 

going to be sitting, faces pressed together, whispering sweet nothings in each other’s ear. 

But always talking to me so that other people can’t hear… that’s good. 



For example, if I have a long, busy day at work, and come home exhausted in the 

evening.	 

For example, if I make a blunder and get scolded by a superior officer, and feel stiff in 

the evening. 

It would be tough, but there would also be mercy, and I’d be all right. 

A sweet kiss would also be okay… 

And just like that, stupid me makes everything more difficult. It makes my blue mood 

worsen in the evening, and then… suddenly… I’m reminded of the boyfriend of my 

memories. “Ring ring!” the phone will cry out…  

Misa: Hey, do you want to go out for some tea or something? What do you think? 

Hikaru: Wow…I’m sorry, I’m completely broke right now! But please go on without me. 

But… all of a sudden, inviting me for tea… did something happen? 

Misa: No, nothing. 

Hikaru: Ah, that’s right. People like Sempai don’t get depressed very often. 

Misa: In this way, talking with male friends somewhat distantly is all right, even with my 

blue mood. 

Him… although he knows I’m feeling down in the dumps, he speaks without any sense 

of tact. At first, I thought he was a rude and a jerk, but that wasn’t the case. He was really 

trying his very best. 

“Lover” is an embarrassing word. But there’s always something a little dangerous in 

friendships between men and women. But I want him always to be my friend. 

Riber: Misa, you know that’s a lie. Vague statements turn into lies. You should speak 

your mind and be straightforward. If you speak one lie, more and more will follow. And 



in the end, you’ll lose that love. Open up more. And today, you should say farewell to me, 

Riber, the man of your memories. 

Misa: So, “forgetfulness is oblivion”…? 

Misa: He said, “don’t lose yourself in memories.” He said, “the present is important.” 

And the present is not him, it’s the other person. I know that now very clearly. But what 

can I do? 

Hikaru: I’m always here. Even if you keep silent, I’m always here watching. I want you to 

always know that. Misa… My Misa. 

 

9. Distantly Fading Memories~DESIRE 

Hikaru: It’s bad to be mired down, Misa. Be brave, and walk. Every day, continuing on, 

there are many traps are snares waiting for us. But I think you should still go forward. 

Misa, if you want to see a wonderful tomorrow, you should keep moving forward. 

Misa: Hikaru, thank you. I’ll start my journey. Now, by myself, I’ll start my journey. In 

order to find a new me, I’ll start my journey. My heart was overwhelmed by distantly 

fading memories. 

I stand alone on a sandy beach, dark waves crashing against it. 

Today as well, the wind is strong. 

That day, the blue waves and the whistling wind together 

Followed me. But I didn’t leave. 

My hair blowing gently, my whole body conveying happiness, 

Intoxicated with a feeling of pure joy. 

Later, the wind picked up, 



My long, disheveled hair blew all over my face, 

And I was filled with irritation. 

The wind left the bitterness of love, the suffering of love. 

It blew through, 

Etching the memory into my heart. 

Oh, blue sea… Oh, warm, shining sun… 

One more time, just one more time, send the wind to me. 

 

Gentle wind, powerful wind, 

Give me a song for my lonely heart 

Give me a song for my distant memories 

I am alone, sad and alone 

Come to me and never leave. 

 

Gentle wind, powerful wind, 

Deliver a song for my happy times 

Deliver a song for my memories of love 

You are the wind, the refreshing wind 

 

Continue blowing, forever and ever 

My distant memories 

 


