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Hikaru and Misa 

Instantly, Hikaru Ichijo’s face grew pale. The blood was racing throughout his body.  

This guy’s amazing! he thought. 

His throat began to constrict as he felt terror setting in. 

This cannot be happening…  

The bones in his shoulder creaked from excess power as he pulled the control stick. 

C’mon, he’s a rookie pilot. I can’t lose to him! 

His confidence began to fade. 

What the hell is he? This is crazy…  

Hikaru Ichijo could feel the difference in the other’s piloting technique, and gazed absently at 

his companion’s Valkyrie. 

This is impossible… he got ahead of me. This pace is insane! 

Hikaru Ichijo spun right so that he could see better.  

The Valkyrie beside him looked like it was cutting through the darkness like a razor. Then their 

positions reversed. In an instant, with a sharp movement, the other Valkyrie pulled ahead, and 

Hikaru Ichijo’s Valkyrie fell back, its balance shaken. The other Valkyrie slowed down, 

mercilessly pulling around to face him. Hikaru Ichijo strenuously defended himself, his body 

covered with clammy sweat. 

This guy’s giving me a real fight. He’s a genius! Hikaru Ichijo murmured to himself, as the 

other Valkyrie stabbed towards him in a fierce attack.  
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Maximilian Jenius. Seventeen years old. Last month, he was just another kid joining the 

Unified Forces Valkyrie squadrons aboard the Macross. Where had he been hiding all this sharp 

skill for combat? 

Hikaru Ichijo felt a tug on his spine as he pulled the control stick. For a moment, the other 

Valkyrie was dancing in front of his eyes, and it came shooting crazily at him. In a real battle, it 

would have been an honorable kill.  Hikaru Ichijo ignored the oncoming charge. 

The two Valkyries crisscrossed each other, looking like fissures in the vacuum of space. 

For an instant, Hikaru closed his eyes. His opponent fired his mock-laser cannon and Hikaru’s 

cockpit lit up with a pop. The bright flash from the laser left a belt of light across the inside of his 

eyelids. 

I’m dead. If this had been a real battle, my life would’ve vanished before that flash of light did. 

Staring at the light’s afterimage, Hikaru forgot how to handle his Valkyrie, and simply felt 

powerless. 

Then, inside the cockpit, Major Focker’s genial voice rang out. “Hikaru, Max, that’s it for 

now.” He laughed. “Good, good. The two of you are getting a lot better, really quickly. You’re 

good enough to be in any squadron without embarrassment. Great job.” Major Focker’s cheerful 

voice buoyed Hikaru’s spirits, and yet… 

Was that really an even fight?  

The nagging doubt felt like it was stabbing him in the chest. 

Did I really just lose…? 
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Humiliation bored into his heart. His flight suit was sopping with sweat, and he was consumed 

by worry and fear. The suit sticking to his skin was revolting. He wanted to take off this 

disgraced uniform and feel refreshed. Rip it all off and just take a shower.  

Hikaru hurried off in his Valkyrie to the hangar inside the Macross. 

In the evening, rain started to fall on Macross City. Like a fog, the tender beat of the rain 

transformed each street and park, speckling the trees and the pavement with moisture. The rain 

that fell inside the Macross was a man-made shower. Moment by moment, the evening grew 

darker, and a refreshing breeze was blowing. Night softly fell.  The actual scenery of nature was 

interwoven with fabrications created by humanity. 

Misa Hayase did not hate the vistas aboard the Macross. At first, she had found the artificial 

mornings, afternoons, and nights, the artificial downpours and misty showers, repugnant. 

Gradually, though, her antipathy lessened, and although she still felt it all somewhat unnatural, 

she grew to accept it. 

On that day when mysterious beings attacked earth, the Macross had launched. Since that time, 

several months had passed. It was, she supposed, natural to balk somewhat at man-made rain and 

wind. One’s eyes and ears and skin, after all, were not stupid, and could easily distinguish the 

real from the artificial. 

This was Misa Hayase’s line of thinking. She couldn’t be sentimental and think that artificial 

rain was bad. No matter how much anyone complained or grumbled, there would never be 

natural rain inside the Macross. Her heart longed, a little, to be outside, while she was hurrying 

to the civic center in the city park. 
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Red umbrellas, yellow umbrellas, blue umbrellas, umbrellas of every color flowed past her on 

the way to the park. Today she was dressed in a casual one-piece, such as any average citizen 

would wear. She blended in with the crowd, looking nothing like the stern First Lieutenant Misa 

Hayase that she usually did. She just seemed like any young woman who loved music. She 

climbed the stone steps, and through a grove of trees, she could dimly see the bright white of the 

civic center. 

“LYNN MINMAY CONCERT HALL,” read the rain-drenched banner. 

Misa Hayase suddenly stopped walking, against the current of umbrellas sweeping past. Just as 

she saw the civic center, she wondered if it would be possible to turn back. 

Lynn Minmay, a singer poised between youth and adulthood, a voice bursting with brightness 

and energy...  

The tickets for tonight’s concert had sold out almost as soon as they were released; they were a 

premium item, and people were saying they were completely out of reach to anyone who wasn’t 

willing to pay a huge sum for them. And yet, Misa Hayase had no real interest in the show. When 

she listened to a live performance, she found herself unable to join in with the cheering and 

hollering. And even now, there was a lot of work for her to do. Over the past two or three weeks, 

many people had joined the military. It was necessary to split up the Valkyrie pilot personnel into 

squads and divisions, and for her, as an operator, the work was piling up into a mountainous 

heap. 

“Hey, wait,” she said to herself. “Think about it, Misa. It’s okay to go back to being a normal 

girl, at least once in a while. From day to night, all you think about is the military and work. 

You’re going to end up a really unpleasant woman.” 
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Stuck in the middle of the thronging crowd, this was Claudia’s voice she was hearing in her 

head. Claudia, who also worked on the bridge, had given Misa the ticket for Lynn Minmay’s 

concert. With her clear eyes and graceful movements, Claudia was like a black panther. She had 

trained as a gymnast all her life, and she always moved elegantly. Four years older than Misa 

Hayase, Claudia was like a stylish older sister…  

…And she had gone to a lot of trouble to get this ticket. It would be a shame to waste it. 

Misa started walking again towards the concert hall. 

“Whoosh, whoosh! Whoosh, whoosh! 

My boyfriend is a pilot. 

Shining, making a rapid descent, 

Then BOOM! he makes a sudden climb, 

Leaving a long trail of vapor. 

He traces two big hearts, 

A love sign in the big, blue sky. 

"I love you, you love me?" 

But he's head over heels 

For his plane instead of me. 

Whoosh, whoosh! Whoosh, whoosh! 

My boyfriend is a pilot!” 

“Minmay!” 
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“I love you! I love you!” 

“Kill ‘em! Kill ‘em all!” 

The voices of children, young people, and even some well-advanced seniors roared out, and the 

concert hall turned into a thunderstorm of excitement. 

“They’re all sick,” Misa murmured sadly. 

If only, back then, aliens had not attacked the Earth… 

If only, back then, the gigantic spaceship Macross had not had its launch ceremony… 

If only, back then, at the launch ceremony, so many people had not flocked to the Macross for 

refuge… 

It seemed like now, the music of little Lynn Minmay was the only thing that could reach them. 

That day. That day when the attack came from space, plunging the whole world into chaos and 

panic. People were dealing with confusion and turmoil from having their homes destroyed, 

family members scattered to the winds, and moreover being transported to a distant region of the 

solar system, far from their home of Earth. 

For the people aboard the Macross, enjoyment and comfort were in short supply. 

Most of all, in the previous month the aliens had found the Macross and had started tailing it, 

launching vicious attacks that kept the citizens in a constant state of unease. 

Lynn Minmay’s songs were received rapturously, and helped people forget, for a while, the 

terror that ruled their daily lives. No one could criticize them for that desire. 

Misa knew all that, and yet she felt disgusted in spite of herself by the manic enthusiasm in the 

concert hall. 
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What is this silly song about, anyway? Misa thought. To her, Minmay’s rhythmical voice just 

sounded foolish. And what’s this “whoosh whoosh” nonsense? All of our pilots are deadly 

serious about flying. They wouldn’t want to be the subject of a dumb love song. 

Misa had grown up in a strict military household. She had graduated at the top of her class in 

the academy. In Misa’s head right now, there were no thoughts other than fulfilling her role as a 

soldier. How could the Macross continue to evade the alien enemy? When would the Macross 

return to Earth? These were the questions that filled her mind. 

I knew if I came, it’d be like this, she thought, wishing to get away from the frivolous 

atmosphere of the concert. 

Then Misa sat down in that military way that left her ready to stand again quickly. 

“Minmay! I love you, I love you!” shouted a young man in a dark blue soldier’s uniform. 

A new recruit, Misa thought. This is just embarrassing. 

Recently, there were too many soldiers who did not understand the value of moderation, and 

had no pride in their service. The first and second groups of young people to be recruited were 

not as bad; at least they performed their duties with enthusiasm. But the third and fourth groups 

were turning out to be disastrous. So many of the young people on the Macross seemed to be 

asleep. All the capable people had joined up immediately, naturally leaving all the dregs. Even 

so, who signed up as soldiers, and who didn’t, always said something about the civilians. 

She wanted to lead the new soldiers by example. And she would remember how irritated she 

felt by the young serviceman blowing kisses wildly to Minmay. 

I’ll have to give him a talking-to later. 
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As Misa fussed over what to say to him, she ended up staying at Minmay’s concert until it 

finished. Minmay’s voice filled the auditorium at the finale, and the crowd was entranced, but 

Misa remained unmoved. 

After the concert, the lobby was thronging with people. It was still drizzling outside. Minmay’s 

voice still ringing in their ears, the crowd scattered to hurry home. 

In the bustle, Misa caught sight of the solider who had been so loud, and she glared at the tall 

young man. She instinctively felt, though, that it was no good. Looking at him, she could see that 

even if she tried to confront him, he would not listen. “Wasted effort,” as they say. She was sure 

of it. 

Misa thought of leaving without saying anything, but then she saw the soldier turn to another 

young man walking next to him, who seemed to be his friend, and say in a loud voice, “Hey, let’s 

go backstage and get Minmay’s autograph!” 

“Impossible,” snorted the friend. 

“Nah, we can definitely get one. We’re soldiers, after all! She can’t turn us down!” 

“Hey, wait a moment, Kakizaki…” 

“Oh, calm down. Come on, Hikaru, let’s go!” 

 “I don’t know,” the one named Hikaru said. “I’m not sure about this.” 

The first soldier, Kakizaki, laughed loudly and annoyingly. “You shy?” 

“Don’t be stupid,” Hikaru muttered. 

“Well,” Kakizaki laughed again, unpleasantly, “if it comes down to it, I’ll get one for you, too. 

You want it, right?” 

�11



“Um, yeah. I want one, but…” 

“Ya little jerk! So quick to ask others to do your dirty work for ya, huh?” 

“It’s not like that…” 

“C’mon, Hikaru, it’s an autograph. Getting a second-hand autograph is dumb, when the whole 

point of it is to have Minmay there, right in front of you as she gives it to you! C’mon, let’s go!” 

“But…” 

Look, we’ve got our certificates proving that that we’re elite Unified Forces Valkyrie pilots for 

the Macross! Her manager can’t refuse!” 

The blood started boiling in Misa’s head. She strode over and confronted the large man. “You 

two,” she demanded, “what’s your unit?” 

The two young men looked her blankly, confused. 

“Stop this disgraceful behavior immediately!” 

“What are you talking about?” The big-framed man, Kakizaki, responded first. 

“Stop using your service to try to make ‘connections’ like this!” 

“Well, who are you?” 

“I could be anybody. Everyone here should be disgusted by you dragging the military’s good 

name through the mud. If you want Lynn Minmay’s autograph, take off your uniform and just go 

meet her as a fan.” Misa said this all in one breath, as the people around them began to gawk. 

“Oh wait,” Kakizaki cried out, “You’re First Lieutenant Misa Hayase! I thought I’d seen your 

face before. It is you, right? I’m Hayao Kakizaki, attached to Skull Team.” He straightened up, 

and saluted Misa, and Misa ended up saluting back in spite of herself. 
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Seeing the incongruity of Misa saluting sternly while wearing her girlish dress made the 

onlookers begin to chuckle, and Misa’s face reddened slightly. 

“First Lieutenant Hayase,” Kakizaki said, “that dress looks great on you.” 

“Kakizaki, was it?” she snapped back. “Cut the chatter and just go back to barracks now. 

During the concert, you shouted and rose from your seat many times. Please learn how a soldier 

should conduct himself from now on.” 

Still, Misa brightened a little at Kakizaki’s compliment. Although she tried to hide her smile, 

the young man next to Kakizaki, Hikaru Ichijo, saw it and looked suddenly angry. 

“Hey you,” he barked. “I don’t know anything about being a first lieutenant, but maybe you 

should just keep your mouth shut.” 

Misa shrank back at bit at his sudden resistance, and was nervous that he would think that she 

was just bluffing. “Keep my mouth shut, soldier?” she challenged. 

“Yeah. We’re free, so we can act however we want!” 

Ah, she thought. That’s it exactly. 

She felt a deep sense of disappointment. Young people these days had a mistaken idea of what 

freedom was. They thought it meant, as he had said, “acting however you want.” For them, 

freedom meant selfishness and caring only about one’s own convenience. Only people who 

understood the duty involved in protecting real freedom should be allowed to use the word. 

These new recruits were all just too flip and frivolous. Misa glared at Hikaru contemptuously. 

“You are free to do whatever your selfish little heart desires,” she said icily. “However, as a 

soldier, you should avoid acting so disgracefully.” 
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“What’s so disgraceful? Wanting to get Minmay’s autograph? So soldiers aren’t allowed to like 

celebrities anymore?” 

“Weren’t you two about to strong-arm an autograph out of her using your military credentials?” 

“It’s not like that…” 

“But isn’t that what you were just saying before?” 

“I was trying to stop it.” 

“Now that’s a shabby excuse.” 

“Please stop judging us based on your own biases. I don’t recall us bothering anyone around 

here, so I’d like it if you’d stop your nagging.” 

“If you don’t want me confronting you, then don’t forget your pride in your service. One of the 

buttons on your uniform has even come undone. Use the free time you seem to have so much of 

to at least keep yourself from looking so sloppy!” With that, Misa spun on her heel and stiffly 

walked away. 

Her face was flushed with anger. She tried to calm herself, but she was agitated about having 

such an argument, and in public, with so many spectators. She was sure her face was reddening 

with embarrassment. And Hikaru Ichijo’s button had not actually been undone, but in the heat of 

the moment, what else could she have said? 

As she left, she was sure she was right to reprimand their behavior and expose it to public 

ridicule. But Hikaru Ichijo’s points had hit home. It was true that he and Kakizaki hadn’t actually 

been bothering anyone. They had been discussing using their certification to get an audience with 

Lynn Minmay, but they had not decided whether or not to do so yet. And surely there was 

nothing wrong with a soldier being a fan of an entertainer. They were listening to Minmay’s 
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songs and were unselfconsciously cheering loudly, but any average young person would do the 

same. Her thinking continued in this vein, but went nowhere. She continued to walk silently as 

the drizzling rain fell softly on her. 

All the same, she thought sourly, I can’t forgive them. 

Wait… why did she think that? She couldn’t find any justifiable reason.  But psychologically, 

she clung to the revulsion she had felt towards their behavior. And that was that. 

Hikaru also left with an unpleasant feeling, like a bad aftertaste. He had failed to get Minmay’s 

autograph, and then there was that cocky girl, Misa Hayase. 

In his head, he replayed the argument with her. It was terrible the way she had called him out in 

front of all those people. Anyone’s temper would flare up when confronted like that. 

I’m just in a really bad mood today. 

Hikaru knew it. Ever since this afternoon, he’d felt like there was thick, ugly smog churning 

around in his chest. Total defeat. He was irritated at having made so many blunders with Max 

during the flight practice today. Total humiliation. Total self-hatred. 

He wanted to throw his feelings of loathing away, or vomit them out, or something. And he just 

happened to focus all of his anger on that woman. That was all. She had victimized him! 

When they reached the barracks, he split off from Kakizaki and walked on alone through the 

drizzling rain. He didn’t use his umbrella. He had a feeling like he really wanted to throw up, for 

no other reason than to punish himself further. 
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It would be great if it really started pouring right now, he thought as he walked through the 

misty rain. He wanted to get completely soaked to the skin, and wallow in his feelings of 

wretchedness.  

When I get sentimental like this, I can’t think of a solution to anything. A grin froze on his face 

as he considered his own masochism. The melancholic feel of the soundless city at night in the 

rain absolutely fit his mood. He drooped his head, and water in his hair dripped down his neck to 

his back. A shock went through his body, his bones felt numb, and the muscles in his back 

tightened up. A thrill ran through his spine, as the rainwater fell to his waistline, where it was 

absorbed and then vanished. 

Okay… let’s start over from the beginning. He looked up at the sky and fine particles of rain 

touched his face. He was now feeling good. He grabbed the opportunity to bounce back from 

self-pity, and he felt a surge of optimism. He was completely taken aback by the superficiality of 

his own previous mood. 

The drizzle continued to fall, Hikaru was soaked, and even dry old Macross City was 

quenching its thirst. 
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Misa 1 

An alarm rang out on the bridge of the Macross as the enemy ships drew near, but it could only 

be heard in the military-controlled areas. In the city areas of the Macross, the siren would only 

bring disorder and make the citizens uneasy. 

At least, it would start as uneasiness, but people would talk, and rumors would fly, and it would 

swell into full-scale panic. The Macross itself couldn’t rescue the people from their fear; if 

anything, it was the reverse. If the enemy attacked and destroyed the Macross, every single 

person on board would be killed in one blow. If they were to die, they wanted to go instantly and 

without pain, but of course they would rather not die at all. This was naturally true of everyone, 

whether civilian or military. So while the military would tense up in preparation for the enemy 

attack, the civilians would relax and turn on the television to watch Minmay’s music program. 

And now was no exception. 

Even on the bridge, one of the several TV monitors was tuned to the singing show being 

broadcast. 

Misa glanced over at Minmay’s form and drew close to the operation microphone. “Enemy 

ships approaching,” she announced. “Valkyrie Skull Team, stand by for launch orders.” 

The role of head of air traffic control suited her, as she gave her battle instructions crisply and 

efficiently. 

Behind Misa, three other operators, all close friends, Vanessa, Kim, and Shammy were 

watching with trepidation as the enemy ships closed in on the Macross. 
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A little apart from them, Captain Global sat, holding an unlit pipe. And next to Misa was 

Claudia, the Captain’s aide, diligently taking notes. 

“Enemy ships closing in. Valkyrie Skull Team, prepare to launch!” On the monitor, Misa 

watched the deck of the aircraft carrier Prometheus, docked on the port side of the Macross. She 

saw one Valkyrie gradually being lifted up to the catapult, its skull and crossbones insignia 

standing out. No doubt about it, that was the commander of Skull Team, Major Roy Focker’s 

plane. Major Focker, inside his cockpit, appeared on the monitor. He always managed to ward 

off the enemy attacks, and no matter how heavy the attack, he always came home. Major Focker 

was the most dependable pilot on board the Macross. 

His brow was engraved with wrinkles, telling the story of countless vicious battles. “Ready for 

take-off,” he said. “Skull One, Roy Focker, launch!” The launch indicator on the deck of the 

Prometheus lit up, and Focker’s Valkyrie catapulted forward. He did it with a lag time of only 

zero point zero three seconds. 

Then the second fighter was lifted into place. “Skull Two,” said the pilot, “Hikaru Ichijo, OK 

for launch!” 

Hikaru Ichijo…? Misa felt a shudder of revulsion at the name. It was him, the young man she 

had argued with the day before. The rude one with no manners. Just even thinking of his stupid 

face made her feel queasy. And then, that face appeared on the monitor. It was an untrustworthy 

face, spoiled and selfish. A huge difference from Focker’s. 

“Second Lieutenant Ichijo,” she said, “you’re clear for launch.” 

Ichijo gasped, “It’s you! From yesterday!” 

“What’s the hold up?” she demanded. “Launch now!”  
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“Do you have to sound so bossy?” 

“Look you, the enemy is closing in for an attack. Now just launch!” 

“Got it, got it. Boy, you’re a piece of work…” 

Again, the launch indicator lit up, and Ichijo’s fighter took off. 

“Amazing… that kid launched with only zero point zero eight seconds lag time!” Shammy, 

watching the gauge, said in a strange voice. 

“Maybe, but he squandered all that extra time on flapping his mouth.” Misa was already 

feeling a hate bordering on pure disgust for Ichijo. 

“Skull Team Number Three, all launch preparations complete. Hayao Kakizaki, twenty-two 

years old, blood type O, single. Taking off!” Kakizaki’s Valkyrie rapidly increased its engine 

power, and then abruptly died out. He started it up again. A typical blundering pilot… 

“Does he even know how to fly…?” Claudia murmured in shock. 

Next, the monitor showed a good-looking young man in glasses. 

“I’m Maximilian Jenius,” he said, “but please call me Max. It’s nice to meet you.” He flashed a 

winning smile as he introduced himself. 

Honestly! Misa thought, fed up, Skull Team is full of rookies now. What can their leader be 

thinking? She glanced over at Captain Global to see his reaction, but he was silent, with his unlit 

pipe in his mouth, same as always. 

“All going to hell in a handbasket,” she muttered, and a sigh escaped her lips. 

“Still, in their own way,” Claudia said, “they all know how to fly pretty well. They were all 

hand-picked by Roy, so they must be excellent.” 
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“Maybe their flying technique is good, but they’ve got no backbone, no character. They should 

be drummed out of the corps right now.” 

“Oh?” Claudia seemed surprised. “Whatever do you mean?” 

Misa scowled. “I recently got a taste of how they handle themselves in public.” 

Misa didn’t give any further explanation. The thought of discussing Ichijo and Kakizaki in 

detail made her hair stand on end. Besides, this was no time for frivolous chatter.  

The enemy ships could now be confirmed visually, like the devil’s hand reaching out. 
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Hikaru 1 

Saturn’s rings were freezing cold. 

Every micron, down to the smallest dust particle, was bathed in ultraviolet rays from the sun 

and charged with static electricity. It was the outermost of Saturn’s rings, a thin line known on 

Earth as the “F Ring.” As they drew closer to the F Ring, a violent electromagnetic wall flared 

up. Conducting a battle here would be a challenge: neither enemy nor ally would be able to 

locate each other on the radar. 

The battle would be decided in an instant, almost an invitation to a random death. 

Hikaru’s fighter was soon encircled by three Battle Pods. He quickly confirmed their positions 

and read the center pod’s angle of attack. He feinted deliberately to the right, and in the next 

moment, the pod charged at full speed. Just as he had suspected. Hikaru let out a yell of self-

confidence and tilted over towards the pod. The enemy quickly changed its flight angle, as 

though confused. Hikaru fired his Valkyrie’s lasers. The pod returned fire, but too late. Hikaru’s 

second volley hit the pod’s left side, and Hikaru was victorious. 

Ignoring the destruction of the center pod, he immediately targeted the one on the right. But as 

soon as it saw Hikaru, it circled away. Hikaru ended up tenaciously pursuing the left pod. 

Hikaru held his breath. The right-side pod began to draw closer, and Hikaru watched it intently. 

Now! he thought.  

He drew a short, sharp breath and plunged after the right-side pod as it followed him. As his 

fighter swiveled, the pod seemed to panic. Then the left-side pod attacked savagely. Hikaru 
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strenuously exchanged laser fire with the right-side pod. He barely managed to avoid the blasts 

as the pod pulled up right in front of him. 

Almost bought it there… 

He concentrated thoroughly on firing his lasers back at the pod. Then something burst, and 

Hikaru was worried that it was his Valkyrie, but his intuition proved wrong. The enemy pod 

before him fragmented. He stared slack-jawed at the explosion, and his whole body trembled. 

This is real war, he reminded himself. 

He let out the breath he had been holding, but the pressure in his chest did not ease up. He 

glanced around, and in every area, the battle had turned into confusion, where he could not tell 

friend from foe. 

“Hikaru,” came Focker’s voice through the comm, “switch to interception plan ‘Heartache at 

Seventeen.’ Got it? If you can get the jump on these guys, I’ll take you all to a really great 

place!” 

Hikaru heard Max and Kakizaki cheer. 

But, Hikaru thought, what kind of “great place”…? He had no idea what Focker meant. 

“Hikaru, quit spacing out! Let’s do it!” 

“Y-yessir!” 

Interception Formation “One-and-Seven” was a dangerous operation: even one slight misstep, 

and Major Focker would be dead. The purpose of the formation was to draw out and target the 

enemy leader. No matter what kind of battle it was, there was always going to be a commander, 

and the commander would always be giving orders to the troops. Whether capable or 
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incompetent, the commander would always boost the group’s battle abilities. And without that 

commander, the entire group would fall into confusion and chaos, and could easily be destroyed; 

and thus, from ancient times, it has always been an ironclad rule of war: “First of all, bring down 

the leader.” 

They fixed on a target, a red-brown one a little behind the vanguard. Major Focker swooped 

forward. His Focker Special was followed by Fighters One, Two, and Three, and then by Hikaru, 

Max, and Kakizaki. and one more at the tail, for a total of eight, all in single file. 

Interception Formation “One-and-Seven” was a decoy maneuver, more or less. Focker stayed 

with his back to the enemy he had picked out. The enemy, seeing a chance, would move in to 

attack, only to be taken down by the seven other fighters following behind. Thus, because the 

head fighter was acting as a decoy and the other seven were backing it up, it was known as 

Formation “One-and-Seven.” 

The maneuver was most dangerous for the decoy. 

If worse came to worst, the seven back-up fighters could easily surround and destroy a 

different enemy unit, so that the decoy’s death would not have been in vain. Major Focker 

jokingly called the formation “Heartache at Seventeen.” 

I’m not gonna let Sempai die in a place like this!  

Focker was like a Sempai to Hikaru; a big brother, in other words. While Hikaru had always 

longed to be an acrobatic pilot like his father, in practice he had learned all his piloting technique 

from Focker. But Hikaru didn’t just gain piloting skill from him, Focker also took care of the 

young man in many different ways. Once, when Hikaru was about fifteen, he had a crush on his 

private tutor, and asked Focker for advice on how to progress with her. Hikaru was something of 
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a late-bloomer when it came to girls, and he really did not know what was appropriate or 

inappropriate in such situations. 

“You move too slow!” Focker had said. “You haven’t even held hands with her yet?” 

“But, um… what if I take her hand and she doesn’t like it?” 

“You’re hopeless when it comes to girls… If a guy a girl likes takes her hand, it’s always going 

to make her heart race. So let’s say you get to the third date… what will you do?” 

“Um… talk…?” 

“What about?” 

“Uh, about that new fighter that’s being made, and how I want to become a pilot like you.” 

“What an idiot! If you talk like that, then she really will hate you!” 

“So, what should we talk about, Sempai?” 

“Look, you little fool, when a boy and a girl go on a date, the words don’t matter, what’s 

important is the mood. You need a nice atmosphere.” 

“That’s easy to say, but I don’t know how to do that. She doesn’t say much more than ‘ah’ or 

‘um,’ and it’s really tough to keep the conversation going.” 

“See? That’s what I’m talking about. You just need to keep eye contact, get it? And don’t look 

away first. Even if she breaks off, just keep looking.” 

“Sempai, I’m not a kid, you know. I don’t want to turn a date into a staring contest.” 

“That’s not what I’m trying to teach you at all! Look, it’s a man’s way to keep his eyes on the 

girl. The girl will get embarrassed and look down, but the man needs to keep watching her even 

then.” 

“So what’ll that accomplish?” 
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“It’ll make her a little uncomfortable. But when she looks up, she’ll look at you, and your eyes 

will meet again. Now’s your chance. If you’re looking at her with a kind smile on your face, her 

heart will skip a beat, and she’ll think, ‘This guy likes me!’ Her heart will light up, and she’ll 

melt. She’ll return your smile. Keep on smiling, and the distance between your heart and hers 

will vanish.” 

“Is it really that easy?” 

“Oh, jeez…” Focker sighed. “If it works or it doesn’t, either way it’s too soon to get so uptight 

about it! Try it and see first! That’s the most important thing. Here, why don’t you practice first?” 

“What, right now?” 

“Sure, just pretend I’m the girl.” 

“Ewww, yuck…” 

“C’mon, Hikaru! Get serious!” 

Hikaru sighed. “Okay…” 

“Now… gaze at me!” 

“Like this?” 

“You idiot! You’re not forming a scrum in rugby! Can’t you make a face that’ll hide all your 

nihilism and sadness?” 

“‘Hide my nihilism and sadness’…?’” 

“No, no, no! You look like a deer in the headlights!” 

“Sempai, you’re a big jerk!” 
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“There! That’s the look! Now hold that expression and gaze… good… that’s good! That’s a 

great face! Now the girl’s gonna start feeling excited. And now, she’s gonna look down… Keep 

looking, like I told you… She’s nervous… She’ll glance up and see you still gazing at her…” 

Focker looked up, and Hikaru had a rather stupid grin on his face. 

“Hopeless! That’s terrible, Hikaru!” 

“Man, Sempai, you say I move too slowly, you yell at me, you call me an idiot and a fool, and 

now you’re saying I’m hopeless…? There’s no pleasing you!” 

Focker laughed. “You’re right, you’re right. I’m sorry! But look, Hikaru, this part’s important. 

You’ve got to attract her at the right pace, and then knock her flat in one swoop. It’s an art. 

There’s no room for hesitation. Move in right next to her and take her hand. She’ll probably try 

to let go, but don’t let her! She’s just surprised that you made the move so quickly, and she’ll feel 

a little defensive. It’s the custom to play hard-to-get a little. She thinks if she doesn’t put you off, 

you’ll think she’s too easy. I can’t stress this part enough! Keep holding her hand, then pull her in 

and embrace her. And then you can go in for the kiss.” 

Hikaru was shocked. “A k-kiss…?” 

“Why are you so surprised? Hey, a boy of fifteen must have had one or two kisses so far… 

everyone’s gonna laugh at you otherwise.” 

Hikaru almost blushed. “I don’t mind if everyone laughs at me…” 

“Um, Hikaru… are you sure you like girls…?” 

“Yeah, I like ‘em fine.” 
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“So at least go for a kiss. She’s waiting for it. Men have to dare if they want to make a woman 

happy. The date isn’t just about you. Making her happy is the most important thing, and a real 

man will keep his eye on that.” 

“And that’s everything…?” 

At the time, Hikaru was dubious about the advice, and not really sure if he understood it or not. 

Still, Sempai definitely had a large crowd of girlfriends and always seemed popular, so his words 

were probably correct. A man’s consideration, a man’s kindness, a man’s duty. He felt roused to 

action, and so, on his next date, he put Focker Sempai’s lesson into practice, feeling as though he 

were pulling off an unbelievable battle plan. He quickly tried to put her at ease and then clasp her 

hand. 

However, when he when he drew close to embrace and kiss her, the results were disastrous. All 

he got was a big slap, a reddened cheek, and pain. 

After that, the girl refused to talk to him ever again. 

“Timing is all-important. If you’re in too much of a hurry, you’ll screw it up,” Major Focker 

was saying over the radio, as Hikaru came out of his reverie. 

Focker’s Valkyrie pulled a feint towards the red-brown target. 

The others cautiously followed him. Hikaru felt confused and anxious, and took a deep breath 

to calm himself. 

Focker drew the red-brown pod away, and Fighters One, Two, and Three stealthily pursued 

them. Covered by Fighter Number Two, Hikaru, Max, and Kakizaki also kept pace. Finally, the 

last fighter came up far in the rear, intently observing the enemy from a somewhat distant 

vantage point. 
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Moment by moment, the time came to start the operation. Hikaru grabbed the control stick 

firmly and gazed ahead. He was perspiring slightly. 

Suddenly, Focker’s fighter shifted slightly to the side. 

That’s a mistake, thought Hikaru. 

As soon as Hikaru thought that, he withdrew. He had to be prepared for any danger, up until the 

end. The red-brown pod began its attack, shooting at Focker. 

An able pilot, the target felt the opportunity, and moved quickly to grab it. The volley was too 

late to catch Focker, but suddenly, Focker seemed to lose his concentration. No, wait! He hadn’t. 

He moved exactly the right way to save his own life, took a stance, and fired back. He estimated 

quickly which direction to escape, but the red-brown pod stayed on him. The enemy seemed to 

have lost sight of his surroundings in the pursuit. 

Now! thought Hikaru. His heart thumped and he yelled out. 

As planned, Fighters One, Two, and Three swooped around and pounced on the target… 

That’s that, thought Hikaru. Mission accomplished! 

…Or at least, they tried to. 

Hikaru’s chest was pounding. But then the unthinkable happened. Three other pods came out of 

nowhere and shot down the three fighters. 

Oh, no! 

Hikaru charged straight at the red-brown pod, an obvious and desperate move. The three other 

pods dove right in and were close on his tail. 

I’m done for… 
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Ignoring them, he focused on the red-brown one, and with a whoosh, he fired his lasers. Before 

his eyes, it burst into fragments. 

I did it! 

At that same time, the three other pods also exploded, and Max and Kakizaki came flying in. 

Did they shoot them all down…? he thought disbelievingly. 

Major Focker’s voice crackled over the comm, “Well done, men!” However, his voice was 

decidedly sorrowful. Although they had brought down four enemy pods, they had also 

agonizingly lost three comrades in the process.  

From the moment Hikaru had charged wildly at the red-brown pod, only ten seconds had 

elapsed. 

“I was surprised that Ichijo Sempai would rush in like that,” said Max, but his voice was free 

from worry. 

“You’re too rash,” said Kakizaki. “Max got two of ‘em… they’re just cold cuts in the fridge 

now!” No one laughed at his joke, but he continued in admiration, “Seriously, though, Max… 

you’re amazing! You shot them down before I could say a word!” 

Maybe he’s right, thought Hikaru. 

The unfortunate reality was that Max was the real hero here. With a grimace, he saw that Max 

had shown him up yet again. 

“Not at all,” Max said humbly. “If it weren’t for Ichijo Sempai’s daring, the operation would’ve 

failed completely.” 

“It wasn’t any one person. The three of you worked in combination for the victory. Don’t forget 

this teamwork.” 
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Major Focker was thinking about his lost comrades, Hikaru knew. And it was also exactly as 

Focker said, that the success here was not due to any one person. 

And scattered out in space, now, were their Sempais in Fighters One, Two, and Three…  
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Misa 2 

It looked like the enemy unit that Skull Team had been engaged with had retreated, but the 

aliens had still achieved their aim. They had managed to lure the Macross to the Cassini Divide 

in Saturn’s rings, where they could either spread a net to capture the ship or destroy it outright. 

Wonnn, wonnn, wonnn... 

The warning siren rang out shrilly once again on the bridge of the Macross. The radar had 

managed to catch the enemy flagship. 

“Captain, what are we going to do?” asked Claudia with a hint of nervousness. 

Claudia was always calm. No matter what danger the Macross found itself in, she was never 

flustered. Moreover, even if inside she was ready to scream or cry, her serene expression never 

broke. Just her very presence calmed the people around her. But now, even the pokerfaced 

Claudia spoke in a somewhat anxious voice. Captain Global closed his eyes and put his pipe, 

unlit as always, in his mouth. He only did that when things were going very badly. And indeed, 

right now the situation was horrible. 

“We just have to do it,” he murmured, pipe still in his mouth, as he opened his eyes, which 

were burning with a peculiar glitter. Do what, though? As Misa and Claudia grasped his 

meaning, they tensed up. Sub-operator Shammy, though, always just a beat too late, suddenly 

piped up. 

“But Captain,” she cried, “what exactly do we have to do?” 
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“Don’t be stupid,” Vanessa lectured, her whole body shaking. “He means we have to do a 

transformation, of course.” 

“No waaaaay…” Shammy cried out in her high-pitched voice. “Again…?” 

“Kim, inform the inhabitants of the ship,” Claudia prompted in a calm, businesslike manner. 

Kim nodded and switched on the public address microphone. Kim seemed gloomy, and although 

she would make the announcement, she was doing so with an air of unwillingness. For the past 

three days or so, she had barely been herself, and been suffering from especially vicious 

headaches. Everyone could see it, and Captain Global was especially forgiving. And yet, public 

announcements were part of her job, and she had to do it, regardless of how she felt. 

Misa noticed there was something sad about her, and how her face was drawn as she faced the 

broadcasting microphone and spoke. 

“Attention, attention,” she said. “In order to fire the main cannon, this ship will undergo an 

immediate transformation. Please evacuate to the nearest shelter.” 

“There’s going to be a big panic,” Global murmured, removing his pipe. “This is never easy.” 

In its battleship mode, the Macross could not fire its main cannon. In order to do that, it had to 

transform into its robot mode. And as Global had said, the transformation process was difficult 

work. 

Anyhow, the Macross was a battleship that measured a full twelve hundred meters in length. 

Inside it was a populous city, roads that cars drove upon, parks in which children played. During 

the transformation, all of this would get split apart, slid around, or moved back to front. 

The first time the Macross had transformed, the amount of damage to the city had been almost 

incalculable. The shops hit the hardest were stores that sold easily breakable or perishable items, 
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such as glass or pottery shops and restaurants. The sliding of parts of the city and the overall 

movement was so strong that many shops ended up losing their entire inventory. 

That said, after experiencing the transformation a number of times, the citizens had begun to 

create countermeasures against the devastation caused. As soon as the transformation warning 

was broadcast, shop owners would flip the gravity control switch inside their shop, turning off 

the gravity and making any displayed items float in the air. Even if the shop itself were split in 

two, the fragile products inside would not fall, and thus damage was minimized. However, if the 

shopkeeper forgot to replace the items before switching the gravity back on, everything would 

fall to the floor and break, which could hardly be called a preferable outcome. 

Likewise, research into lessening damage to the town during transformations had started in 

every capacity. 

During the first transformation, areas turned upside down, a fire broke out in one of the 

kitchens and became a huge blaze, and streets split in two and many people fell through the 

cracks. Panic was everywhere. Now, however, there was no chaos, but it was still extremely 

troublesome to the populace. And although everyone hated it, they still followed all the 

protocols. After all, the alternative was death. 

“Starboard wing, commencing transformation!” 

“Hurry. The enemy could be upon us before we can fire the cannon.” 

“If it comes to that, we’ll perform a Daedalus Attack. Make sure that we’re ready just in case.” 

“Starboard wing, eighteen percent complete.” 

Moment by moment, the transformation process continued. Nervous voices barked back and 

forth, and Misa held her breath. 
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The giant enemy flagship’s approach could be seen on the radar monitor. And they also became 

aware that a force of enemy Battle Pods was heading towards the Macross from a different area.  

“Tell Vermilion Platoon to intercept and neutralize the enemy pods approaching port side.” 

On the deck, the Vermillion destroid platoon gathered to deploy. Each combat unit was 

operating under Misa’s orders, and Vermilion Platoon would be facing the full brunt of the attack 

from the oncoming pods. Machine by machine, they sewed themselves into a defense net against 

the enemy pressing towards them. 

“No waaaaaay,” Shammy almost shrieked, “they’re coming through!” 

“Mobilize the pinpoint barrier,” Captain Global commanded in a quiet but firm voice. “We 

have to hold on until the transformation is complete!” The focus shifted to the group of female 

soldiers who operated the pinpoint barriers together. 

Originally, the Macross had had a barrier field that could cover the whole ship, but after the 

space fold, it had stopped working. And so, the pinpoint barrier was hastily devised. It didn’t, 

however, have the capacity to protect the entire Macross. 

“Activate pinpoint barrier!” Vanessa ordered. 

“Roger!” 

“Yes, ma’am!” 

The high-pitched voices of the pinpoint barrier operators responded. 

Immediately, a volley of guided missiles launched from the enemy flagship zoomed forward, 

and in an instant, the Macross was in trouble. 

Ruin, Misa thought, as a gasp unconsciously escaped her frozen lips. 
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But then, three spots of light appeared on the hull of the Macross. The first group of missiles 

hit those pinpoint barriers and were harmlessly crushed. The second and third groups converged 

but again hit the glowing circles. The spots were small, but had enough power to destroy the 

missiles easily. They roved all over the ship with blinding speed, catching missiles coming in 

from every direction. 

However, a group of Battle Pods made it past the pinpoint barriers and surged swiftly towards 

the interior of the Macross. 

“Some enemy units broke through!” 

“Is the transformation complete yet?” 

“Port wing is currently about seventy-five percent complete.” 

“No waaaay! The starboard wing is still only forty-eight percent done!” 

“We’re out of time. All right, a little chaos is unavoidable… Kim, switch to high-speed 

transformation.” 

“But Captain… if we do that, it’s going to be more than just a little chaos…” 

“I’m aware of that. But it’s better than complete destruction. Do it.” 

“Understood, sir. Attention, attention! We are switching to high-speed transformation. Take 

care.” 

“Hey… Kim…?” Misa said uneasily. “Did you leave the PA mike on all this time…?” 

“Don’t you think it’s about time the civilians got the real truth?” 

What has gotten into Kim? Misa thought, staring agape at her. Kim looked like she had reached 

her limit, and had lost all perspective. She was operating under her own rules and clearly thought 

she was doing the right thing. The truth was that the civilians were only told what they needed to 
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know, depending upon time and circumstances. If everything discussed on the bridge leaked out, 

the cases of panic would increase exponentially. 

I’m willing to bet that this will cause a full-scale riot throughout the ship, Misa thought, and 

indeed, as she stared at the monitor showing the TV music program, she heard sounds of vocal 

disturbance in the studio. She caught her breath. 

“Enemy units are entering the ship. We have to stop them now!” a voice cried over the monitor 

communicator. Looking over at that monitor, she saw one member of Skull Team joining with 

Vermilion Platoon, engaging with the enemy pods and desperately trying to stop them from 

getting further inside the ship. 

What the…? That was Ichijo’s Valkyrie! Misa’s face tightened into a scowl. “This is Bridge to 

Skull Two. Your area is Zone 108. Return to your post immediately!” 

“The enemy’s getting inside the ship! I can’t just sit by and do nothing!” 

“Let Vermilion Platoon handle this area.” 

Ichijo’s Valkyrie didn’t budge. Misa started grinding her teeth. 

“Second Lieutenant Ichijo, this is an order!” she snapped. “Return to Skull Team’s combat 

zone right now.” 

“This is no joke! I’ve got to help stop them from getting in!” he responded as he downed a 

battle pod trying to rush past him. 

He’s trying to be a hero! His selfish behavior finally made her lose her temper completely. 

“Second Lieutenant Ichijo, disobeying orders will land you in brig! Return to your post. This is 

an order!” 

“Bossy woman,” he muttered, “trying to control every little detail…” 
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“What did you say, soldier?” she almost shouted. 

“Skull Two, Hikaru Ichijo, following enemy units that have entered the Macross, with intent to 

neutralize. Over!” His fighter swiveled and dove. 

“Second Lieutenant Ichijo! Wait!” But he had already flown into the Macross, pursuing the 

enemy pods. 

A bossy woman controlling every detail!? Who does he think is higher rank here, the man or 

the woman? If a rookie starts ignoring his superiors, he really is going to end up in the brig. This 

is sexism! 

Misa swallowed some choice words, but couldn’t stop a strangled cry of frustration from 

escaping her throat.  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Hikaru 2 

Hikaru was positive he was doing the right thing. 

This situation is outside what the brass had planned for, he thought. 

He was fixated on the thought that enemy pods were actually breaking into the interior of the 

Macross. Before his eyes, a Reguld-type enemy unit hit and demolished a large building. 

I can’t let even one person in the city get hurt! 

Hikaru pursued the Regulds, aiming his laser cannons at them. But, if he missed them, he 

would end up hitting the city, so he somehow needed to down them with one shot each. 

Hikaru tried to regulate his breathing. He was frozen to the core, and his blood felt like it had 

stopped flowing. Now! He squeezed the trigger, and the Reguld was enveloped in flashing light. 

Marvelous timing. The Reguld moved to evade the laser fire but was hit and exploded. 

Where’s the next target? 

His stiff fingers twitching, Hikaru moved his Battroid Valkyrie in search of another infiltrator. 

Suddenly, before his very eyes, the city’s main street began to split in two. 

Am I hallucinating? He thought, trembling. 

No… he realized that the transformation was starting, and was operating now in this zone. 

Before his very eyes, the other side of the divided main street began to rise swiftly. 

Then, out of the corner of his eye, Hikaru saw something white flickering. It looked like an 

angel in celestial robes. And this angel was falling from 50 meters above him. 

It’s a girl! 
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Hikaru hurriedly pulled on the control stick, and his Battroid Valkyrie was flying. He rushed 

over to her and the battroid grabbed her just before she crashed to the ground. 

I made it! 

Hikaru felt a sense of relief welling up throughout his whole body. 

Where’s the enemy…? He scanned reflexively all around the area. He heard the rumble of 

machinery as the city continued to transform, but saw no living thing about, not even a cat. 

Hikaru landed in a corner that had already finished its transformation. 

With that fluttering white dress, she really did look like angel flying. 

He brought the girl in white, who had fainted, up to the cockpit, and as he looked at her, he was 

struck dumb. 

But… this girl is… 

“This girl” was the most popular singer on board the Macross, Lynn Minmay. 

Jeez, hope I didn’t hurt her… 

He had mixed feeling as he pulled her into the cockpit. Just the fact that he was touching this 

holy goddess with his own filthy hands seemed sinful, and he was wracked with guilt. 

Nevertheless, I’m damn lucky! 

He gazed at Minmay, looking beautiful in her stage outfit, and his heart began to pound. 

Wow, she just took a breath… 

Even absolutely normal things seemed fresh and new, since the girl of his dreams, Lynn 

Minmay, was right there before his eyes. He hugged his own shoulders. 

Her pale skin, her slender arms, her graceful neck, her shining black hair. He felt almost 

compelled to touch her plump lips… 
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And… 

And… 

And… 

His chest heaved with a sigh. 

I shouldn’t look… 

Minmay’s stage outfit was low-cut at the chest, and glancing at the swell there, Hikaru 

suddenly had some difficulty breathing. It was a trap. A trap of charm and naiveté. His heart was 

pounding violently. He looked at her pale skin from her bare shoulders and sloping downward… 

like breathing fruit. In her cleavage, a cobalt blue pendant glittered. As her breasts rose and fell 

gently with each breath, he became aware of her elegant and clean-smelling perfume.  

Hikaru was sweating a bit. He was trembling, and a shudder ran through him. He felt like he 

was bound by a magic spell. Depravity and decadence. He didn’t think he had ever felt this 

lonely before. 

No one’s looking… Just a little… a devil’s voice whispered in his ear, trying to persuade him. 

The fingers of his right hand felt weirdly tense, and he could feel the blood throbbing in his 

fingertips. 

Doing something like this would mean falling straight into hell… he murmured to himself, 

trying to suppress his desire. The young man found it nearly impossible to exercise self-control. 

He stretched his shaking hand out towards Minmay’s throat, but her skin, slick with 

perspiration, seemed to repel his fingertips. 

Feeling something like a electric shock hit his fingers and then shoot through his whole body, 

he gulped for breath. 
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I’m really miserable, he thought. 

Even just the idea of doing something so wicked made him feel guilty. 

Miserable, miserable, miserable, he murmured in a silent voice. Anyhow, I really am a 

miserable person. 

No matter what, Hikaru had to bury his feelings of recklessness. 

Oh, come on… I saved her life. Copping a little feel won’t hurt her. 

Then the timid young man fell into despair. 

His fingers again reached out trembling to touch her skin, and his eyes couldn’t look away as 

he stared at her throat down to her cleavage. 

I simply can’t control myself… 

It felt like the most momentous decision of Hikaru’s life. He reached out with his index, 

middle, and ring fingers to stroke Minmay’s neck. 

Suddenly, a shadow fell across the cockpit. 

What the hell is it now? he thought, and reflexively grabbed the laser cannon controls. One of 

the enemy Regulds was attacking from the front. 

Can I get it? 

With his left hand, he maneuvered the control stick, and with his right he pulled on the cannon 

trigger. He rolled his Battroid Valkyrie to avoid the enemy’s fire, and fired his own lasers at the 

same time. The Reguld moved horizontally to evade, but its reading of Hikaru’s movements was 

off. Hikaru’s Battroid Valkyrie moved to the side as laser fire sliced past it. He attacked the 

unlucky Reguld. 
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It seemed more than unfortunate. One could even call it disastrous. He thought he saw the giant 

soldier inside the cockpit, eyes staring off, disbelieving and frightened. Then the Reguld’s engine 

blew, and a massive shock wave struck the area. 

It’s because you got in my way, he murmured as he saw the pieces of the Reguld scatter in all 

directions. 

It left a bad aftertaste, as he tried to get the thought of the giant’s reproachful eyes out of his 

head. He suddenly realized that the attacking enemies were people like himself. They didn’t want 

to die, either. 

That soldier had had his own life. How old was he? Did he have family? A girlfriend? What 

were his hobbies? 

It’s harsh. 

People only had one life, and all their individuality could be cruelly annihilated in an instant. 

This kind of sentimentality isn’t permitted in this world. 

Hikaru felt a deep urge to throw up, and the area around him instantly became pitch black. His 

eyes gradually adjusted to the darkness. 

Hmmm…!? 

He came back to his senses and looked at his surroundings anew. 

He heard a clatter, and realized that it was the emergency shutters descending and closing. 

Wait, what…? 

The impact from the Reguld’s explosion must have caused them to activate. 

Hey, wait… Wait a sec! 

Flustered, he watched helplessly as the shutters reached the floor and ground to a halt. 

�42



Oh no… They’re closed now. 

He involuntarily cried out in the darkness. 

“What is it…?” Minmay suddenly whispered. 

Her face looked magical, illuminated only by the light from the instruments inside the cockpit. 

She’s beautiful. 

Hikaru found himself way off track. 

“What… what happened?” 

Hikaru hurriedly let go of Minmay, but it was impossible to disentangle himself from her 

completely in the cramped, one-person Valkyrie cockpit. He squirmed to try to get away, which 

jostled her awakening form even more. However, Minmay just relaxed and didn’t fight against 

his struggling. 

“Was I… rescued?” 

“Uh, yes…” 

“You rescued me, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, ma’am!” 

“Then thank you,” she said, still clinging to Hikaru. 

She’s so soft, Hikaru thought, as what felt like an electric charge ran through his body. The 

thrill of touching Minmay’s tender form caused a wild sensation to rush through his limbs and 

chest. Even wedged into the narrow cockpit, her relaxed body still had real elegance. Her straight 

arms and legs looked refined, and he shrank back with guilt. 

If the enemy hadn’t attacked like that, I never would’ve ended up here with her, Hikaru thought, 

suddenly feeling a well of gratitude towards the enemy giant who had so savagely fallen. And if 
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the enemy hadn’t gotten in his way, he definitely wouldn’t be in such an intoxicating situation 

right now. 

“Are you a soldier?” Minmay asked as she separated herself from Hikaru and started to exit the 

cockpit. 

“Y-yes!” Hikaru stammered, helping her get to the floor from the Battroid Valkyrie. “I… I’m 

Unified Forces Valkyrie Skull Team pilot, Sec- uh, I mean, Lieutenant Hikaru Ichijo!” He was 

embarrassed in front of an idol to admit that he was only a second lieutenant, so he omitted that 

part. 

“Thank you, Lieutenant.” 

“N-No problem at all. I’m a big fan of yours!” 

“Wow, that’s great. Do you listen to my songs?” 

“Yes! All the time! I went to your last concert, on that rainy day recently,” Hikaru said, 

forgetting restraint and starting to feel almost chatty. But Minmay wouldn’t be swayed, and 

simply wanted to thank him formally for saving her life. As an entertainer, she was used to fans 

always making a fuss over her, and it was more of a nuisance than anything else. Still, she never 

forgot to keep smiling. That’s part of an idol’s job. 

Her smile is fake, Hikaru thought, despondent. He obviously needed to calm down. Would a 

famous singer like Lynn Minmay really become friendly and open with an insignificant young 

soldier like himself? His mood plunged. 

“I guess everyone is worried,” Minmay said, her voice bright and cheerful again. “We should 

probably be getting back.” Her brown eyes overflowed with earnestness, but suddenly, a shadow 

fell over them. 
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She’s beautiful. Irresistible. Hikaru was trembling. I can’t let this chance slip away. 

Hikaru rummaged around in his pocket, finally finding a handkerchief, which he pulled out. It 

was a little dirty, but there was nothing to done about that now. He pulled a pen out of his pocket 

and turned to Minmay. She spoke again. 

“Hey, Mr. Soldier. Where are we?” 

“Um… could you sign this, please?” 

“What…?” 

Her expression darkened. 

Until now, everyone she had talked to, fans especially, would’ve answered her question first, 

but this young man simply ignored it in favor of blurting out his own demand. Young people 

nowadays were all so selfish! But still, as a professional, she signed the handkerchief and passed 

it back to Hikaru. 

“Sure. Here you go. Is there no exit?” 

“Thank you. The anti-fire shutters have closed, you know.” 

“You can’t open them from this side?” 

“I’ll go look.” 

“If there’s no way to open them, can we break through somehow?” 

“That’s impossible. It’s made of hyper-carbon.” 

“So we’re trapped.” 

“I guess we could try calling for help,” Hikaru offered. 

“I’d rather the public didn’t know I was stuck here in such a pathetic way…” 
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“Anyone? Can anyone hear me?” Hikaru yelled, banging on the door. Just like Minmay, he 

didn’t want to appear put out and helpless, especially right in front of her. Screaming for help 

was embarrassing, and he soon stopped. 

“Looks like it’s useless,” he said. 

“Oh. Hmm. Well, I’m sick of my crowded schedule anyway, so this is okay. At least I can 

pause and catch my breath.” She grinned mischievously, and Hikaru’s heart skipped a beat. 

Stuck alone with the Lynn Minmay…? Sounds good to me! 

Can’t let my guard down in the middle of a battle. 

These conflicting thoughts both flitted through his head. 
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Part II 
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Misa 3 
Rummmmble, rummmble… 

The Macross landed on Saturn’s moon, Titan, and the ship’s balance was thrown into disarray. 

The Macross, now transformed into its giant robot mode, stepped forward with its right leg, 

bending its left knee to adjust its posture. 

The Macross itself groaned as it set down on the bleak, desolate world. It looked like it was 

howling at the gigantic alien battleships moving towards it. 

“Transformation complete,” Claudia announced, having just received confirmation. 

“Enemy ship entering range!” 

“Cannon, firing position,” Global commanded almost absent-mindedly. 

In its transformed mode, the Macross had two legs that split off under its main trunk. The 

bridge was positioned as the robot’s head, and the Prometheus and Daedalus that it had docked 

with were its arms. On its shoulders, the two huge booms that were the main cannon bent down 

to lie horizontally from its body, aimed directly at the enemy battleship. 

“Cannon, fire!” Global shouted, but Misa noticed that his voice quavered a little. After so many 

battles, even a man such as Captain Global couldn’t hide the strain well anymore. 

Wonnnn, wonnnnn… 

Light particles glowed bright orange around the cannon as it gathered energy. 

Dodododo… 

Immediately, the cannon fired. 

The bridge shook violently. 
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A vast amount of energy cut through the world of darkness, streaming forth. 

Whoosh!  

Everything was bathed in light. 

The vicious whirlpools of intense brilliance filled Misa with terror, and she reflexively shut her 

eyes, and couldn’t open them again against the brightness. 

But I have to confirm that the shot hit… 

With great effort, she forced her eyes open and focused on the radar monitor. 

The cannon beam flew through the pitch black of space in a straight line, directly towards the 

enemy ship. 

It’s a hit. 

The operators cheered wildly: “We did it!” “Yaaaay!” 

A moment later, the alien battleship erupted in light. Struck by the beam, it cracked into two. 

And then, it was destroyed. 

“All riiiiight!” shouted Shammy shrilly, and she hugged Vanessa ecstatically. 

Even the nerve-wrecked Kim was dancing around joyously. 

Through the window, they could all see the explosion scattering in all directions. The leftover 

groups of Battle Pods were chaotically retreating. 

“I think we all deserve a big reward,” Global said with a wry smile. “Me, I’m going to have a 

nice long smoke after dinner.” 

“Valkyrie squadrons, all units,” Misa announced, her voice cheerful again. “Pursuit is 

unnecessary. All the enemy units inside the ship have been neutralized. Repeat: Pursuit is 

unnecessary. All enemy units inside the ship have been neutralized.” 
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As Global said, the enemy wouldn’t attack for at least another day, so tonight everyone could 

relax a little. 

But, how many of our Valkyrie pilots died in this battle? 

Abruptly, her professionalism came back. And the reports started arriving to her station. 

We won this battle… I don’t want to hear any news of damage and casualties. 

Misa doubted that she could fall asleep right now, even if she were lying in her bed. 

At least if I were having a nightmare, I could hope that it would eventually come to an end. 

“We’re leaving Titan. Prepare to launch,” Global commanded briskly. “Claudia, ready the 

gravity control system for when we leave Titan’s gravitational field.” 

“Yes, sir. The Chief Engineer is prepping the auxiliary system right now. We can’t get gravity 

control for the entire ship, but we should at least be able to cover all the residential areas.” 

“Hmm. Well, if that’s the best we can do, then so be it.” 

If the gravity control system were not operating, everything throughout the ship would start to 

float whenever the ship went to the zero-g environment of outer space. Countermeasures had to 

be taken before this happened to prevent widespread chaos. 

Some minutes later— 

The Macross left the surface of Titan behind and journeyed on. 

And aboard the Macross, the people gave flowers and deep silent prayers for peace for the 

souls of the victims of the latest attack. 
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Hikaru 3 
Suddenly, his body started floating off the ground. 

Wha—? What the hell…? 

“Mr. Soldier, what’s happening?” Minmay cried as she started floating in midair, flailing about 

awkwardly. Her skirt billowed out and upwards, and Hikaru could just about… 

Damn. I can’t see it… wait... he thought, turning his gaze to try to look under her skirt. 

“Really…?” Minmay sighed with exasperation as she pushed her skirt back down with both 

hands. 

Just then, she started spinning head over heels in the air. 

“Yikes! Make it stop!” 

Hikaru launched himself forward to reach Minmay. 

They’re white, just like I thought. Exactly the image of real purity! Oh wait… I’m an idiot. It’s 

just her stage costume. I mean, that was white… 

A white dress with a pink floral pattern on it… Hikaru grinned ruefully. 

“So, what’s going on?” Minmay asked. 

“The Macross is leaving Titan.” 

“Oh no! Then why isn’t the gravity control system working?” 

Minmay’s voice had a pleading edge to it, and what’s more, she clutched his arm and drew 

closer to him. 

She’s a little frightened. 

He thought her behavior was cute. 
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And to think that just a while ago, it seemed like only a fanciful dream that he would ever be 

able even to speak to this beautiful idol singer, Lynn Minmay! 

After military training and work, when he would go home alone to his barracks, he would 

console himself with her record album. When he was lying in his narrow bed, bone-tired and 

defeated but unable to sleep, he would talk to the poster of her on his wall. And now, here she 

was, right before his eyes. And they were alone together. And even more, she was clinging to his 

arm. 

For him, this was a miraculous meeting. 

This is really amazing. And I’m sure that after all this is over, she’ll pay me back somehow. 

He tensed his arm muscles, trying to lend Minmay some of his strength. 

They floated in the air together, entwined like butterflies, then drifting apart. 

“What’s happening? What’s wrong with the gravity control?” he echoed. 

Wasn’t there some way he could sound a little smoother and more intelligent? He was just 

awkward, he rebuked himself. While Minmay, floating, hung on to him somehow, he looked like 

he was trying to swim. It was pitiful. 

And every time she kicked and her skirt rose, he was trying to peek under it. Seeing her legs 

wobble like a young fawn’s felt forbidden and alluring to young Hikaru. 

This is embarrassing. And she’s gonna get angry before long, he mumbled and sighed at the 

same time. 

“Mr. Soldier, how am I supposed to do this?” 

“Take my hand.” 

“Can you come closer?” she asked. 
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“You want me to do all the work, huh?” 

“Swimming is one of my strong points, but not swimming in the air. This is tough.” 

“Wait, Miss Minmay, just take hold onto… Aa!” 

He reached out to clutch Minmay, and his hand grabbed an unexpected softness. Soft and 

round and… 

“Get off!” Minmay pushed his hand away forcefully, propelling herself backwards. 

They were… big... 

Hikaru looked down at his hand that still had a lingering feeling of Minmay’s breast, and 

gulped reflexively. 

“Pervert,” she scolded. 

“Uh, sorry…” 

“Hmph. It’s okay, I guess. It wasn’t on purpose, right? Hey, give me your hand.” 

“Yes, Miss.” 

“Do all soldiers respond so meekly?” 

“Uh, no. Just me.” 

“Hmm.” 

Minmay adjusted her posture, and she and Hikaru, floating, clasped each others’ hand. 

“Good job,” said Hikaru. 

“I could learn to like this.” 

Hand in hand, they left the enclosed area through a broken door into another section. There 

were plenty of lamps, so it was well-lit. 

Suddenly, Minmay cried out. 
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“What is it? Are you okay?” 

Minmay fearfully held out her finger, and Hikaru followed to where she was pointing. 

And then, he gasped. 

“A tuna?” 

There was a tuna, at least two meters long, floating inside the ship. 

“Why…?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Uh… how?” 

“No clue.” 

“But… where did it come from?” 

“Beats me.” 

They continued talking in circles for a while. 

Looking closely, they realized that the tuna was frozen. During the transformation, it must have 

fallen out of wherever it was stored. They were focused on the tuna, but there were also apples, 

pears, cabbage, and other fruits and vegetables floating around, as well as books, pencils, pen 

cases, and other secretarial items. 

“Wow, this is great! We could live the easy life in here, couldn’t we?” Minmay said, letting go 

of Hikaru’s hand and springing towards the frozen tuna. “Come along with me, Mr. Fish. Don’t 

play hard to get!” she said teasingly. 

She may be a star, but deep down, she’s really just a normal girl, isn’t she? Hikaru thought with 

affection. 
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From somewhere among the stationery, a Minmay doll floated closer. It was a small, cute doll 

that resembled the idol singer. Hikaru reached out and grabbed it, and it suddenly started singing. 

“Zero-g love, zero-g love! 

With him after school, on my way home 

At the corner of that same old intersection 

He made sure no one else was around 

Then without warning, he kissed me 

And I was so angry, I led him to think, 

But, but, but 

My head was dizzy and my heart was fluttering 

Zero-g love, zero-g love, 

Four, three, two, one, 

Zero-g love 

My body floats up and I fly away on the wind” 

He listened to the doll rapturously, but then noticed that the real Minmay had gone somewhere 

out of his sight. 

“Miss Minmay…?” he called quietly. 
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There was only silence in response. But listening closely, he could faintly hear Minmay 

humming from far off. 

“Miss Minmay, where are you?” He pushed off into the next area, which was only dimly lit. 

“Stop! Don’t come in here!” Minmay cried in a harsh tone from the gloomy area. Coming 

suddenly from a bright area to a dark one, his eyes hadn’t yet adjusted. However, Hikaru blinked 

again and again and turned to where her voice was coming from. 

“Ah! Ah! Ahh!” she squealed. 

Hikaru, surprised, covered his eyes with his hands. 

“I thought I told you not to come in here,” Minmay scolded in an indifferent, haughty tone. 

Oh… WOW!! 

Hikaru saw. In the darkness. With a white flash. Lynn Minmay. Completely. Naked. 

“Wha- What are you doing? And in a place like this…!” He spluttered, his teeth chattering. 

“I was trying to take a shower.” 

“A shower?” 

“Yeah. See that pipe there? There’s a hole in it, and water’s spraying out.” 

“Huh…?” Reflexively, he started to take his hand away from his eyes. 

“Ahh! Don’t look!” 

“But you told me to…” 

“Later. Now will you please go away?” 

“But it could be dangerous here…” he grumbled as he moved back to the previous area. 

“What?” Minmay called, since Hikaru had moved far enough away that she couldn’t hear him 

clearly. Then she called again. 
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“Er… you’re a beautiful girl, and a big star! And you’re with a boy you don’t even know… I 

mean… um. I mean, well, you know how it is… this just isn’t good. It might be dangerous.” 

“I know how what is?” 

“Well, it’s like… er… how do I say it…? Namely… uh, for example… well… it’s a little risky, 

isn’t it?” 

“What are you trying to say, Mr. Soldier?” 

Hikaru’s head was such a whirl that he didn’t even know, and just let out a frustrated grunt. 

“Oh, I get it. I shouldn’t wander around nude, right?” 

Hikaru’s thoughts grew even more confused. 

“But this shower feels soooooo nice…” 

What type of person is this girl? 

A string of random numbers flew through Hikaru’s head, and he didn’t know why. He realized 

that Minmay was making fun of him, and he started to feel offended. 

“H-hey, you…! If I were to, uh, r-rush in and assault you… um, what would you, uh, do?” 

“Ha! No way!” she called back lightly. “If you rushed in here, it’d be the first time you’d ever 

done anything like that. We’ve ended up trapped together in a strange place… It’d be a good 

thing if you showed some determination at some point, right?” 

“Whether or not it’s the first time isn’t important. I may look insecure to you, but, um, men can 

be, well, overcome by their, um… urges. Sometimes.” 

“Trust me, I understand the psychology of boys.” 

Suddenly, Minmay floated back in… fully clothed. 

“But,” she said, “do you really think you’re okay?” 
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“Huh?” 

“At heart, you’re a gentleman. But you’re trying to act like a wolf.” 

Hikaru was crushed. 

“No, no,” she said, seeing his expression, “I’m pleased. You seem reliable and trustworthy.” 

She was wiping her damp hair with a handkerchief and smiled at him. Her white teeth were 

dazzling. 

A drop of water dripped down her cheek. Hikaru very much wanted this girl to be his friend. 

He returned her smile. 

Everyone has a wall up around his or her heart. 

When we first meet new people, the layers on the wall spring up. 

And as we become closer, one by one, those layers start to give way. 

However, with Minmay, things were different. 

As soon as she touched him, the walls around his heart melted to nothing. 

It wasn’t that he envied her status as a celebrity, he just wanted her near him always. He was 

falling in love. 

Hikaru and Minmay’s unusual two-person lifestyle had begun. 

Minmay had made the tuna into sashimi and minced the cabbage into a salad. It’s a pity that 

there wasn’t any bread among the floating items. However, there were plenty of canned goods, 

so they were delivered from starvation. 

Hikaru’s job was to find an exit. 
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He searched every nook and cranny, from rooms half-filled with half-broken machinery to 

narrow corridors threaded with pipes, but he couldn’t find an exit. 

At one point in his journeys, though, he found one passage in which the gravity control system 

was working. 

So the two of them stayed there. 

And in the blink of an eye, five days had passed, and they started to feel discouraged. 

Sometimes Minmay would stare out in the window into space, looking thoughtful but 

depressed. At those times, Hikaru grew frustrated with himself for not knowing what to say to 

her. 

“Um, say…” 

“Hmm?” 

“Did you always want to be a singer when you grew up?” 

“Yeah.” 

“So your dream came true… that’s pretty great, isn’t it?” 

“Yeah.” 

“So, um… what do you think happened to the Earth?” 

“The Earth…” 

“I mean, after the Macross left, I bet the Earth ended up in pretty bad shape.” 

“Yeah, maybe.” 

What would cheer her up? Hikaru berated himself for not knowing. 

Still, it’s probably best to say something and keep the conversation going. 

He figured that it didn’t matter what he said, he should just talk. 
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“What do you think happened to Earth?” Minmay asked softly. 

“Well, we know it got wrapped up in the war. I guess it probably got badly damaged.” 

“Do you think everyone’s okay?” 

“The ship’s been sending out messages constantly, but so far there’s no response.” 

“Does anyone know why not?” 

“Who knows? It’s possible that everyone on Earth is dead.” 

“What!” Minmay’s face fell. 

This isn’t working. No matter what I say, it just makes her feel worse. 

Why couldn’t he be more adept at conversation? 

“Oh, ha ha! Of course they’re not dead! I’m just joking, really! You know, I’m a pretty recent 

recruit. The brass don’t tell guys like me anything.” 

But Minmay let her head hang down in sorrow. 

“No, it’s true! Really. Even though I’m a lieutenant, they don’t trust me with anything.” 

Minmay looked at him, suddenly mischievous. “Oh, I know all about that…” 

“Huh?” 

“You’re a second lieutenant, aren’t you?” 

“Wait… how did you know that?” 

Minmay just giggled. 

Ah, she’s laughing at me! 

“Hey, have you ever heard this joke?” he asked. 

Minmay suddenly seemed much happier, but Hikaru was still getting a little desperate at this 

point. 
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“What joke?” 

“A ship was leaving port, and a terrified man burst into the captain’s quarters and shouted, 

‘Captain! You’re got to do something! The ship! The ship is sinking!’ The captain stared at him 

for a while, then said, ‘You idiot! This is a submarine!’” 

Minmay smiled thinly. Not a big reaction. Undaunted, Hikaru continued. 

“Okay, on a rainy day in a park, a kid was screaming, ‘No! No! Stop raining!’ to one of those 

good weather Buddha statues. Then his mother said, ‘That’s not a Buddha statue. You’re 

strangling your father!’” 

Minmay made a disgusted face. 

Hikaru suddenly looked serious, and said, “At a hotel, a bellboy was in a panic because one of 

the guests had thrown herself from a balcony and killed herself. He told the manager, who asked, 

‘Who was it?’ The bellboy replied ‘Eileen Dover.’” 

Minmay looked positively fed up, and Hikaru was completely desperate. 

“Okay, this one’s really short… There was this girl, and—” 

“Say, Mr. Ichijo…” 

Huh? “Mr. Ichijo”…? 

After five days together, Minmay switched from “Mr. Soldier” to “Mr. Ichijo.” This was 

something new, and it worried Hikaru a bit. 

“I’m not terribly interested in your jokes. I’ve heard them all before, anyway.” 

Hikaru was shocked. These were the funniest jokes he knew, and Minmay hated them. 

Moreover, she said she wasn’t even interested! And how on earth had she heard them before…? 

Could he not trust his own sense of the situation? He stopped telling the joke that he had started. 
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By the way, here’s the fourth joke he was going to tell: 

There was this girl, and her father was yelling at her for her risqué manner of dress. He yelled, 

“Your miniskirt is so short that I can even see your panties!” She replied, “Oh, I’ll make sure 

you can’t see them. I’ll take them off!” 

If he had told that joke, Minmay would have completely hated it. 

I guess it’s good that she cut me off… Hikaru thought with a sigh. 

Man, Major Focker is terrible. Every time we told jokes together, I always made my own up. 

He started to get angry. He must have plagiarized his! 

He decided that he was really going to tell Focker off next time he saw him. 

“Are you upset?” Minmay asked, looking a little worried. “Sorry, I’m honestly feeling fine. I 

was just a little shocked by what you said about Earth.” 

“You’re right, it’s my fault. I’ve just been talking a lot of nonsense,” he said, touched by her 

thoughtfulness. He reflected on his own awkwardness, and decided he needed to change the 

subject. 

“Say, on that TV show recently…” 

“Hmm? Which one?” 

“The Sunday night movie sponsored by that electronics store.” 

“Oh, that one. Yeah.” 

“You played the bride. And that one scene was pretty incredible.” 

“Thanks.” 

“The kiss scene was the best! The way you looked so into it, you must really like that actor.” 

“Oh, it’s not like that at all.” 

�62



“But you do like him, right? I mean, the mood and everything felt so real.” 

“No way. It was just acting.  It’s business, through and through.” 

“Just acting? But it was so realistic…” 

“Do you want me to show you?” 

“Sure.” 

She smiled and turned her eyes to the window out into vast space. 

I wonder what kind of acting she’s gonna show me? Hikaru thought, anticipation welling up in 

his chest. But Minmay didn’t look like she was getting ready to recite a monologue. Hikaru 

waited for a bit, then got impatient. 

“Well? Miss Minmay?” he asked, but she said nothing, still turned away from him and staring 

out into space. 

“What are you doing?” he called, beginning to get a little nervous. Just as he thought, she 

didn’t reply. But then she slowly turned around, and gazed at him with a sorrowful face. 

Hikaru was dumbfounded. Tears began to well up in Minmay’s eyes. 

“Do you…” she said haltingly. “Do you know how many days we’ve been trapped here…?” 

Her voice was thin enough to be a mosquito’s. 

“Uh… five days, but…” 

“Is… is this the end for us…?” she asked, her lips quivering. 

“That’s not how it is at all! Someone’s gonna find us soon. You’re the biggest star aboard the 

Macross! We’ll be rescued, I’m sure of it.” 
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“But… it’s already been five whole days. I know we’re going to die here. I just know it.” Large 

tears feel slowly down her cheeks and she sniffled. “We’re done for,” she croaked, and then 

started sobbing. 

“No way! We can’t give up yet!” Hikaru cried, flustered. But, he reflected, girls are always like 

this. One minute laughing and happy, and then before you knew it, they were overtaken by 

melancholy. 

What should I say? What should I do? He murmured silently, while his lips moved. 

“It’s okay, Mr. Ichijo,” Minmay said, once again looking out at space with her back to him. Her 

body was trembling a little. Hikaru wanted to go over to her and put his arms around her 

shoulders. 

“Mr. Ichijo?” 

“Yes?” 

“Before I die… just once, I’d like to wear a real bridal gown.” 

“You will someday.” 

“Stop it!” she shook her head angrily, and her hair swung back and forth. “It’ll never happen.” 

Tears were streaming down her face. 

Hikaru tried to figure out what to say, but he didn’t even understand what was happening. 

“Please, Mr. Hikaru. It’s okay if it’s fake… but would you have a wedding ceremony? Here, 

with me?” 

“With… with me?” 

She wiped the tears away from her cheeks and nodded. 

“A guy like me is okay…?” 
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She nodded decisively again. 

“But… how are we going to pull off a wedding here?” Hikaru asked, befuddled. Minmay drew 

close to him. With a sniffle and a little gulp, she reached out and undid the white scarf around his 

neck. Confused and unable to move, Hikaru watched as she put the scarf on her head like a veil. 

“It’s not much,” Minmay whispered into his ear, “but it’ll do for my bridal gown.” 

He gasped. He couldn’t have found a sweeter, more innocent bride even if he had searched the 

whole world. 

Unconsciously, his eyes filled with passion. He was overcome by her loveliness. He yearned to 

hold her in his arms. 

“Mr. Hikaru,” she said slowly, “if we’re going to die anyway… let’s throw ourselves into 

space…” 

“What?” he spluttered. 

“Let’s die… together,” she exclaimed, lurching towards Hikaru to embrace him, which had the 

effect of forcefully pushing him and sending him floating away in the gravity-free zone. 

“Aa! Miss Minmay!” Flustered, he reached out to grab her to keep himself from drifting off. 

There’s really no reason to kill ourselves. Yet, at least… he thought. He’d just have to convince 

Minmay of this… but her expression and words had been so full of conviction. 

Minmay doesn’t really want to die. Not here, not with me. 

Hikaru began to cool on the idea of the wedding ceremony if it was going to end in their 

deaths. He gradually realized that dying wasn’t something that he wanted to do. 

“Brief… fragile… beautiful. It’ll be a send-off to our journey to the next world,” Minmay 

choked out in a sad voice, squeezing the words out from the depths of her heart. 
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Where have I heard those words before…? Oh, right, it was a line in a soap opera a while 

back. 

Still, as he looked at her face, he was moved. Minmay stared right back at him, her eyes 

glittering and shining. He lovingly wiped a tear from her cheek, and she closed her eyes and 

raised her head a little. Her drew closer to her innocent face. He involuntarily swallowed loudly, 

and closed his eyes. 

What a strange feeling… 

He brought his lips close to hers, to where they almost touched. 

It felt like his suit and body were beginning to… fall… 

Wait… what? I really am falling! 

As soon as his lips touched hers, he fell to the floor. He couldn’t figure out why this was 

suddenly happening. Minmay also looked bewildered. Embracing each other, they both looked 

around frantically. Everything around them that had been floating had also dropped. 

The gravity control in this area must be starting up again! 

As he thought that, the partition shutter near them lifted up, opening with a grinding clatter. 

What’s happening? 

Outside the shutter, he could hear the clamor of many people’s voices. 

“It’s Minmay!” 

“This is great! What a scoop!” 

To Hikaru and Minmay’s mute amazement, the room started filling up with entertainment 

reporters. Flash after flash came from snapping cameras. 

It’s too bright. 
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Hikaru closed his eyes, but there was no reprieve from the flood of reporters surging in to take 

pictures of him and Minmay embracing. 

“Minmay, are you doin’ some hanky-panky in a place like this!?” 

“Don’t you feel guilty for causing everyone to worry so much?” 

“Is that guy Minmay’s boyfriend…?” 

It’s not like that! he thought, getting angry as the reporters jostled and pushed them. 

“You’re all wrong!” Minmay shouted. “This is the soldier who saved my life!” 

“So you’re just thanking him by giving him a little hug, huh?” 

“What a lame excuse!” 

“C’mon, we know you’re lying. Admit the truth!” 

The questions fell on them like a hard rain. 

“I’m, um, rehearing for my next role,” Minmay said as a man who looked like he could be her 

manager he grabbed her and forcefully pulled her away from the reporters. 

“Rehearsing!? Do you take us for total idiots?” sneered a female reporter with a look of 

disbelief on her face. 

“It’s true,” Minmay insisted. “This soldier was on last week’s Sunday Night Movie, and he’ll 

be acting again in a new one. I’m playing the role of the sorrowful bride.” 

“Really…?” the female reporter said doubtfully. 

“Really,” Minmay said, then looked at Hikaru. 

Oh my God… now I’ve become an actor? Hikaru thought, a little terrified. Miss Minmay… It 

wasn’t like that. I don’t believe that the fake wedding we were about to have was any kind of 

acting rehearsal. You’re lying. Yeah, for an idol and actress, you’re really bad at faking, but now 
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you’re just out-and-out lying to all these reporters about what happened. Isn’t that right, Miss 

Minmay? 

This is what he was thinking as he watched Minmay, but he saw that her eyes were shining 

with a cold, dull light. The brightness that had been in them during the time the two of them had 

been alone together was completely erased. There was something unpleasant about her look, and 

her expression had a faint look of disgust about it. 

“Second Lieutenant Ichijo, you don’t have to keep silent. Go on, tell them all that you wanted 

me to show you how to act in our scenes together,” Minmay said in a harsh tone of voice that 

made it sound like she was interrogating him. 

Was Minmay’s happiness over the last few days just self-deluding imagination on my part? 

She was the biggest idol singer aboard the Macross. And he was just a lowly raw recruit. It was 

an extreme situation, even if they had been a boy and girl of equal standing and circumstances. 

But now, all that would happen is that he’d go back to his normal everyday life, and she’d go 

back above the clouds, completely out of his reach. 

Hikaru started to feel repulsed about the days he had spent with her, and he resolved to consign 

the reporters to their own dark oblivion. 
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Misa 4 
“LYNN MINMAY AND A YOUNG PILOT NAMED HIKARU ICHIJO: THEIR LIFE FOR 

DAYS IN AN ABANDONED SECTION OF THE SHIP!” 

This was what all the tabloid news headlines were screaming, and it was the big talk on TV as 

well. 

The three bridge operators were chatting excitedly about the scandalous incident, but Misa, 

stuck in the middle of them, only felt queasy about it all. 

From the day the Macross left earth, we’ve never had such a scandal in the military. That guy 

had better be thrown into the brig! 

Misa was usually irritated that no one except her seemed to have any self-control anymore, but 

today, her irritation’s point of origin wasn’t solely Hikaru Ichijo’s indecent holiday. 

What’s this sour feeling around here, anyway…? 

Misa herself didn’t even understand it. 

It’s like some black, gloomy cloud has settled over the whole ship. 

She felt a vague dread gnawing at her. 

Is it some kind of awful premonition? I’m probably just fretting over nothing… 

For the last two or three days, she’d been having terrible nightmares. The same dream every 

night, about a hideous virus infecting everyone. 

These days, something weird is happening on this ship, her intuition told her. They were small 

things, easy to overlook, but seemed to be adding up somehow… 

For example, news about three strange guys, one wearing a skirt, who had been seen here and 

there aboard the ship. 
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For example, the strange phenomenon of trash that had been thrown into the garbage chutes 

just vanishing. 

For example, the reports of everything from mannequins to empty make-up containers to 

broken refrigerators being stolen. 

Still, there’s a huge number of people on the ship, so some of them are bound to be a little odd. 

It’s probably nothing to worry about. 

Even so, she felt uneasy, and that led to her irritation. 

“WHAT WAS LYNN MINMAY DOING WITH VALKYRIE PILOT HIKARU ICHIJO!?” 

“FINALLY GRADUATING FROM INNOCENCE…?” 

“MINMAY’S SECRET LOVER REVEALED!! LIEUTENANT HIKARU ICHIJO! WHERE 

AND HOW THEY FORMED THEIR DEEP BOND!!” 

Misa overheard the three bridge operators talking about the headlines from the weekly tabloid 

papers. 

“No waaaaay! Is everyone in the entertainment world so disgusting?” 

“Most of them move pretty fast… I bet this poor Ichijo kid’s gonna get chewed up and spit out, 

and then she’s off to the next one.” 

Misa thought of Ichijo’s face, and her stomach immediately started knotting up. 

Their first meeting at the concert hall had been brusque, due to his inability to conduct himself 

with a soldier’s decorum. He’d been insolent to his superior officer when launching. During the 

battle, he’d flagrantly disobeyed a direct order. 

And now, he was at the center of this ridiculous scandal. 
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He should be in the brig! Why are they being so lenient? He fundamentally has no aptitude for 

being a soldier. Simply not cut out for the job. He should really just quit. No, he should be 

discharged. Drum him straight out! 

She resolved to propose that he be court-martialed. 
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Hikaru 4 
A few days later, Hikaru received an order to appear before the Valkyrie operations controller, 

First Lieutenant Hayase. 

Lieutenant Hayase? What could this be about? She seems pretty high up, but she’s not just 

another snooty woman… 

Hikaru suddenly felt defiant. For days, he’d been chased around everywhere by gossip 

reporters, without respite. He felt like he was losing his mind. 

This isn’t funny. All I did was save one girl’s life, right? Sure, she happened to turn out to be 

the most popular celebrity on the ship. But so what? 

Hikaru felt sulky. His anger rose irrationally. When they were first discovered, Hikaru insisted 

that he wasn’t Minmay’s secret boyfriend. But then the situation flipped, and he started getting 

treated as though he were some kind of predatory sex fiend. 

“A MAN FILLED WITH YOUTHFUL VIGOR ALONE WITH A BEAUTIFUL SINGER 

FOR DAYS: SURELY HE MUST HAVE ACTED ON HIS URGES?” 

“EMBARRASSMENT FOR MINMAY’S STANDING AS AN IDOL SINGER! WILL SHE 

SUE ICHIJO?” 

“MINMAY REPORTEDLY FRUSTRATED AND DEPRESSED OVER FALSE 

ALLEGATIONS!” 

Baseless speculation was flying around wildly, and now it seemed like everywhere Hikaru 

went, people were always watching him with disapproval. This crude slander, mingled with envy 

that he had gotten to spend some days alone with such a big celebrity, was spreading around, and 

it was incredibly tough to deal with. 
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Jeez, even in the military, there are a good number of people who believe all the stupid rumors. 

He wasn’t looking forward to facing his superior officers, and was seriously wondering if he 

should just quit. The thought of being confronted by a bunch of stony-faced, unsympathetic old 

men left him feeling even more depressed than he already was. As he walked through the 

corridor, his step began to slow down. 

However, his prediction proved wrong as he entered the boardroom and discovered, not the full 

committee he expected, but just Misa Hayase, by herself. 

“Second Lieutenant Hikaru Ichijo. Your little escapade has wounded the dignity and good 

name of the Unified Forces. Among the community, prominent voices have been raised calling 

for your dismissal. A number of other voices – a small number, I add – have said that your rescue 

of Miss Lynn Minmay, who is well-known and beloved aboard this ship, is a deed worthy of 

merit, and should count in your favor.” 

“So, to cut it short, you’re going to fire me? That’s it, isn’t it? Stop beating around the bush and 

get to the point!” 

“Second Lieutenant Ichijo, I am merely reporting to you the administrative council’s decision 

on the matter. You will listen to it. Understood?” 

Hikaru seethed inwardly, but said nothing. 

“Here are the results of the committee’s deliberation: Second Lieutenant Ichijo, for now, your 

disgraceful behavior… shall be overlooked.” 

Hikaru gasped. For a moment, he didn’t believe his ears. The military, so obsessed with 

reputation and authority, and the people of the ship, who had seemed so contemptuous of Hikaru, 
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had decided to spare him from punishment. He guessed that the brass had some sense of 

sympathy after all. 

What the hell is going on…? 

Hikaru stared at Misa in utter disbelief. 

“Second Lieutenant Ichijo, remember this well: the committee may have decided to absolve 

you of any wrongdoing, but I definitely do not forgive you.” 

“As my superior officer, or as an individual?” 

“Both, Lieutenant. From now on, you will not disobey any order, no matter how selfish you 

may feel. If you do, your punishment will be most severe. I’ll make sure of it.” 

Hikaru again said nothing. 

“What’s that look for, soldier?” 

“Nothing, Ma’am.” 

“You’re dismissed. Watch your step, mister. Got it?” 

“Yes, I got it, Ma’am.” 

He stood across from Misa and they saluted each other. On the surface, there was respect and 

courtesy, but in their hearts, it was the opposite. 

Wow… is she really a girl? She’s totally unappealing. Couldn’t be more different from Minmay, 

he thought, as the singer sprang suddenly into his mind. 

Minmay was the cause of all his disgrace, and yet he couldn’t help thinking of her glittering 

form. 

I have absolutely got to stop thinking about her! Man, I have no willpower. 

He trudged back to his quarters, feeling nothing but shame. 
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“Hikaru! I finally caught you!” came Focker’s spirited voice from down the hall. With him 

were Maximillian Jenius and Hayao Kakizaki, and all of them had huge grins on their faces. 

Looking closely, Kakizaki’s grin especially seemed to contain more than a hint of lewdness. 

“Why, you little jerk!” Kakizaki said, giving Hikaru what was surely meant to be a little shove, 

but had surprising force behind it. “You sure ran into some good luck!” 

“Ouch! Wh-what are you talking about?” 

“Ha! You’re such a sleaze! Don’t pretend like you don’t know!” 

“So, Hikaru,” Focker asked, feigning indifference, “did little Minmay taste good?” 

“Did she taste good…?” 

“Don’t play dumb,” Kakizaki leered, giving Hikaru a light punch in the stomach with his fat 

arm. “Give us all the details!” 

“Wait, wait! You and Sempai have got it all wrong!” 

Just then, Max spoke up, his grin quickly changing to a stern scowl. “I never would have 

expected that you were that kind of man,” he said reproachfully. 

Even my teammates all think Minmay and I did something dirty. I’d hoped at least Sempai 

would believe me! Hikaru thought, with a twinge of loneliness. Absolutely no one trusted his 

word. He desperately wanted to prove his innocence, but there was no way to do that. 

“I really didn’t do anything! Nothing happened!” 

“Hikaru, you wouldn’t lie to me, would you?” 

“It’s true! Of course I wouldn’t lie! You and I have been friends a long time! Calm down, and 

I’ll tell you the whole, ‘entertaining’ story.” 
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“No matter what,” said Max, “you still need to do your duty. Marriage is the only way to make 

an honest woman of her. If you were just fooling around, I could never forgive you.” 

Hikaru suddenly got flustered and even blushed. 

Why am I always the one riled up these days, he thought, and then he completely lost his cool 

and turned angrily to Focker. 

“Sempai. How could you of all people doubt me? You know I’m on the level, totally honest! 

No matter what anyone says, I’m completely innocent. With God as my witness, I swear that 

nothing happened with Minmay!” 

He stood rigid, staring daggers at Focker. 

Focker knew that Hikaru was telling the truth. They had been friends for so long that Focker 

would have instantly known if Hikaru were lying. 

“Wait, Hikaru…” he spluttered. “Really?” 

“I keep telling you!” 

“You didn’t go all the way?” 

“Of course not!” 

“What about third base?” Kakizaki interjected. 

“No!” 

“So… what? Just second base, then?” 

“No bases at all!” Hikaru shouted. 

Focker’s expression changed, and Hikaru thought it looked like he finally believed him. 

Naturally. Focker Sempai was the only person who really understood him. He looked into 
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Focker’s eyes and saw a glimmer of kindness deep within them. He breathed a sigh of relief. 

Then, suddenly, the kindness vanished. 

“You stupid idiot!” he bellowed right in Hikaru’s face. 

Why’s he yelling at me? Hikaru thought. He knows I didn’t do anything immoral. I’ve got 

nothing to feel guilty about. So why’s he so angry? 

“So you mean to tell me,” Focker said evenly, controlling his temper, “that you were alone for 

an entire week with a girl… and you didn’t do anything?” 

“That’s right.” 

“You moron! You fool! You… ditherer! Are you really a man?” 

“Huh?” 

“You think you were being a gentleman, but you’re just a spineless wimp!” 

“Now wait just a minute…!” 

“Just as I thought, you haven’t grown up at all. You’re already eighteen and you can’t figure 

out a girl’s way of thinking? To start with, what did you talk about with Minmay when you were 

together?” 

“Well… stuff. Like how terrible the war is, and wondering how the Earth was doing. And, 

and… our dreams of the future, and the kissing scene in that TV movie Minmay was in…” 

“That’s the point!” 

“What is?” 

“Moron. Talking about kissing, of course! If a boy says something like that to a girl, she’ll take 

it as a hint. ‘Wow,’ she’ll think, ‘I actually would like to kiss this guy!’” 

“Uh… really?” 
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“Hikaru, tell me frankly. Did Minmay act physically repulsed by you?” 

“No, I wouldn’t say that… at all…” 

“You see? That’s what I’m–” Focker abruptly shut his mouth. Then he leaned close and 

whispered, “Look, just stop pretending to be male, okay?” Then he straightened up. “Stop it 

now! I’m serious!” His mood suddenly changed. “Hey, Kakizaki, Max, let’s go to a really great 

place I know. We’ll leave this washout here to get pissed off and stew in his own juices.” 

Focker grabbed Kakizaki and Max by the shoulders and led them off, away from a speechless 

Hikaru. 

Pfft. Stop pretending to be male? What am I supposed to do, become a hermaphrodite? He 

thought, furious. 

And then he realized he was acting exactly the way Focker said he would, and felt even more 

enraged. 
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Misa 5 
A dream– 

A strange dream. 

For the past few days, Misa had been tormented by nightmares. 

This dream, however, was very different. 

It was a memory from her past, both bitter and sweet. 

The season was winter. 

Tiny white balloons were dancing in the sky. 

A still, silent form, 

Misa stood, dyed purest white. 

A white party in the silence. 

In a wedding dress, Misa danced. 

Dum-dum-de-dumm, dum-dum-de-dum. 

Her first love had arrived. 

Lieutenant Riber. 

Let’s go off together! 

A lullaby for just us two. 

A distant, longed-for world that she didn’t recognize. 

No words needed, just to grip it in her hand. 

The city, the forest, the sea, the sky… all were singing. 

An embrace. 

At least just once. 
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Just that, and yet… 

A small, far corner of a world that no one knew but her. 

And then, Second Lieutenant Riber went off alone. 

The white balloons had burst, and now, the threat of rain… 

The long forgotten past now knocked on the door. 

Night had come. 

A night studded with dazzling stars. 

She wanted to dance. 

With anyone. 

The tedium of loneliness. 

Lt. Riber wasn’t here. 

The memories… 

One, two, three, four, five…  

A recollection with no end. 

From darkness to darkness, it vanished. 

Her body sank further into the dream. 

“Misa Hayase.” 

From where did that gentle man’s voice come? 

She knew she wasn’t drunk. There was no need for it…  

Each memory gave birth to another. 

And the next memory produced yet another. 

And each memory was but a pretty illusion. 
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Scattered leaves. 

All they did was get in the way of the bright new days ahead… 

“What’s the matter, Misa? You look down.” Claudia’s voice shook Misa back to herself. 

“Looks like you’re dwelling on your old boyfriend again.” 

“Uh, you can tell?” 

“You’re terrible at hiding things. It’s always written all over your face. Look, he died on Mars, 

and the memories do nothing but make you miserable.” 

“Don’t be mean, Claudia.” 

“Seriously, just forget him and move on.” 

Misa said nothing in reply. 

“As I’ve said before, it’s useless. Just go and find someone new.” 

“No thank you. Too much trouble.” 

“If you keep saying that, you’ll end sitting in the priority seats for the elderly, still without 

having found someone.” 

“That’s if any of us survive long enough.” 

“Oh, you’re hopeless!” Claudia paused, then brightened. “I know! I’m meeting Roy tonight at 

the officer’s club. It’ll be full of cute guys. You can go on a boyhunt!” 

“But you’ll be on a date with him. I’d just get in the way.” 

“Nonsense, Roy and I don’t get all mushy with each other. And you’re pretty. He’ll be glad to 

have you with us.” 

Misa politely declined Claudia’s invitation. 
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And so, she returned to her quarters, alone, and after a while started preparing her dinner. 

Tonight this meal seems especially lonely. Maybe it would be fun to go out to some lively 

restaurant and just have a good time. 

As this thought crossed her mind, her phone rang. 

“What the heck, Hayase? Why you gotta be so wishy-wishy? You’re a young, pretty woman. 

Don’t stay hidden in your room all the time. Come on out. We’re waiting. Okay?” 

The line disconnected with a click. 

Needless to say, the call was from Major Focker, being his usual egotistical self. 

He sounded a little drunk, too, Misa thought with a wry grin, but really, she was happy. It 

showed Focker’s regard for her that he had given her no time to refuse before hanging up. There 

was no “yes or no” about it. It had been like an order, and so Misa had to go. And it wasn’t that 

she didn’t want to go. She started changing her clothes, a new spring in her step. 

The officers’ club was bustling. 

Misa didn’t visit the club very often. However, at times, she felt like going there. It was nice to 

be surrounded by other military folk, in a place that didn’t stink of battle. 

In reality, though, they were still being pursued by the alien battleships, and no one knew when 

the next attack would come. They sought to escape the overwhelming sense of dread they all felt. 

Misa heard discussions of cooking, music, soap operas, politics, books, and a jumble of other 

topics all around her. 

People are indomitable, she thought with sudden admiration. Right now, at any moment, we 

could all be horribly killed in an enemy attack. 
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But here, there was the illusion that the entire war with the aliens simply wasn’t happening. 

“Now listen up. Have a drink. Having a little alcohol in your system isn’t a bad thing at all. If 

you say no, I’ll force you. This is an order, lieutenant!” Major Focker laughed. 

Misa was grateful for his and Claudia’s concern for her. The couple didn’t have the same days 

off very often. There were both extremely busy, and couldn’t spend as much time alone together 

as they’d like. And yet they had given up that precious time for Misa. 

I don’t want to impose on their hospitality. I’ll leave as soon as there’s an appropriate moment, 

she thought. 

Then she saw the maitre d’ ushering Hikaru into the club, and the young pilot marched directly 

towards their table. 

It looks like he still hasn’t gotten over his mood, she thought, noting that he was looking down, 

avoiding her gaze. 

The crowd recognized Hikaru as he walked through the club, and one of the soldiers whistled 

and cried out, “Hey, look, it’s the horniest man of the century!” 

Hearing that, Focker looked up, and noticed Hikaru just as he arrived at the table. 

“Major Focker, sir. Here’s the chart for tomorrow’s patrol that you requested.” 

“Oh. Thanks. Sit down and have a drink, Hikaru.” 

“Um, thanks, but uh…” 

It was beyond obvious that Hikaru was uncomfortable around Misa. 

“I think I’ll be going,” she said. “I think my presence bothers Second Lieutenant Ichijo.” 

“Hikaru, your superior officer is trying to make room for you. Hurry up and sit down. Hayase, 

stay. Let’s talk for a bit. As you were, as you were.” 
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Misa had lost her chance to leave. Hikaru squirmed in next to her. 

“Hayase, come on,” said Focker. “What’s with that cold expression? You should try to act more 

like a woman when you’re off duty.” 

“A person’s habits are not always easily changed,” she replied. 

Hikaru smiled ruefully, but only for a moment. 

Focker laughed. “You’ve got a point. So here we’ve got an officer who can’t loosen up and just 

be feminine. And next to her we’ve got a man with so little self-confidence that he can’t even 

make a pass at a cute girl when he’s alone with her for an entire week. What am I to do with you 

two?” Focker then knocked back his glass of whiskey and swallowed it in one gulp. 

“Roy, don’t drink so much. You know it’s bad for you.” 

“Why should I worry about that? I could be killed at any time.” He poured more whiskey into 

his glass, but his hand was trembling uneasily. 

Focker was the type who could drink all night and his face would never show it; still, it was 

clear to everyone that he was quite drunk. 

“Look, Hayase. You’re a woman. But you never show any vulnerability, so you don’t seem 

pretty. It’s time. Even if what a man does is wrong, it’s sometimes important to pretend he’s 

right.” 

Is… is he trying to make a pass at me? 

She glanced over and observed Hikaru. Next to Focker, he seemed as quiet and timid as a 

mouse. 
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He’s really stiff and hanging his head, but I wouldn’t blame him for laughing at me on the 

inside. Still… even if what Major Focker is saying is right, I can’t be that kind of cute, carefree 

girl. 

“Here, you can’t look at a man with that kind of scorn on your face. Sometimes you gotta play 

dumb. Laughing loudly with your friends and eating fruit parfait in a coffee shop, or when you 

see a cockroach on the floor, you gotta act sincerely frightened. Or if a man tells a dirty joke, it’s 

necessary to act like a cutesy girl who doesn’t get it.” 

“Roy,” Claudia spoke up, “aren’t you always saying you hate girls like that?” 

“It depends on the time and place… I mean, Hayase here is always proper and serious, never 

relaxing her posture. Of course guys think a girl like that is prominent, elite… they respect her. 

However… they won’t ever fall for her. You’re really driven at your work, but a man with real 

spirit won’t fall in love with you. For a man to like her, sometimes a girl has to let loose a bit. 

“Hmph. You’re just stating what you like,” said Claudia. 

“Don’t be stupid, all men are the same. We think a girl who depends on us is cute. We want to 

feel like if we’re not around, she can’t do anything. The kind of girl who can make a man believe 

he will always win out. That’s the kind of girl men like. 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. Men will 

always search for a girl who imposes herself on them. Get it, Hayase? I like women. So go to 

pieces sometimes. Collapse! Toss your pride! Your self-importance is a load of crap! It’s 

important that sometimes you break down.” 

He paused from his rambling and grinned at Misa. 
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“So, how ‘bout it, Hayase? You and me, busting up everything you’ve been holding inside until 

now. I’ll help you let it all out.” 

Misa gasped. Focker was the first man who had ever propositioned her in this way. In spite of 

herself, she flushed red. 

Focker laughed again. “I’m just joking! Don’t be so gullible. See, Hayase? That’s what comes 

from being too serious all the time, eh?” 

Next to her, Hikaru had an unreadable smile on his face. Focker didn’t fail to notice it, either. 

“Don’t laugh, Hikaru, you’ve got your own problems,” he snapped. 

“Uh… okay.” 

Focker turned from Misa to Hikaru. It was his turn now. 

“You’re a man, aren’t you? Sometimes you’ve got to really go after a girl. Don’t worry so 

much about hurting her feelings. If you really love her, be aggressive!” 

“Um…” 

“Not everything between a man and a woman is gonna be sweetness and light. What are you 

gonna do when you’re having an argument? But men and women have to love each other.” 

Misa felt a stab of pain in her heart. 

Men and women have to love each other. 

She felt Focker’s words keenly and painfully. 

Men and women should love each other… it’s obvious, of course, but for me… 

She was still the girl who had forgotten love in favor of sorrow. Since Lieutenant Riber, her 

first love, had died, any sense of romance in her had failed to sprout. 

She and Hikaru involuntarily exchanged a glance, but neither of them spoke. 
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Focker continued to speak about love. 

What association is Hikaru Ichijo making with these words? I wonder what he’s thinking right 

now. 

But of course a vulgar boy like him would be worried about love. I’m sure of it. But what 

exactly is he worried about? It might be interesting to peek into his soul right now… assuming he 

even has one. She was dwelling on the worried-looking Hikaru, but couldn’t figure out why. 

“Roy,” said Claudia, “you’ve said enough. Look, you’re bringing everybody down.” 

“But someone needs to push some sense into their heads. Hikaru, Hayase, do you two get it 

yet? From now on, act like real men and women! From your head to your toes! It’s not just 

something you say, it’s not just something you nibble at, it’s a role that you have to dedicate 

yourself to. Open your eyes and really see.” 

He suddenly grabbed Claudia and hugged her tightly. 

“Roy!” She gave a squeak of surprise. But it was too late. Squarely putting his hands on each 

side of her face, he pressed his lips against hers. 

She squeaked again, softly. Ignoring her protest, Focker kissed her more passionately. Misa 

gasped. Hikaru stared, dumbfounded. Finally, Claudia turned her head away and took a deep 

breath. 

“See? They’re both shocked,” she cried. 

“Ah, that’s all right. Hikaru, Hayase, a long time ago, a playwright came up with a good idea. 

A kiss on the hand shows respect, a kiss on the forehead shows friendship. A kiss on the cheek 

shows affection. A kiss on closed eyelids shows desire, a kiss on the palm shows a request, a kiss 
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on the wrist shows lust, and a kiss on the lips shows love. And going further…” Focker laughed 

again. “But you’re all tearing your hair out already, I see.” He started kissing Claudia again. 

“Major Focker!” someone cheered, and Misa noticed that many of the other guests at the club 

were watching intently. 

“Go for it!” 

“All right, man!” 

It was all too much for Misa. “Excuse me,” she said to Hikaru, as she made motions to leave. 

“What,” said Focker, “you running away?” 

“Well…” Misa said, looking down in embarrassment. 

Then the maitre d’ called from the front and said, “Is there a Mr. Hikaru Ichijo here? You have 

a phone call, sir.” 

“Me?” Hikaru called back 

“From a member of your family.” 

“Huh? My family?” 

“This way, please.” 

Hikaru looked mystified as he stood and walked over to the maitre d’, who led him to the 

phone. 

Family? Misa thought. The word had a warm echo to it, and was at odds with the insolent and 

selfish Ichijo that she knew. 

Her thoughts were confirmed when she heard Major Focker murmuring “Hikaru’s family…?” 

in confusion. 
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Hikaru 5 
Hikaru felt like he had died and gone to heaven. 

Minmay called me, wanting to meet up. She even apologized for all the hassles that have been 

happening! She’s definitely not just another shameless glamour queen! 

It was nighttime on the ship, and most of the lamps in the city had been turned off. His heart 

was pounding as he ran through the dark thicket of trees. 

Has she been concerned for me even through all this uproar? 

Following a small path through the dim copse, there was a park. And Hikaru had been running 

to it at full speed. 

Will Minmay be waiting for me all alone? 

He suddenly felt uneasy. There was a TV variety show aboard the ship called “Surprise 

Camera.” They created shocking situations for celebrities and even for normal people, and 

broadcast the people acting confused and flustered. The viewers adored peeking in on their 

favorite actors and singers being humiliated. 

What if I’m just falling into one of their traps? 

A faint terror crept up on him. 

Well, if it happens, it happens. 

He felt completely embarrassed. He’d been feeling embarrassed a lot lately… how long was 

this going to go on? 

But now, he still wanted to see Minmay again, even if just for a moment. And that feeling was 

stronger than his suspicions. 

The nighttime park was silent. 
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The air was filled with the fragrance of the trees and flowers. 

The only illumination was from the park’s pay phone, but there was no one there. 

A nearby fountain burbled, the only vestige of the noisy tumult of the park in daytime. 

“Miss Minmay?” Hikaru called out softly. He didn’t want to break the stillness of the night. 

There was no response except the faint rustling of the trees. 

“It’s Hikaru Ichijo,” he hissed. 

A swing, a slide, a jungle gym. Hikaru silently ran his eyes over the whole area. 

Then, out of the corner of his eye, he saw a faint flutter of movement from a nearby red bench. 

Minmay was here after all! 

A silent form sitting on the bench resolved itself in the gloom. 

“Miss Minmay.” 

“Good evening.” 

Hikaru rushed over to her. Minmay turned towards him. She was wearing a large pair of 

glasses to conceal her face. 

“Shoot,” she said. “You recognized me?” 

“Of course. I have all your photo books.” 

“And I tried so hard to disguise myself…” 

“I guess it’d be bad if we were discovered here, huh?” 

“I’m sorry for that line before about how we were practicing for a movie. I couldn’t think of 

any other excuse…” 

“It’s okay.” 
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“Thanks,” she said with a nod. “Hey, now that you’re here, let’s go out on the town and have 

fun.” 

“Okay… but it has to be a place where we won’t be seen.” 

Trying to feel brave, he held out his hand to her. She took it with enthusiasm and stood up. 

Grasping her hand tightly, he led her off running. 

But what are we gonna do? There seems to be exhaustion and loneliness hidden behind 

Minmay’s smile, he thought, and swiftly decided that he just wanted to show her an extremely 

good time, and not try to get her into bed. 

Hand in hand, they left the park and headed towards the shopping district. 

The amusement area of Macross City was overfilled with lurid neon signs. Lovers’ clubs, strip 

clubs, hostess bars, karaoke/snack bars… it was crowded with happy-looking middle-aged men. 

But around the corner from that was the fashionable area for young people. Boutiques that 

stayed open late, coffee shops, discos, and live music clubs lined the streets. Also around there, 

“café bars” had started popping up. They were a combination coffee house and bar, where young 

women would go to escape the crowds, and have tea, or coffee, or a Campari and soda. They 

served simple fare like spaghetti and cake, and were generally brightly-lit and cheerful shops. 

Each café bar had its own aesthetic, with themes such as art, music, or surfing, and they were 

popular among female college students and young adults. Hikaru and Minmay went into one. 

Well, it’s not a “Surprise Camera” set up, at least… Hikaru sighed in relief. 

It was the first time the two of them had been alone together since they’d been trapped, and 

they were enjoying it. 
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After the café bar, they went to an arcade and competed with each other on some video games. 

He didn’t hold back while playing, and thoroughly trounced Minmay. 

He felt like he was dreaming as they played, and thought that they were becoming closer now. 

He felt like he was gradually coming to know Lynn Minmay as an individual girl, not as an idol 

singer, and they were becoming close friends. Already, any wall around his heart had fallen, and 

he was talking to her in a carefree manner, as though she were just a normal girl. 

However, to young people in general, Lynn Minmay was an idol, impossibly glamorous and 

sought-after.  

“Hey, that girl over there… isn’t that Lynn Minmay?” 

“No way! Oh, wait… yeah, it is! It’s Minmay!” 

“Wow, Minmay’s here!” 

Once some of the young people started murmuring and pointing, it instantly became a mob. 

Hikaru and Minmay quickly left, trying to lose themselves in the crowd outside. 

But to avoid the public gaze, where could they run to? They sneaked away to a large 

observation deck where they could view outer space. 

On the screen at the observation deck, they saw Saturn shining brightly and beautifully. 

“It’s so pretty…” Minmay breathed, enraptured, staring at the planet’s rings. 

Hikaru drew closer to her. 

Viewing Saturn from the observation deck felt like a dream come true. 

It’s such a wonderful feeling to be here, and I’m sure it’s because Saturn is so close. And I’m 

next to Minmay… touching her, even! This is the greatest! Hikaru’s heart was about to burst from 

his happiness at being invited on this date, as he gazed at Minmay’s profile. 
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However, Minmay seemed to be feeling the opposite. Her face suddenly fell. “I’m sick of it,” 

she murmured. 

Hikaru drew back, surprised. 

“Being an entertainer,” she finished. 

“Your dream is to be a singer, right? I guess you’ve got to deal with some annoyances.” 

“You probably think I’m acting spoiled and selfish.” 

“Everyone’s got it rough, right?” 

“Yeah, I guess hard times come unexpectedly for everyone.” 

“Working with other people is always difficult, isn’t it?” 

Minmay smiled ruefully. “My work involves selling dreams to people, but behind the scenes, it 

can be pretty ugly.” 

“They say that every rose has its thorns.” 

“I guess it’s okay for a little while. I want to have the dreams everyone else has forgotten 

about.” 

“What kind of dreams?” 

“Just dreams, you know. Something that isn’t reality.” 

“C’mon, tell me. I want to hear your dreams.” 

“Well… for example, looking at Saturn’s rings, I’d love to fly around in them.” 

“Hmmm…” 

“Wouldn’t it be great, though?” 

“You really want to do that?” 
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Minmay chuckled. “Yeah, but it’s impossible. I mean, you can’t breathe in outer space, and I 

don’t have wings on my back like an angel, so…” 

“You can still do it, though.” 

Minmay blinked. 

“Come on, let’s try it!” 

Minmay’s expression was confused as Hikaru grabbed her hand tightly. 

This is gonna be a really amazing date! She’ll thank me, for sure! 

Hikaru knew what he was planning to do had potentially serious consequences, but all he could 

think about now was making Minmay happy. 

I just want to see her face brighten up a bit, even if only for a moment… 

Pulling her along by the hand, he led her to the Valkyrie hangar. 

His plan was to take her up in a Valkyrie and go swimming in Saturn’s rings. 

“But,” she asked, “is it okay for me to fly in a military fighter?” 

“Just leave it all to me,” Hikaru replied. He had a plan. 

There was a checkpoint at the area in the hangar where the Valkyries were parked. This 

checkpoint was the proverbial “locked door” — the guards were strict, and permission to enter 

was only rarely granted to non-pilots. If Hikaru tried to force Minmay through, all it would take 

was the flip of one switch, and a ship-wide emergency call would be made and the passageway 

to the launching catapult would be closed tight. 

But still, the one who would make the emergency call was human, and humans always had 

blind spots. And Hikaru was pretty sure he knew what this officer’s blind spot was. 

“Um… Excuse me, sir?” 
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“Hmm?” The officer peered at Hikaru, the eyes behind his glasses cold and stern. 

Hikaru held out the patrol schedule that he had drawn up for Major Focker earlier. 

I’m lucky. Somehow, fate is on my side here, Hikaru thought, smiling complacently.  

“I’ve been ordered by Major Focker to get the flight points for tomorrow’s patrol checked, sir.” 

The guarding officer, a man of little power and influence, noted both Major Focker’s signature 

on the paper, and Hikaru’s unfaltering manner. 

Now the only problem is Minmay. 

While the officer pored over the schedule, with Hikaru explaining the flight plan at great 

length, Minmay swiftly entered the hangar. 

Hikaru laughed as he entered. “Wow, you snuck through the checkpoint like a pro!” 

Showing only slight nervousness, Minmay got into a two-seater Valkyrie behind Hikaru, and 

they took off. 

“Won’t you get in trouble for lying?” 

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll make up some story, and the whole incident will get lost in the 

confusion.” 

Their Valkyrie made a beeline for Saturn’s rings. 

Minmay gave an excited cheer. 

The rings shone ever more beautifully than they had from the observation deck. 

“You walk forward, ignoring me, 

Sulking, I follow behind. 

On the white beach, continually dazzling. 
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You say I’m falling for him, 

But I love you more. 

Always together on Sunset Beach. 

A salt breeze blows, a big wave, 

He begins to occupy my heart, 

And he leaps in joy. 

Surfing, the sun, a pendant, 

An afternoon on Sunset Beach. 

Her singing voice rang throughout space. 

At this point, neither Hikaru nor Minmay knew that Minmay’s singing would reduce the alien 

enemies to quaking in fear if they could hear it. 

Carrying a surfboard on his head, 

He’s proud of his suntanned skin 

And the girls encircle him. 

The pendant I gave him 

Is replaced with a different one. 

Alone and lonely on Sunset Beach 

 The sea breeze dies down, it’s twilight. 

My bare feet still feel hot. 

I’m giving up on that flighty boy. 
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I’m waiting for you, the dreamy one. 

Dreaming on Sunset Beach.” 

Hikaru and Minmay flew about nimbly as small lumps of ice bounced off their Valkyrie. To the 

rhythm of Minmay’s lively voice singing “Sunset Beach,” Hikaru flew like an acrobat, reliving 

his glory days in the air circus. 

“Wow… this is so much fun!” 

“All right… let’s try a super ultra triple reverse loop now!” 

Beep-beep-beep. It was the callsign signal. 

We’ve been found out. This is bad! 

He ignored the callsign signal, but by habit flipped the switch to turn the receiving monitor on. 

Misa’s face appeared on it, and she looked furious. Hikaru hated his own hand for activating 

the monitor. 

Minmay, flustered and trembling, tried to conceal herself, but it was useless. 

“No use hiding,” Misa said. “Second Lieutenant Ichijo, you just don’t know when to quit, do 

you? Miss Minmay, show your face!” 

“I’m sorry,” Minmay said quietly. 

“I’m amazed!” Misa exclaimed to Hikaru. “Using a Valkyrie for a personal joyride!” 

“It isn’t Hikaru’s fault!” Minmay protested. “I demanded that he take me!” 

Suddenly, Kaifun, Minmay’s manager, appeared on the screen. 

“Minmay!” he said. “Come back immediately!” 
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“Boss!” Minmay cried. Faced with her manager, who controlled and organized her entire 

schedule, Minmay’s expression naturally became one of naked fear. 

“Where are you calling us from?” Hikaru asked. Checking his monitor, it looked like there was 

a small shuttle approaching. 

Dammit! They’re not just demanding us to return, they’re actually coming out specially to meet 

us! 

Kaifun spoke up. “If the media ever found out about this, it would the end of Minmay’s career! 

The senior officers are going to have to work overtime to keep a lid on this. They aren’t going to 

excuse your behavior this time.” 

“I understand,” Hikaru said. “I’ll accept my punishment.” 

“Is there a more deplorable soldier anywhere?” scolded Misa. “Now hurry and get back to the 

ship!” 

“Understood…” 

Seeing Minmay look so dejected – she was even sniffling, a little – Hikaru, with great effort, 

pulled his face into a grin and tried to laugh heartily. “Well, we’re in hot water, huh?” 

Minmay reached out and embraced him. “I’m sorry,” she murmured forlornly.  

He said I’d be punished… I wonder what it’s going to be? 

Minmay held tight to Hikaru, and he felt the warmth that she was radiating. 
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Misa 6 
“What’s that?” Misa thought she saw a light like a moving object in the distance behind her 

ship. At first she thought it must have been an illusion, but then, in a matter of seconds, her ship 

was surrounded by a group of enemy Battle Pods. 

“Oh no,” she breathed. 

Kaifun, sitting next her in the small craft, cried out in a wild, strangled voice. “Captain Hayase, 

you’ve got to save Minmay! If anything happens to her, I’ll make sure you and the entire military 

take responsibility for it!” 

Misa didn’t respond to Kaifun’s outburst, but swiftly sent out a message. “This is Misa Hayase. 

Please connect me to Major Focker’s quarters immediately.” 

The Battle Pods drew their circle tighter around Misa’s ship and Hikaru’s two-seater Valkyrie. 

“Hurry up!” Kaifun yelled. 

This is taking too long… why hasn’t the line connected to his room yet? 

Just as she was losing patience, her call was answered… by Claudia’s sleep-clogged voice! 

“Misa…? What is it?” 

It’s the middle of the night, and Claudia’s in Focker’s quarters? For a moment, she thought the 

communication network must have gotten some of its wires crossed, but then suddenly, she 

understood. 

“Please, get Major Focker out here. It’s urgent!” 

“Roy was extremely tired and is dead to the world right now. Or, I guess what I really mean to 

say is that he drank way too much and passed out.” 
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“I’m begging you to please wake him up!” she cried desperately. Major Focker was the only 

person aboard the Macross she could think of who could help them now. He was the most 

reliable pilot on the ship. 

Before her eyes, the enemy Battle Pods surrounded the two-seater Valkyrie Hikaru was flying 

and drew the circle tight. 

That’s strange. Why aren’t they instantly attacking? 

Why am I wondering about unnecessary things in an emergency like this? I really am just a 

stupid woman. 

But it’s odd. It looks like they have no intention of firing on us. 

Are they trying to capture us? 

Is that even possible? 

The way they’re moving, it does look like they trying to grab us. 

But what for? 

Do they want to use lower-ranked personnel like ourselves as some kind of bait? 

Wait… they’re probably trying to abduct Minmay! She’s the most famous star aboard the 

Macross, after all. Were they planning on using her as a pretext to make the Macross surrender? 

No, that’s unlikely. Up to now, the aliens have always had the ability to destroy us, and that’s 

seemingly been their only goal. They’ve always possessed greater firepower than we’ve had. Out 

here in the depths of space, it would always be a simple matter for them to defeat us. 

The thoughts spun about inside Misa’s head, but they always ended up returning to her original 

dilemma. 
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“Minmay! Help Minmay!” Frustrated by his inability to do anything, Kaifun just yelled this 

over and over. 

“It’s fine, Mr. Kaifun, sir. It doesn’t look like the aliens are trying to kill us.” 

“That’s your answer? What the hell is fine about any of this?” 

This Kaifun might boast of being the best entertainment manager on board the ship, but when it 

came to battle, he was a complete amateur. 

Can’t he do anything but shout and complain? 

By all rights, surrounded by such confusion, Misa could be forgiven for getting upset, but 

always when everything around her was going crazy, she was the opposite, never outwardly 

losing her cool. 

“And what do you propose we do, sir?” 

Agitation mixed with uncertainty inside her. It felt almost like the excessive excitement of 

setting out on an adventure. But then, the agitation instantly vanished. 

Misa cried out involuntarily in shock. The giant black shadow of a battleship suddenly 

appeared and opened a port to take them in. It had been lying in wait the whole time. 

Her legs froze and her whole body started trembling. 

It would be better if I chewed through my own tongue and died right now. 

No… this is the perfect chance to learn more about the enemy. Anyhow, any experience is 

preferable to death. 

Her body was still shivering, but an observer might have thought that she was shaking from 

excitement, as her mind filled with ideas. 

Both Ichijo’s training Valkyrie and Misa’s shuttle were pulled into the ship’s gaping mouth. 
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But just then…  

“Hayase! You still alive?” 

“Yes! At least for now.” Misa answered as she switched on her monitor, to see the face of 

Major Focker. 

“Well, looks like Hikaru’s gone an’ got himself in trouble again. What a useless guy,” Focker 

slurred, then hiccuped. “Hayase, I’m comin’ to help ya now.” 

Major Focker is… drunk! He must have had too much. And because he didn’t have time to 

sleep it off, he’s completely inebriated! 

Misa steeled herself and faced the realization that she wouldn’t be going back to the Macross. 

Her life, which seemed to have so many years left to go, would be cut short. And having thus 

resigned herself to her fate, she also knew that there was no reason for Focker and whatever 

pilots from his Valkyrie team had come along with him to die uselessly on her behalf. 

“Major Focker, get away from here!” 

“Don’ be stupid… yer the one who called for help.” 

“That may be true, but please leave now!” 

Nevertheless, Focker’s fighter continued racing towards them. 

To protect the battleship, a large group of enemy Battle Pods emerged and swarmed the 

Valkyrie team. But Focker demolished the defense field, and resolutely charged forward. 

That man… What can Focker be thinking? We’ve already been captured now. He has no hope 

of rescuing us. He’s a smart man, he must already know this, so why? Out of a sense of duty? Is it 

because of Ichijo? He is like a little brother to Focker… 
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Because she knew that he was such an accomplished pilot, his reckless headlong rush made no 

sense to her. 

“Wonderful! That Focker is a man among men! To jump into an enemy ship with just one 

plane!” Kaifun exclaimed with joy, breaking his long, tense silence and shocking Misa. 

At that moment, a loud buzzing sound started. 

Are we going to fold!? Misa suspected they were. Then they were enveloped in a blinding light, 

and her thought was confirmed. 

“Transference across the dimensions.” This is what people called “fold navigation.” 

Misa and the others aboard the ship, as time became infinite, used a warp in space to travel far 

away, instantaneously.  

They arrived, crossing a vast gulf of outer space, and countless alien battleships were waiting 

for them. 

“What the… look at that!” 

“There are so many!” 

“This is insane!” 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa…” 

“It’s a massive group!” 

“How is this even possible?” 

Misa and the others were tossed about by successive waves of terror and astonishment. Their 

thought processes were paralyzed, and all their faculties ground to a halt. 
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The inside of Misa’s head was pure chaos and confusion. However, her mind was already 

beginning to sort through the tumult, fitting together the known facts about the enemy. 

The aliens are well over twice as large as a human. 

They are called the “Zentradi.” 

They were fighting a massive war across space against another group of aliens. 

Their behavior suggests that they are, for some reason, frightened of us. 

They’re trying to figure out if we’re what they call “Protoculture.” 

They were shocked to learn that males and females live together in our society. 

They have an abnormal interest in the fact that we wear decorations like pendants or rings. 

Moreover, it appears as though they’ve infiltrated the Macross at least once, and brought 

various objects back with them. 

As she mulled over these thoughts, Misa had a leap of sudden intuition about reports that she’d 

heard. Three strange men, one of them wearing a skirt. Thieves who stole a mannequin and a 

broken refrigerator, among other things. They had to have been the Zentradi. 

And they were shocked by Minmay’s singing. Even as they proceeded with their investigation, 

they started to fear us more, day by day. 

Misa frantically tried to think this all through, but she couldn’t put any of it together, and fell 

into despair. 

“All of you, look up!” The deep voice of the giant called Britai sounded as though it were 

reverberating up from the depths of hell. “This room has automatic translation equipment. You 

will be able to understand our questions. Answer them.” 
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Misa remained silent. 

If we could somehow respond in a way that could turn the tables so that we could learn about 

them… I have to figure out what to ask. 

Britai fixed his stare on Ichijo and demanded, “You are with Meltrandi miclones. Why?” 

“Meltrandi miclones? What does that even mean?” Ichijo, clearly fighting off his terror, replied 

blankly. 

“Do not feign ignorance. Right here, there are two Meltrandi miclones. Why did you not kill 

them?” 

“Huh? By ‘Meltrandi,’ do you mean girls?” 

He’s giving away too much! Already! Misa thought, annoyed by Ichijo’s thoughtless comment. 

“Second Lieutenant Ichijo, that’s enough,” she said. 

“Huh?” 

“I’ll answer the questions.” 

“I’m not revealing any secrets or anything,” he protested. 

“Nevertheless, Lieutenant, I’ll do the talking.” 

Listening to Misa and Ichijo bickering, Britai smiled for the first time. “This quarreling, is this 

as far as you go? Why do you not attack each other forcefully? And why did you become 

miclones?” 

What’s a “miclone”? she thought. No matter… it’s time to turn the tables. 

Misa turned to Britai and replied flatly, “We were born as miclones. We didn’t become this 

way.” 
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“What?” exclaimed Britai. “You were ‘born’ as miclones? There is nothing like that in all of 

our vast records. You are lying.” 

Miclone. It must mean a normal-sized human. He must think that we were born giants, and 

then deliberately made ourselves small, I’m sure of it. 

Britai turned again to Hikaru. “Once more, answer me. Why do you not fight Meltrandi?” 

Before Ichijo could answer, Focker broke in, saying, “Fight? Are you kidding? It’s far better to 

hug a woman than to fight her.” 

“‘Hug’? What is ‘hug’?” 

“This!” In the midst of the confusion, Focker threw his arms around Minmay and embraced 

her. A little gasp escaped her body, but it was drowned out by a confused roar from the alien 

which made the whole room shake. 

Still gulping for breath, Britai demanded, “Do males and females of your kind always do such 

things?” 

“Yes, with a kiss and everything else included.” 

“‘Kiss’? ‘Kiss’? Show me what ‘kiss’ is.” 

Focker leaned his face in towards Minmay’s. 

“No! Mr. Soldier, stop!” an embarrassed Minmay cried, shaking her head. 

Focker flinched and stepped back. 

“What are you doing. Hurry up!” Britai commanded. 

Focker looked over at Misa. 

Me…? He can’t be thinking that! 

Misa felt flustered. The ball was in her court now. 
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“Hayase,” Focker said, putting his hands on Misa’s arms, “that alien looks very angry. If we 

don’t do this, he’ll probably kill us all.” 

It’s too late for me. I can’t act the ingenue. 

She closed her eyes dutifully. 

Focker’s warm lips touched Misa’s. He gently pulled on her lower lip with his mouth. 

Aa. 

Focker’s surprise attack threw Misa in a whirl. But she wasn’t the only one. Britai and the 

surrounding Zentradi all looked aghast and started shouting in horror. 

“This ‘kiss’… what could it be for!?” 

“A male and a female attached at the mouth? It’s unthinkable!” 

“My- my chest! I can’t breathe!” 

“My mind is disordered!” 

“What is this strange feeling in my chest?” 

The giants were in an uproar. 

Britai regained some composure and fixed his gaze on Kaifun and Minmay. “Do you also have 

the ability to perform this ‘kiss’?” he demanded.  

“Yes! Yes, we do!” Kaifun shrieked in desperation. He grabbed Minmay and pressed his lips 

against hers. As he did so, Minmay turned away from him and looked at Hikaru. Hikaru looked 

back at her, and their gazes intertwined gently. 

Second Lieutenant Ichijo and Minmay… are they in love? 

She could almost feel the beginnings of strong attraction between the two of them. 

“Isolate them. These two, they must be isolated.” 
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The other aliens, still agitated, grabbed Minmay and Kaifun. 

Are they planning to research males and females being together? They must be keeping them as 

samples. But… what will they do with Focker, Ichijo, and me? Will they kill us…? 

Misa was again overcome by fear. 

Then, throughout the battleship, a shrill siren rang out. 

“Meltrandi attack!” 

The ship once more erupted in confusion. 
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Hikaru 6 
“Hikaru, this could be our chance to escape!” Focker said in a suddenly optimistic tone, but 

Hikaru was dumbfounded and couldn’t move. Right in front of him, Minmay and Kaifun had 

kissed! 

Dammit, he thinks he’s got some kind of right to kiss her or do whatever he wants, just because 

he’s her manager? 

But Hikaru ran, following Focker down a corridor. With the clamor over the surprise attack, 

tiny Hikaru and the others could sneak through unnoticed, but they still had to be careful. 

“Hikaru, you and Hayase, get in your Valkyrie!” Focker ordered, running alongside him. 

“What about you, Sempai?” 

“I’ll be fine. But whatever happens, you have to protect Hayase. We have to get back to the 

Macross to report what we’ve learned about the enemy.” 

“Don’t you dare say that it’s gonna be easy! Do you really think we can get out of here?” 

“From the beginning to the end, we can never give up! Now move!” Focker urged as he shoved 

them both towards the training Valkyrie. 

“What about you?” Hikaru cried. 

“Just go! I’m going to rescue Minmay.” 

“I should be the one to rescue her,” Hikaru said indignantly. “Why don’t you leave with Lt. 

Hayase?” 

“Listen to your superior officer, you moron! Get going! Now!” 

“Uh, yessir.” Hikaru was uneasy. This wasn’t the place for an argument. He jumped into the 

cockpit of the trainer, gave Misa a hand to help lift her into the back seat, and started to launch. 
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Next, right before his eyes, giant warriors who were clearly female entered the room. 

Hikaru got ready to fire his laser cannons at them, but Focker called out, “Hikaru! Kiss! Kiss 

Hayase now!” 

“What? Oh, yeah.” He put his arm around Hayase, blurted out, “Sorry!” and then kissed her. 

The female warriors cried out and drew back, trembling in shock and horror. 

Now’s the moment. We need to escape, Hikaru thought, just as Misa’s open hand smacked his 

cheek, hard. 

“I will not allow you to do that a second time,” she said. 

“Oh, come on, I had to do it. It’s definitely not like I like you or anything,” Hikaru spat out 

angrily. 

What an awful woman. We don’t have time for this kind of grandstanding, we have to rescue 

Minmay! 

Hikaru pulled on the control stick and with a roar, the Valkyrie lifted up. 

The female warriors shook off their confusion and charged towards Hikaru’s trainer. 

“Hikaru, I’ll handle this!” Roy said over the radio. 

“Sempai, let’s do this together.” 

“Always running to me to help you out of a jam… Okay, let’s go. Now!” 

Then the female warriors’ Battle Pods surround Roy’s Valkyrie. 

Too late, Hikaru fired at them, destroying two Battle Pods, but beams from the others hit Roy’s 

fighter. It exploded. 

No! 

Before his eyes, Roy’s Valkyrie turned into a ball of fire and shrapnel. 
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“Sempai!” he yelled.  

The shockwaves from the explosion blew Hikaru’s trainer out of the battleship and into space. 

This is a cruel joke. 

What happened to Sempai? 

He can’t have been killed! 

Okay, Sempai. You got me. 

I mean, this has to be a trick or something… 

It’s not true. 

The confusion whirled about in Hikaru’s mind. 

“Ichijo, what are you doing? Listen to what Major Focker told you! We have to rescue 

Minmay, or else he died for nothing!” 

What just happened? What should he do now? Hikaru had lost all bearings. Misa’s words about 

Sempai dying for nothing pierced his chest like an icicle. 

Sempai is dead. 

Sempai just died, and she’s talking about it so calmly… 

I have to rescue Minmay. 

These three thoughts were all he could focus on. 

“Come back, Sempai!” he shouted, but he knew his words were useless. Misa’s appeal to him 

was well-intentioned, but Hikaru could only hear it as heartless and cold. 

Even so, he started searching for Minmay. 

Where are they quarantined? They have to be nearby. 

While pondering this, he nimbly evaded the savage battle raging around the ship. 
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It didn’t take too long before he located the isolation room. But then, an undulating glow 

started to envelop everything around him. It spread out, engulfing even the Valkyrie that Hikaru 

and Misa were both in. 

“This ship… it’s about to fold!” Misa cried. 

“Minmay!” yelled Hikaru. Through a porthole, he could see Minmay’s form as the light 

surrounded her and she began to vanish. Had he come so close to saving Minmay, only to have 

her snatched away? Could fate be so ironic? 

Pushing against the special explosive-resistant glass, he could see Minmay’s face. She looked 

up as her image began to waver and blur. 

“Hi-ka-ru…?” Minmay was replying to Hikaru, and he could see her mouth moving, but he 

couldn’t hear her voice. This was farewell. Now the light was surrounding him, and he could feel 

the fold beginning to happen. Minmay, the idol he had longed for. Minmay, the girl who had 

become a close friend. Minmay, the woman he now wanted to spend the rest of his life with. 

Lynn Minmay, the woman he could not live without, was being pulled away from him eternally. 

And even though he tried to suppress the thought with all his might, he couldn’t deny a sudden 

premonition that he would never see her again. 

A chill ran through his body, so strong that his very bones trembled. Before his eyes, Minmay 

vanished with the light and the Valkyrie he and Lisa were in went into the fold. He felt like he 

was falling, tumbling through a vast emptiness, and he lost consciousness. The curtain fell too 

abruptly on the ceremony of his adieux to Minmay.  

His Valkyrie bounced off from the light of the giant battleship’s fold, sending both he and Misa 

hurtling off to a different part of space than the one the ship was traveling towards.  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Part III 
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Hikaru and Misa 
How many hours had they lain unconscious? Hikaru awoke to his Valkyrie cockpit shuddering 

violently from impact. He looked around, and saw that they were floating in an expansive ocean. 

They must have crashed on some planet on the edge of space or something. For a while he sat 

dumb, forgetting to even grab the control stick, staring at the blue sea surrounding him. 

In the back of Hikaru’s mind, Roy’s death and his own last sight of Minmay both played and 

replayed endlessly, like a movie. He was exhausted down the bones, and could do nothing to get 

rid of the relentless scenes in his head. He viewed and reviewed these tragic moments, but even 

grieving for the dead and gone was more effort than he could muster right now. He felt guilty 

about that, but trying to get rid of the pictures in his mind took every ounce of will he had. He 

desperately wanted to focus only on the here and now: the vast blue waters, and off in the far 

distance, an indistinct blur that might be an island; and Misa Hayase, unconscious behind him in 

the cockpit; that was all he could see, and yet he was tormented by enormous anxiety and doubt. 

“Lt. Hayase, please wake up,” Hikaru said, reaching back and gently jostling her shoulder. He 

saw a thin, glistening track from her closed eyes down her cheeks, two lines of tears. So even 

First Lieutenant Hayase could cry! Once again, he was surprised that there was another side to 

her than the iron-masked, emotionless soldier’s face that she always showed. 

“Aa…” Misa started to wake up. She leaned forward and tried to speak, but couldn’t form 

words. Then she visibly shook off her befuddlement, and sat up straight. She never appeared 

flustered or confused around others, and after all, she was Hikaru’s superior officer. 

“Where are we?” she asked. 

“Who knows?” 
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“You saved both of us, though,” she said. It was half-statement, half-question. 

“Maybe, maybe not. I’m not sure yet.” 

“It’s completely silent. I have a bad feeling about this.” 

“Naturally. We’re not moving.” 

Hikaru grasped the control stick firmly. None of the gauges showed anything out of the 

ordinary. As he started to pull the throttle back, he noticed Misa quietly glaring at him. 

“What?” he growled. 

“So what’s your plan?” 

“Well… for starters, we should probably get to dry land… shouldn’t we?” 

“What brilliant thinking.” 

“Cut the sarcasm, please. It’s practically a miracle that we even landed on a planet. We should 

both probably start thinking about what we’re gonna do now.” 

Hikaru pulled hard on the throttle, and aimed the Valkyrie towards the island in the distance. 

Misa took a deep breath. This guy, she thought. He has no idea what to do when a girl feels 

uneasy. Shouldn’t he say something gallant, like, “Don’t worry about it. I’ll think of something”? 

I must be cursed, to be in a situation where I’m stuck alone with Hikaru Ichijo. 

“Oops,” he said. “This is bad.” 

“What did you do now?” 

“When I switched to gerwalk mode, the port wing fell out of gear.” 

“What did you say?” 

“Don’t get hysterical. Lemme see if I can try to land.” 
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The gerwalk was jolting wildly, and Hikaru was working strenuously to regain balance. In 

back, Misa was likewise being tossed about. Directly below them, the dark abyss of the the sea 

looked like a hungry mouth ready to devour them. Ichijo, as she’d expected, keep silent as he 

wrestled with the control stick. When he turned his head, she could see a light sheen of sweat on 

his nervous face. She focused on him as though concentrated in prayer. Without her even 

noticing it, a bud of admiration for him started to bloom in her heart. She may not have thought 

much of his aptitude as a soldier, but here under these desperate circumstances, his ability to 

control the gerwalk was impressive. Having lost his commanding officer and revered Sempai, 

Major Focker, and after his tragic separation from Lynn Minmay, the singer he longed for, even 

with all that weighing down on him, he showed no trace of woe as he fixed his complete 

attention on flying the gerwalk. He might have a terrible personality, but he could be reliable at 

times. 

The gerwalk tilted wildly and dropped. A rocky mountain appeared before her eyes. The only 

place to land was a minuscule sandy beach. Misa felt queasy, like iron chains were tightening 

around her stomach, but she held tight and endured it. Complaining wouldn’t help here. 

“In spite of everything, soldiers must always appear strong, even when they feel weak.” 

She regretted the abuse she’d heaped on Ichijo. The gerwalk rose again, turning sharply to 

avoid hitting the mountainside, and Ichijo managed to land it on the edge of the water. With one 

wing out of gear, though, the landing was more of a violent collision with ground. Misa’s body 

bounced around inside the cockpit. 

“Are you all right?” 
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The cockpit was tilted so that Hikaru fell on top of Misa, his face only about thirty centimeters 

from hers. Misa suddenly noticed the scent of a man. 

“Get off of me, now!” Pushing Ichijo aside, Misa straightened herself. She undid her safety 

belt, stood up, and climbed out of the cockpit. She brushed her hair out of her face and breathed 

out a long sigh. She held her breath a moment, and then inhaled a big gulp of air. There was 

oxygen on this planet. Misa began to apprehend the truth. The old cliché about “silver linings” 

flitted through her mind. Relief that she was still alive flooded her entire body. On the gently 

sloping beach, Ichijo was jumping around as if he were dancing. No doubt he was thrilled to be 

alive, as well. He seemed a naturally perky type of person. She thought about this as she walked 

around the beach, and she noticed that her step, too, was lighter than usual. Was it that this planet 

had slightly less gravity than Earth? Looking out over the water, she could see a sun slowly 

setting over the horizon. She suddenly felt that maybe they somehow had landed on Earth, but 

that was obviously a fantasy. 

What a strange place… 

She gazed at the sea for a short while. 

Dusk on this planet came quickly. 

The ocean tide began to rise, and soon small waves were lapping against the foot of the 

gerwalk. Ichijo had gone off exploring, and hadn’t returned yet. 

So inconsiderate. Who just leaves a girl alone in order to go wandering around? 

Misa started to fret that the gerwalk’s cockpit might get flooded before too long. She had to get 

any equipment out of it. She didn’t know what the equipment would be, but surely there were 

things that weren’t waterproofed and needed to be moved. Misa walked along the edge of 
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steadily encroaching water. She looked into the cockpit, and, as she’d predicted, there were many 

things to rescue from it. Just for starters, looking in the back seat of the plane, there was a stylish 

pink pochette lying on the floor. Minmay’s pochette. Misa vividly recalled that night, just the day 

before, when Ichijo and Minmay left the Macross to go on a space joyride around Saturn’s rings. 

So many horrible events had occurred as a result of that, and it was all his fault. Hikaru Ichijo’s 

whimsy. Unpleasant and vicious thoughts rose in Misa’s mind. 

Where has that idiot gone to? Misa scanned the darkening surroundings with rage in her eyes. 

What a jerk. I guess he thinks now’s a perfect time to just pop off and vanish.  

She ran out to the water’s edge, and looked around in every direction, but didn’t see even a hint 

of a human figure. She felt a wretched, miserable mood fall upon her. Also, her stomach was 

growling. Most of all, though, she wished she had someone to talk to, to share words of 

encouragement with. 

Someone, please grieve with me in these terrible circumstances. 

The area became wrapped up in crepuscular gloom. 

It’s not like a monster’s going to jump out at me or anything. 

Misa was beginning to calm down… so why, she wondered, were her legs trembling? 

“What are you doing?” A man’s voice called out unexpectedly from behind her. She whirled 

around and saw Ichijo standing there, carrying some fruit. “Look at this,” he said. “Isn’t it 

great?” 

“You’re impossible. We’re in a desperate situation, and all you can think about is food?” 

“Yeah, but we can’t accomplish anything on an empty stomach.” 

“Well, I sure can. So go off and enjoy your meal. Take your time!” 
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“What are you angry about? I went looking for stuff that will help us!” 

“There are other things that demand your attention right now!” 

“You’ve gone crazy!” Ichijo retorted, and still carrying the fruit, ran along the lapping 

shoreline toward the rocks. Misa stood in the gathering darkness, angrily watching his back. She 

had never met a man so uncouth, obnoxious, and hateful. She knew many different types of 

people, but Ichijo’s self-centeredness was entirely new to her. He had no sense of tact or 

politeness. She kept watching him as he vanished from her sight. 

Dammit, Hikaru thought angrily, you try to cheer someone up by gathering food, and they can’t 

even say thank you! I’m not gonna help her out with any food a second time. Not even if she begs 

and pleads! 

It wasn’t just that she was his superior officer, and acted like it, it was the condescension with 

which she treated him that he found unforgivable. 

But here, somewhere out on the edge of universe, being a superior officer meant nothing. They 

were just two people, completely equal. 

I could just knock her down. That’d put her in her place. The brutal thought came into his 

mind, and he felt his blood pounding throughout his body, like that of a wild beast. 

No, I could never do that. Quelling the fire in his breast, he just sat, lost in thought, eating his 

fruit. 

Misa had consciously gotten over her irritable mood. In truth, she was hungry. She could be a 

little nicer to Ichijo, she thought. Give him a kind word here and there, not have her hackles up 

all the time. She chewed her lip as she thought about this. 

It seems like as soon as I got out of that cockpit, I failed. Why am I being so obstinate? 
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In the cockpit, she’d been so resolute, and yet here she was, doing nothing but watching the 

waves roll in, her body shivering. She felt a desperation come upon her. She had no one here to 

rely on, except herself. How many years had she lived like that? Without realizing what she was 

doing, Misa pulled the zipper on Minmay’s pochette. Inside, there was lip cream, foundation, 

perfume, eyeshadow, a comb, a hand-mirror, transparent nail polish, a handkerchief, a pack of 

tissues, and other items, all well-packed and neatly sorted. Misa pulled out the mirror and 

examined her own reflection. She saw an exhausted-looking face with no makeup. The trail of 

dried tears down her cheeks was clearly visible. 

Is this really my face? 

She was shocked by the miserable countenance staring back at her. But, she thought, it was 

natural that it should be so. She’d been called up in the middle of the night to go after Ichijo on 

his joyride, so she hadn’t even thought of making herself up. After that, it had all been chaos and 

fighting. It would’ve been strange if she had taken time to paint her face or whatever. But what 

was with this pinched, irritable look? It was like she had rapidly aged three or four years. Her 

eyes drooped, with dark circles under them. Her mouth seemed like a song played out of tune. 

Her lips were dry and cracked, with a rough crust coating them. She abruptly felt sorrowful. Her 

memories of her childhood were still vivid, and she recalled the words of her ailing mother. 

“Misa, girls should always be smiling. No matter how you may feel inside, please strive to 

always have a smile on your face. If you do—” 

Misa’s father had been working at the Unified Forces High Command, and his duty often kept 

him from his home and family, but Misa’s mother had never let her own tender smile falter. She 

was always fighting the disease that was eating away at her body, and she often bore great pain, 
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but she never let that pain show in her expression. That was the point, wasn’t it? Misa had heard 

the old saying that bearing hardships gracefully was a woman’s virtue, but she didn’t really 

understand it. Get angry when you feel angry, and when you want to scream and cry, just scream 

and cry. Wasn’t that just acting naturally? According to her mother, she should serve her 

husband, and devote herself to him. Her mother admonished her: “If you’re always cheerful, 

you’ll inevitably catch the heart of anyone you like.” 

Misa pondered this unhappily. It felt like women always had to fawn over men, however 

insincerely. It was unreasonable. Women are not men’s slaves! It was impossible to smile all the 

time. Moreover, not only did Misa not have anyone she was currently interested in, she most 

likely would never fall in love ever again. Instead, here she was, stuck with the detestable Hikaru 

Ichijo, who absolutely was not worth smiling at. She muttered this to herself as she saw in the 

hand-mirror a figure draw up behind her. But as she murmured the words, she was flooded by an 

indescribable emptiness. 

“Please just cut it out,” Ichijo said. “Are we going to have to do everything your way from now 

on?” 

“Leave me alone.” 

“I just figured we might try cooperating from now on.” 

“‘We’…? You and who else?” 

“Okay, this is your final notice. Do you want to eat or not?” 

“I’m fine.” 

“Okay. You’re on your own now,” Ichijo said casually, and strode off again. 
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Misa instantly felt regret. Ichijo had found a tree and had brought her some fruit. He wasn’t in 

the wrong to be upset at her reaction. After all, at some point, she was going to have to eat. 

It’s always like this. Whenever I get stubborn, I always lose. 

This is a bad situation. We really should work together. 

But even though she felt it, she couldn’t open her mouth and say it. She was who she was, and 

couldn’t change it even when she wanted to. She unconsciously ran her fingers through her hair 

and then yanked at it. 

She caught the motion reflected in the hand-mirror that she’d laid down. She picked it up and 

looked at her face again. 

In the mirror was another Misa. She stared at her for a few moments, and then made a wry 

smile. She stood up and left the cockpit. 

“Mr. Ichijo,” she said, her words spreading out over the advancing waves. While still keeping 

her dignity as his superior officer, she struggled to apologize. “Mr. Ichijo, you were right. Until 

we can find some way out of this danger we’re in, it would be best if we worked together…” 

Then, Misa gasped. 

From Hikaru, who had gorged himself on the fruit, she heard what was unmistakably the deep, 

even breathing of someone who was asleep. 

Misa stamped her foot on the ground. 

This idiot doesn’t even know how to cooperate with others! 

A shower of sand grains flew up and fell on Hikaru’s unconscious, spread-eagled body. 
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Misa 7 
Misa, unable to sleep well that night, was awake to greet the dawn. To take her mind off of 

things, she got up and went for a walk deep in the forest. The early morning air was bracing, and 

white mist flowed near the ground, billowing around her footsteps. 

I almost feel like I’ve been here before, she thought, as she plucked on a thread of her memory. 

She waded through the fog that rose to her knees. 

That’s right… the school festival at Officers’ Academy. 

She thought back. She and her class group had decided to put on a production of Romeo and 

Juliet. 

“O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeo? 

Deny thy father and refuse thy name. 

Or if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 

And I’ll no longer be a Capulet.” 

How to give a small production of Romeo and Juliet the necessary romantic aura was a 

difficult problem, and everyone involved racked their brains to figure out what to do. In the end, 

they decided to use dry ice to create a misty stage and provide a suitably enchanted mood. 

The day of the performance, the dry ice proved enormously effective. The white fog under the 

azure lighting was enough to convey a deeply dreamy atmosphere. 

The student playing Romeo, however, slipped and fell because he couldn’t see the floor, and so 

one of Shakespeare’s most celebrated tragedies became a huge hit… as a slapstick comedy. 

Misa smiled tartly as she walked through the mist that whorled around her legs. The memory 

of the long-past event was as vivid as if it had happened yesterday. 
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That’s all well and good, she thought, bringing herself back to the present, but what exactly is 

this mist? She suddenly and instinctively felt a growing fear. Then, she began to feel dizzy, as if 

she’d stood up too quickly, and her body felt weak and drained. She’d been too spellbound by 

this beautiful, magical world, and had ceased to apprehend the situation objectively. She was 

horrified at her own foolishness. 

The ground fell out under Misa. 

I’m falling into the abyss… 

Almost hallucinating, she felt like the earth was opening up and that she was tumbling into it. 

In reality, she had just collapsed to the ground. With her faint grasp on consciousness, she gave a 

scream of shock and fright. 

I’ll never be able to leave this white mist… 

She felt a panicked urge to flee to some kind of shelter, and struggled to stand up. But the mist 

greedily encircled her legs and pulled at them, and knocked her back down to the dirt. Her legs 

trembled numbly. She gave a hoarse wheeze, unable to get out a cry for help. 

It felt like the weird, coiling mist was tossing her about, coating her skin and seeping through it 

into her body. 

It’s attacking my nerves. 

Her body seemed frozen. 

It’s Hell, a space outside of time. A land of illusions, a subspace parallel world, this white mist. 

It collapses and vanishes. 

Many analogies passed through her mind. 
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It was as if the white hell had cast a binding hex on her. She couldn’t move, and each moment 

was an eternity. What had just four or five minutes before been a peaceful, beautiful forest had 

now transformed into a slithering white terror. Her frantic desire to escape slowly ebbed from 

her, and her muscles grew slack. 

She tried to draw a breath to scream again in horror, but just sucked in the blank fog. 

I can’t let myself get flustered. Always stay calm. That has to be my motto, she advised herself, 

still gasping for breath. 

She gathered her strength. “Ichijo…” she tried to shout, pushing herself to the limit, but it came 

out as a whisper. Her consciousness was fading. She looked all around her, but couldn’t see any 

exit from the ghastly vapor. 

One would need superhuman ability and bravery to escape the mist. She tried and failed to 

suppress the tears welling up in her eyes. She had no plan, she was losing consciousness, she’d 

already used up all her strength, and so the tears overflowed. 

“Ichijo!” she sobbed. Her vision was blurred. Once again, it felt like the ground gave an 

enormous heave, and she stumbled and dropped to her knees. 

If I fall down, I will be breathing the mist in directly… 

She mustered the small remnants of her strength. 

Ichijo… please… Come help! 

But it was too late; she could no longer speak. Her heart froze, and everything went dark before 

her eyes. 

I’m dying… my life should be flashing before my eyes, but I don’t see anything. Why not? 
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And then, chiding herself thinking such an asinine thought, all vitality left her body, and she 

collapsed into the mist. 

She heard a voice, sounding impossibly distant, faintly shout, “Lieutenant Hayase!” 

It was definitely Ichijo’s voice, and it was drawing closer. “Lieutenant Hayase! What 

happened?” 

Her consciousness was definitely fading into dreams. 

Ichijo has come to save me…? 

I’m here, help me, she called. Or tried to call, but her voice was entirely gone. It was 

agonizing. Hikaru was so close… what should she do? Misa started to panic. It was over: she 

couldn’t even move one finger, but she had to do something. She had to make him realize where 

she was. Her finger? That was it! She exerted herself fully, and reached her hand to the laser gun 

hanging on her belt. 

These self-defense laser pistols were rarely used. But she strenuously pulled it from its holster, 

and squeezed the trigger. A thin flash of light shot out. 

“Lieutenant Hayase!” Hikaru’s worried voice cried out. She heard footsteps running towards 

her. Her chest was thumping rapidly. Soon, he was standing over her. He moved quickly, bending 

down and lifting her to her feet. Misa’s body was limp. Hikaru tensed himself and then lifted 

Misa onto his back. He had a small towel covering his nose and mouth, protecting him at least 

for a bit from the demonic haze. Misa rested herself on his back. He was kind of short, and 

looked fairly weak, but his shoulders were stronger than she would’ve imagined. She realized 

that he was actually pretty sturdy. 
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“Don’t worry,” he said gently. His gait was gentle, too. She wasn’t jostled, but carried calmly 

and evenly. The remnants of her terror mingled in her mind with a new tranquility, and the relief 

of having been rescued permeated her body. After they had left the area with the white murk, 

Ichijo set Misa down and looked back. 

“What the hell was that?” he asked. “Some kind of sulphuric acid gas mixed with chloroform 

or something?” 

“A terrible place for Romeo and Juliet…” 

“Huh?” Ichijo looked at Misa quizzically. 

She knew that he thought she must be delirious or something, but she purposely didn’t explain 

what she had meant. She got up, staggered away from Ichijo and then slumped to the ground. For 

the moment, at least, she just wanted to lie down. Her heart was thumping madly. She felt 

panicked and couldn’t gain control of herself, and her breathing was shallow and ragged. 

A miracle… it’s a miracle. 

She wasn’t alone. She looked at Ichijo. He had saved her. She had escaped the terrifying white 

gloom. She could breathe again. It was like her experience with the mist had been a lie, or a 

dream. She had been consumed by fright, and now she was overwhelmed with joy. 

“Thank you, Lieutenant Ichijo.” 

“That was really careless of you!” 

“Yes, I see that.” She accepted his criticism without objection. 

“Why did you keep going when the mist appeared?” 

Why did she? She didn’t really understand it herself. They were on an unknown planet 

somewhere in space, and moreover, Ichijo was her only companion. She had just been overcome 
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with nostalgia and memories of her old school play, and the white cloud had made those cheerful 

memories vivid. She had involuntarily been brought back in time, and her entire being had been 

soaked in reminiscences. She had been ignoring her present reality. 

Misa had lost her powers of objective observation. This was her self-analysis in answer to 

Ichijo’s question, but she couldn’t explain any of this to him. He’d only laugh at her girlish 

sentimentality. As she lay there silently, she continued to expel the horrifying white fug from her 

lungs, and eventually, falteringly stood up again. Ichijo reached out his hand to help her up. 

Standing, she leaned against him for support. Relying on his strong grip and muscular frame, she 

again felt gratitude. 

Misa and Ichijo returned to the beach. Wood had been piled up, and a few red flames flickered 

from it; Ichijo had made a campfire. Misa sat down next to it. 

“We don’t have any coffee,” he said, “but you should drink some hot water. It’ll help clear your 

head.” 

Ichijo went to the Valkyrie cockpit, removed the cover for the gauges, and brought it back with 

him. He suspended it like a bowl over the fire and poured water into it. The flames weakened, 

but some glowing embers burst from the fire and slowly drifted to the ground. As she listened to 

the crackling of the fire, Misa started to feel content. White, blue, green, orange… so many 

colors fluttered through the wavering flames. 

“Now that you’ve recovered a bit, is there anything you’d like?” 

He reached over and picked up a branch that he had whittled to a point, and that had four fish 

impaled on it. 

She asked, “Are those edible?” 

�128



“I don’t think they’re poisonous, but just to be sure, I threw back the ones that looked 

especially ugly.” 

“I’m not very good at cooking…” 

“I know. We’re not going to be eating sole meunière any time soon. I’ve accepted that.” 

“Wait… what’s that supposed to mean?” 

He hemmed and hawed a bit. “I didn’t mean anything by it, really…” 

“When I said I wasn’t good at cooking, I meant without the proper ingredients.” 

“Yeah, but I wasn’t expecting anything…” 

“You say that, but you were implying that you were somehow expecting me to make sole 

meunière for you!” 

“Don’t be so unfair.” 

“I’m not the one who’s unfair!” 

Misa felt petulant, but this wasn’t the time for an argument. And anyway, Ichijo had saved her 

life. Even if he had meant his words as an insult, she could bear it. She scooped up some of the 

hot water with the husk of one of the fruits lying about, and sipped it. Warmth flowed down her 

throat and into her stomach. Her numb, tired body suddenly awakened. She immediately wanted 

to do something. She started to prepare for cooking the fish. 

“Mr. Ichijo, could you start gathering some leaves? Preferably big ones?” 

“You sure seem motivated all of a sudden,” Ichijo said, and ran cheerfully towards the nearby 

thicket. Misa picked up rocks and shells from the beach. 

Now if only we had table salt and some lemon…  

She mused that it was folly to wish for impossible things as she proceeded with her work. 
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She wrapped the fish in the leaves that Ichijo had brought, and then scooped a layer of sand 

over them. She covered each one with the rocks and seashells, and in this way, baked them. She 

worried about whether or not she was good at this. If she made a blunder, surely Ichijo would 

think she was an idiot. Above all, she was worried that the fish had Ichijo had caught would be 

ruined. He hadn’t said anything about it, but she knew that catching four fish with a wooden 

stake must have been a lot of effort. It would be inexcusable if she messed this up.  

She removed their lunch from the sand, and noticed how quickly she had become hungry. It 

seemed ridiculous to be preoccupied with something as trivial as a growling tummy after her 

horrifying brush with death, but that was how it was. 

I guess that’s just the physiological response… 

She smiled bitterly. 

Somehow, it looks like they came out all right. 

By the time the wrapped fish had finished cooking, several hours had passed. During that time, 

neither she nor Ichijo had said a word. 

Hikaru Ichijo. What kind of person is he, really? 

She checked the fish to see that they were done, and then removed them from the leaves. 

“They look good,” Ichijo said. “And they smell good, too.” 

“We haven’t eaten in a long time. Anything would look good.” 

“Lieutenant Hayase, you really are a woman! I sure wouldn’t have thought of cooking them 

like this.” 

“‘You really are a woman’…? That should be obvious, shouldn’t it?” 

“I’d been getting worried. I was thinking that roasting them on a spit was the way to go.” 
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“Do you want to try and see how they are?” 

“Let’s put a bit of juice onto them.” 

He squeezed one of the fruits over the fish. 

“Mm,” he murmured. “It’s really good!” 

Misa also squeezed some juice on her fish. 

“Yeah, it is good!” 

She involuntarily smiled wide. Somehow, it turned out great. But of course, as she had said, her 

stomach was so empty that virtually anything would taste good. 

After finishing their mutual work, both Ichijo and Misa were relaxed and content. For the first 

time, it felt like they were working together, that they understood each other. 

“Lieutenant Hayase?” 

“Hm?” 

“I’m a terrible soldier, I admit… and you always act like you really hate me… but, at least for 

now… can we call a cease-fire?” 

“Cease-fire?” 

“Yeah. Don’t you think it’s better if we cooperate with each other? For the time being, that is,” 

Ichijo said, his eyes radiating earnestness. “I’ll try my absolute hardest not to get on your nerves, 

I promise. So… how ‘bout it?” 

“You’re serious?” 

“Just meet me halfway. Please.” 

Silently, but with a slight air of authority, he reached out his hand. 

Does he want to shake hands? 
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She looked at him wordlessly, and he gazed back into her eyes, and then nodded. 

Shaking hands seems like such an obvious ploy, she murmured to herself deep down, but his 

eyes were so forthright that she couldn’t look away, and finally, she also stretched out her hand. 

Her pale, slender hand was grasped by his tanned one. His grip was firmer than she’d expected. 

Until now, she had thought of Hikaru Ichijo as immature and inexperienced, but his sturdy grip 

made those thoughts flee. He seemed to have grown from a kid into a  sturdy and reliable man 

right before her eyes. Misa was flustered. Hikaru Ichijo was definitely an adult. The sweat 

glistening on his skin had a man’s smell. A little bewildered, she let go of his hand. Hikaru Ichijo 

was a man, and I, Misa Hayase, am a woman. And they were on some uninhabited planet on the 

edge of space, and so it was necessary that they work together. Misa was shocked once again by 

this realization. 

“After eating, I’m going to go try to repair the Valkyrie,” Hikaru said, cutting through Misa’s 

thoughts. “Why don’t you take a nap? I’m sure you’re tired.” 

“I wouldn’t be able to sleep.” 

“Why not?” 

“Why do you think? Because I’m worried about being attacked by a wild animal or 

something.” 

Hikaru laughed. “There aren’t any wild animals around here.” His laughter made her chest 

tighten a bit. 

“Mm, yeah. You’re right. No wild animals around here.” 

She looked helplessly at Hikaru’s smile, trying to figure out if he could read her real thoughts. 

She was actually worried about wild animals, but she had another point as well. She was afraid 
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of sleep itself. For a moment, she imagined Hikaru himself turning into a wild animal while she 

slept. 

What kind of stupid stuff am I dreaming up? She was ashamed of how foolish she was being. 

“I think I’m going to take a little walk,” she said. 

“Please be careful.” 

“I’m not going to make the same mistake twice, that’s for sure.” 

“Well, if anything does happen, just give a yell and I’ll come right away.” 

“Thank you,” she said, surprised at how unguarded the words coming out of her mouth were. 

She walked off down the beach.  As she strolled along the water’s edge, she ruminated on 

Hikaru’s words. 

Please be careful. Well, if anything does happen, just give a yell and I’ll come right away. 

She never thought Hikaru’s attitude could have changed so much. A world with just the two of 

them. A life for just the two of them. It took them having been put in such an extreme situation 

for her to realize Hikaru’s capacity for kindness. Because she hadn’t expected from him any 

words of consideration at all, she was happy. 

Somehow, we have to get through this. 

Unconsciously, she started to walk with more of a spring in her step. 

Strolling along the beach, she turned and headed towards the side of a cliff. She clambered 

over the rocks of the cliff. Along with the steadily rolling waves, she heard something else. She 

quickened her step. After hiking over and around many large boulders, she found it, and her eyes 

lit up. A waterfall! Halfway up a slightly elevated perch, a pure stream of water spilled down. 

There has be a pool at the bottom. 
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Misa’s heart leaped. She hurried her pace while still being careful of her step. 

She hadn’t been able to have a bath since Hikaru had taken Minmay out on that joyride, days 

ago. Her hair was unkept and oily. Her skin was dirty and rough. Misa laughed joyfully at the 

thought of washing the sweat off her body. 

The waterfall roared continuously as it flowed. The basin was bigger than she’d hoped. Big 

enough that it seemed extravagant for just one person to bathe in. Pushing down that thought, she 

peered at the basin. She couldn’t forget her earlier mistake. Was the water safe? Were there any 

dangerous animals like piranha in it? 

She scanned the whole area cautiously. For nearly an hour, she threw pebbles into the water 

and at the surrounding rocks to see if there was any reaction. And she paced around the location. 

Water spray flew. The face of the water glittered. Finally, she decided to give in to the lure of 

nature. 

She flung off her clothes and slowly, silently entered the pool. The water was pleasantly chill 

around her knees. She crouched so that the water went up to her waist. She watched the water 

froth at the base of the fall. She had felt hot, but now her skin tightened in the cold water. From 

her waist to her chest, from her chest to her shoulders, she submerged herself. 

A sigh escaped her. And then laughter bubbled up from her abdomen. She scooped up some 

water with both hands and splashed it into her face. Grime and fatigue sloughed off from her 

skin. 

She leaned back and floated on the water. Above her the sky was brilliant, a downpour of 

sunshine. 

There was some soap in Minmay’s pochette. 
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But using another woman’s toiletries was something only a tactless young girl would do. But 

even so, Misa was tempted. 

I’m sure Miss Minmay would forgive me. I’m just borrowing a little soap, after all. 

Another Misa inside her was tantalized. 

I definitely wouldn’t take, for example, her lip balm, but it’s certainly no shame for a girl to 

borrow a little soap, the other Misa whispered to her. 

Why are you being so stubborn? It’s just a bit of soap. Think of it as a loan, in return for taking 

care of Minmay’s pochette. When you see her again, both of you safe and sound, you can give it 

back. 

Where exactly do you think you are right now? 

Have you really sat down and looked at your current situation? The only thing binding you is a 

woman’s sense of tact. A little soap is nothing to be fretting about. 

The devil of temptation made argument after argument to her. And she was most likely right. 

Miss Minmay would forgive her for using her soap. Probably. She stood up to go and get the 

soap. 

And then she heard a nearby shriek. “Aa! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” 

For a moment, Misa was completely confused, and froze in place. The blood pounded through 

her veins and she felt flushed. Standing at a nearby boulder was Hikaru, staring at Misa’s body. 

She gasped, and with a huge splash, ducked herself back into the water. A weird scream came 

out of anger, of anger mixed with fear and bewilderment. But her head was half underwater, so 

she just swallowed water. She raised her panicked face above the surface and, coughing and 

spluttering, glared at Hikaru. 
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She finally caught breath and yelled, “Go! Get out of here!” 

“You don’t have to tell me! I’m going!” 

“Get out of my sight!” Misa cried hysterically. “I never want to see you again!” 

What a horrid person. Hikaru Ichijo. He’s an animal. He followed me! He must have. He’s 

repulsive. And he’s a voyeur. He was watching me bathe! I’m sure of it. That was his whole plan 

all along. Contemptible! He gives all men a bad name! Was he there all along? Watching me as I 

undressed? I’m sure he was. I can’t forgive him. I’m going to kill him. Definitely. Well… maybe 

not, but I won’t ever forgive him! 

Then he called to her from the other side of the rocks. “Wait, hear me out! This is just a 

misunderstanding!” 

“Yes, yes, you’re great at making excuses!” 

“But really! I was just worried about you! I had no clue that you’d go skinny dipping!” 

Skinny dipping!? How dare he use that vulgar term with a lady! Misa was enraged, but then in 

the next moment, she started quaking with embarrassment. 

“You’ve got it all wrong. I didn’t come here to watch you!” 

Please don’t describe all the highlights of your “viewing session.” Just shut up. I’m begging 

you, just shut up and go. 

“To start with,” he continued, “you’ve been extremely careless this whole time. You’re really 

bad. The thought of doing something embarrassing like coming here to spy on you isn’t 

something I’d have even thought of!” 

“That’s because to you, it’s not embarrassing! Now get out of here!” 
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“Please believe me! I’m not kidding, I’m no Peeping Tom! I wasn’t watching you. And I’m not 

leaving until you understand that.” 

“That’s enough!” 

“Do you believe me!” 

“I’d like to put my clothes back on.” 

“Do you believe me?” 

“Hurry up and leave!” 

“Do you believe me?” 

“You’re really persistent!” 

“So believe me.” 

“Shut up!” 

And yet, the sincerity in his voice and on his face began to melt Misa’s certainty. 

Obstinate person! 

She could see Hikaru’s earnest awkwardness. It wasn’t really such a big deal whether or not 

she believed him. It didn’t change the fact that he had seen her bathing. And so, she decided to 

believe him. Making a big fuss over his intentions was, when she thought about it, fairly silly. 

She was still in a comprising position. She wanted to get dressed immediately. She wanted to get 

away from this current embarrassing situation. She was at a clear disadvantage right now. 

“Okay, I understand. I believe you. And now, will you please leave, at least for a moment?” 

“Really? Whew, that’s a relief! I knew you’ve believe me eventually!” 

This is ridiculous. 
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Hikaru turned his back and walked away, following the rock wall. And Misa felt irritated all 

over again. 

He’s not a child, so why make such a fuss about whether I believe him or not? 

She emerged halfway out of the water. Hikaru had walked away to the other side of the rock 

face. Misa scanned the area. There was no one around but Hikaru, but still, she felt irrationally 

worried about peering eyes. The waterfall continued to spill over. Weeds were growing from the 

fissures in the bare rock, and some were flowering. Water spray flew from the base of the fall. 

The bottom of the pool was a deep, dark blue. Nothing was awry, everything was in its place. 

I don’t have a towel. 

She was dripping wet. How could she dry off? She suddenly grasped her own stupidity. She 

regretted going into the pool in the first place. Hikaru had been right. She always tried to do 

everything methodically and carefully, but she always seemed to leave at least one thing out. She 

had acted thoughtlessly without thinking far enough ahead. 

I’m the real idiot here, she muttered to herself as she mopped herself with her shirt. 

In the end, wearing wet clothes turned out not to be a comfortable experience. 
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Hikaru 7 
Hikaru hadn’t been able to suppress his desire to explore the area. And he’d only seen 

Lieutenant Hayase naked for just a second, anyway. 

He recalled the parts of her body one by one. They came into his head and he frantically tried 

to push them out, as though blowing out a stubborn flame. Until now, he had thought of 

Lieutenant Hayase as a woman, but he never thought of her as having a different body from a 

man’s, a woman’s body. When she came back, what was the best way to greet her? Hikaru was in 

a bind. She was the one who had made this all so awkward! She really was the most annoying 

female. If he had to be set adrift to some strange planet somewhere, he’d much rather have Max 

or Kakizaki along with him. 

And Focker was gone. 

Focker Sempai, what should I do? 

A mournful sigh escaped his lips. If Major Focker could have been here, how would he handle 

the situation? 

“Hikaru,” Focker’s voice, floating on the wind, seemed to answer him, “stop being so 

indecisive. Give it everything you’ve got, and keep going. What happens next, no one can know. 

No one will be able to help you. No one will see what you do. The only one who will see it is 

you. Can’t you use your strength - all of it - for once? Hikaru. And don’t you think that you 

should start now?” 

But, he thought, it’s hopeless. How can we live on this world in uncharted space? There’s no 

one here besides the two of us. We can’t even contact the Macross, let alone find our way back to 
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it. We don’t even have one chance in a million. To say nothing of the fact that we don’t even know 

how the Macross is faring against the Zentradi right now. The future sure looks dark. 

“Idiot. To see the future as anything but bright is a huge mistake. It’s called ‘vision.’ It’s called 

‘expectation.’ Doesn’t planning for the future affect the future itself? If you work with all your 

might, past vision, past expectation, you can cut through and make the future.” 

But… I simply don’t have that kind of strength. 

“Hikaru, pull yourself together! Stand straight and tall. How can you call yourself human if 

you’ve come this far just to give up? Don’t underestimate your own determination. Just keep 

pushing forward as hard as you can as long as you can. And keep going to the bitter end.” 

Same old moldy sermon. 

After soliloquizing, Hikaru gave himself an annoyed knock on the head. In this situation, he 

didn’t really need to think about the future at all. Tomorrow would bring whatever it would 

bring. Que sera, sera. Whatever will be, will be. Worry about this day, not the next. Just live in 

the moment. Worrying never solves anything. The only thing you need to care about is an empty 

stomach. There, that did it! In the end, he couldn’t solve anything, but as soon as he stopped 

fretting about it, his doubts vanished. 

“What are you grinning about?”  He hadn’t noticed Misa walking up, but there she was, glaring 

at him. 

“Sorry, Lieutenant, but I wasn’t thinking about you in your birthday suit.” 

“Don’t be a jerk,” she snapped, turning her back huffily. Her shirt still clung to her wet skin. 

She’d clearly thrown on her clothes hurriedly without drying off first. He still felt embarrassed 

about seeing her at the pool, but she seemed to be even more flustered than he was. Normally, 

�140



she’d play the superior officer, disdainfully giving him orders, but now, she seemed almost 

pretty. She appeared unexpectedly open and sincere. Seeing that allowed Hikaru to keep his 

composure. 

“Lieutenant Hayase, do you want something nice?” 

“Like what?” 

“Come over here and I’ll show you.” 

“If I do, you’re not going to do something childish like hand me a snake or a lizard, are you?” 

“I was never that type of little boy.” As he spoke to the lieutenant, he was rummaging through 

the Valkyrie’s storage compartment. “Lieutenant Hayase, how are you at needlework?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Dressmaking, you know. Here, here’s a present.” He pulled a clasped bundle with a tangle of 

cords from the compartment and handed it to Lieutenant Hayase. 

“A parachute?” 

“Yep. Push that button.” 

There was indeed a button, made of metal, which she pressed. With a muffled thump, a 

gigantic parachute fanned open, and settled down on the sandy beach. 

“What is this?” She asked. “What are you going to do?” 

“It’d be pretty awkward for us if we had to swim naked, so I figured we’d make some bathing 

suits. If you want, we could also make some more shirts and a couple of skirts.” 

For a little while, Hayase just stared at the parachute. Then, with a quavering voice, she said, “I 

can’t do it.” 

“So you’re no good at sewing…?” 
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“Ichijo,” she said softly, “have you given up?” 

“Why do you think that?” 

“Why would a pilot cut his only parachute to tatters?” 

“Oh, that’s what you say for everything! ‘For a soldier, this is disgraceful behavior’! Give it a 

rest!” 

“But it is. Don’t you understand that?” 

“Listen to your own words! Wouldn’t a real soldier do everything possible to survive, no 

matter how difficult the circumstances?” 

“Exactly. So don’t you see why destroying something like a parachute is bad?” 

“No,” Hikaru insisted. “This is written about in a few of the military handbooks. They discuss 

ways of coping if you’re in rough circumstances in the middle of land battle. This is an 

appropriate action to take. It helps you survive longer at a time when wrong actions can be 

disastrous and even kill you. Nature’s got some pretty harsh conditions, and without access to the 

tools of civilization, you’ve got to use whatever you can in order to survive. What we think of as 

the will to live is really just accommodating yourself to nature and respecting its power.” 

“Huh,” Hayase said with a start. “After all this time, I didn’t expect to hear Article Seven of the 

Unified Forces Survival Manual.” 

“‘Without the tools of civilization, one must use whatever one can in order to survive,’” Hikaru 

quoted. He gripped the knife in his hand more tightly and cut into the parachute. 

“Ichijo! Stop that this instant!” she scolded, but Hikaru didn’t listen and kept cutting. 
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“As we are now, something like a parachute is worthless,” he explained. “Lieutenant, you don’t 

even have a change of clothes. If you keep wearing that sweaty, smelly uniform, pretty soon I 

won’t be able to bear it.” 

“That’s why you wash it.” 

“And what are you going to do while it dries? Run around nude? A streaker?” 

Hayase stopped short, speechless. Hikaru pressed her further. “I’m a guy. I could dance around 

in my underwear all day and not feel embarrassed. But it’s not the same for you, is it, Lieutenant 

Hayase?” 

She glared at him angrily but then reflexively looked down. Hikaru knew he had won. 

“Fine,” she said stiffly, her cheeks flushing red. “I get it. Thanks for the present.” 

She stood there, completely still. Hikaru turned away, towards the the Valkyrie’s cockpit. He 

thought it was better for them to stay apart for now. Since all of her arguments focused on 

following military conventions, he felt pretty clever for using the same argument against her, and 

it was nice to actually win for once. He unconsciously started whistling. But then, he felt 

Hayase’s presence behind him, and turned around. She was staring at him with a scary look on 

her face. Hikaru shrank back. 

“What is it,” he stammered. “What is it now?” 

“I came to get Minmay’s pochette,” she replied, clearly trying to use brusqueness to conceal 

her embarrassment. “It has a needle and some thread. I’d like to borrow it, please.” 

He handed over the pochette, and then set about beginning to repair the Valkyrie. 

The damaged parts were mainly centered on one of the hovercraft nozzles, necessary to keep 

the plane aloft using jet propulsion. Upon investigation, the con-rod of the piston parts for 
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acceleration had been smashed. Con-rod was short for “connecting rod.” It joined the piston to 

the crankpin, and Hikaru called the piston side the “small end” and the crank side the “large 

end.” 

He pulled a hacksaw from the storage compartment. He started sawing off all the superfluous 

parts of the broken con-rod and set about reinforcing it. There were also a few other damaged 

parts of the Valkyrie that would have to be fixed in order for it to operate again. Machines were 

always exacting like that. And delicate. Repairing the con-rod and placing it back into the 

hovercraft nozzle took over an hour. 

Returning to the cockpit, he pressed the jet propulsion start button to see if it would work. The 

entire cockpit starting rocking with a familiar hum. 

She can fly! he exulted. Now we can survey this planet. 

In an instant, their world had expanded. And if by some chance their came across some kind of 

aggressive life-form, they could easily get into the Valkyrie and make their escape. 

He had to let Hayase know! In his excitement, he didn’t jump down from the cockpit as much 

as he tumbled out. 

On the shore, Hayase was aggressively making clothes out of the parachute. Hikaru, feeling 

prankish, quietly stole up right behind her. Even if she looked to the side, she wouldn’t be able to 

see him. Then Hikaru stepped around her, and abruptly appeared right next to her. Seeing this 

black shadow looming towards her out of nowhere, Hayase screamed in a louder and more 

terrified voice than he ever could have imagined. 

“Oh, sorry! It’s me,” he said. 

“Really! Sneaking up to me without saying anything. Why would you do that?” 
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“Were you thinking about something scary?” 

“No, not really.” 

“So what were you thinking about?” he pressed. 

“That’s none of your business.” 

“Lemme try to guess!” 

“What’s that look in your eyes? You’re nasty.” 

“I bet you were thinking about a guy!” 

“Don’t be dumb.” 

“So, Lieutenant Hayase, what type of guy do you like?” 

“Not anyone here, that’s for sure.” 

“Hey, any port in a storm, right?” 

“Hikaru, you misunderstand. To put it simply, I hate men.” 

“Wait… really?” 

“It’s true,” she said flatly. 

“I had no idea!” 

“You don’t have to look that shocked about it,” she said with a huff. 

“So that’s what it was,” he crowed. “So you only ever socialize with other girls?” 

“Of course. Men are savages. I get the creepy-crawlies when one is even near me.” 

“So, Lieutenant Hayase, it was all set up the way you like it, huh?” 

“What was?” 

“Well, the bridge of the Macross was all women, right? I always thought it was just because 

Captain Global had a thing for younger women, but I guess he wasn’t the only one.” 
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“Now wait just a second, Ichijo!” 

“Huh?” 

“I can see all the weird fantasies flitting through your head!” 

“Wait, what?” 

“You’re terrible. It’s not like that at all!” 

“Like what? I don’t know what you’re trying to say…” 

“Stop making fun of me!” She flung a large piece of cloth from the parachute at him. 

“Lieutenant, wait a moment! Please! It was just a joke!” 

“You know, there are good jokes, and then there are bad jokes.” Cheeks puffed out in anger, 

she whirled around and started marching away, towards the Valkyrie. 

Dammit, why does she have to be so difficult? He grasped the parachute cloth that she’d thrown 

at him. He looked at it and realized that he could pull it over his head. It was meant to be a sort 

of poncho. Yes, it was definitely too big for her. 

Just as I thought, she can’t sew at all. Involuntarily, he laughed. But he knew that if he said that 

to her, she’d just get even angrier. 

He jogged after her and then called out, “Lieutenant Hayase, aren’t you still working on this? 

You’ve got a good feel for this. It’ll really be something when it’s finished!” 

“It’s already finished,” she said coldly. 

“Then even more so! You really shouldn’t throw it at people.” 

“Whatever you say.” 

“No, really. Here, let me give it back.” 

“I don’t need it.” 
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“Don’t be so stubborn. Try it on and let’s see.” 

Hayase abruptly turned around and faced Hikaru, glowering. “Ichijo, why on earth would you 

want me to wear the large one?” 

“Huh?” 

“That one isn’t for me, it’s too big. Even you can see that can’t you? Goodness, you’re thick!” 

“Thick? Me?” Hikaru just stood there, uncomprehending. Hayase, again, stomped off angrily. 

Hikaru stared at the parachute cloth in his hands. 

“That one isn’t for me,” Hayase had said. 

In other words, she’d made it for someone else. And that person could only be him, Hikaru 

Ichijo. He was astonished. 

She made it for me…? 

He felt completely at a loss, and buried his face in the cloth. He tried putting his arm through 

the sleeve, and it was exactly the right length. The whole thing fit him perfectly. He suddenly felt 

overwhelmed by shame. 

Lieutenant Hayase didn’t make this for herself, she made it for me. 

It suddenly hit him that all the disagreements he’d been having with Hayase were simply with 

only one aspect of of a total, normal woman. Was she trying to express her maternal instinct 

now? 

Her first impression of me was absolutely awful. And my first impression of her was that she 

was terrifying. 

But she’d made the poncho to fit Hikaru perfectly. She had noticed his form so thoroughly that 

it was as if she had measured his height, his weight, the broadness of his chest… she knew it all. 
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I might be able to get along with her after all. 

Standing tall on this unknown planet, for the first time, he felt like he was facing it with a real 

comrade, and his heart leapt. 

“Solitude” was just a word, and it drifted off and vanished. 
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Misa and Hikaru 
The next morning, Hikaru and Misa boarded the Battroid Valkyrie and went flying. The calm 

ocean water was tinged pink from the shining sun. The sky was filled with thin, uniform clouds, 

drifting silently. The throb of the Valkyrie’s engine reverberated through the stillness of the 

dawn. 

The Valkyrie rapidly crossed over the cliff wall. Misa could see the waterfall pool where she’d 

bathed. She saw the silent, thin, white beach stretching out below her and rejoiced at its pristine 

emptiness. 

Hikaru had nicknamed the waterfall the “Weeping Lonely Waterfall.” But beyond that and the 

green forest tousled by the gentle wind, she couldn’t see anything. She wondered what the rest of 

this planet was like. It had a breathable atmosphere, water, and green trees. There were flying 

insects. There were undoubtedly other types of animals on it as well. But strangely, she and 

Hikaru hadn’t felt much fear since they had crashed on this world. Rather, they’d been excited, 

as though they were having a wonderful adventure. As they flew along the coastline, though, she 

saw a mountain peak protruding out of the ocean as though it were in the throes of despair. 

“Isn’t it wasteful to fly out so far?” 

The peak was steeply rising the closer they got to it. 

“It’s surprising just to see that there aren’t any animals around,” she said to herself. 

“We’ve probably seen enough today. Shall we go back?” Hikaru said brightly, and looked back 

and saw Misa muttering. Her gaze was focused straight ahead and she had an intense expression. 

Instantly feeling uneasy, he followed her line of sight to see what she was staring at. 

Then, horror. 
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The mountain peak sloped downward gently into a basin at its foot. And in that basin were the 

remains of several wrecked battleships. The sight of bows of ships rising from the ground, 

separated from their ruined bodies imprinted itself on Hikaru’s eyes. 

“A ship cemetery?” 

“Was there a battle here, as well?” 

Hikaru and Misa both stared at the scene in mutual astonishment. Hikaru slowly reached out 

his trembling hand to grasp the control stick. 

It was a surprise attack! 

His defensive instinct kicking in, he pulled up and the Valkyrie climbed. Having been in so 

many battles, his wariness was automatic at this point. Moreover, as the enemy was concealed, 

he wouldn’t be able to put up any resistance. Pretty much all he could do was wait for them and 

hope that he could pick them off one-by-one. 

Fortunately, after a while, it appeared that he was worrying over nothing. Still with caution, he 

slowly started descending. In the center of the basin, either from collected rainwater or from an 

underground spring, there was a lake, at least a kilometer from one end to the other. It stretched 

out, gently rippling, as though it were sleeping. 

But when they got closer, all the blood drained from Hikaru’s face. 

“Isn’t that…” he stammered. 

“What?” asked Misa. 

“ARMD-05.” 

“ARMD-05?” 

“That’s definitely Space Carrier ARMD-05!” 
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Misa saw it and screamed. Her body started shaking, and she grabbed and pulled at her own 

hair. 

“No, no, no!” she cried. 

“Lieutenant Hayase!” Hikaru turned back and did his best to try to pin down her thrashing 

form, but her panic just increased. 

That was ARMD-05, wrecked. 

ARMD-05 of the Unified Earth Forces. 

And so… that meant that this planet… was Earth. 

When the Earth was suddenly attacked, when the Macross folded away, Space Carrier 

ARMD-05 had been defeated by the giant alien warships. 

So this is Earth!? 

All the buildings had been reduced to unrecognizable stones and rubble. 

The planet, razed completely barren…  

His bones felt like they were cracking and splitting to dust inside his body, and his blood 

stopped flowing, frozen to ice. 

The Valkyrie Hikaru and Misa were in fell back to the ground. 

The wind pelted the two-seater Valkyrie with gusts of harsh sand. 

The two of them didn’t even notice the time passing, as they sat, overwhelmed. 

ARMD-05 had been completely wrecked, inside and out, and even now, it was still crumbling 

apart, in a state that it would ordinarily reach only after decades or even centuries of neglect. 
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“The Earth,” he said, “has been annihilated.”  

Misa said nothing, but her face blanched. Her legs started to wobble, and then she fell to her 

knees. 

“Lieutenant Hayase!” Hikaru put his arm around her for support, and, to encourage her, took 

her hand and held it firmly. 

“This will also be the fate of the Macross,” she whispered. 

“Don’t go imagining things like that.” 

“It’s all over. Everything. We’d be better off if we just died.” 

“That’s crazy,” he said. 

“Is it? Really?” 

“We have to survive, at least. The two of us might be the only people left, but we have to live.” 

“And do what?” 

“We could throw away our lives at any time. Lieutenant Hayase, this isn’t like you. You’re not 

the type to cry or whine. So come on, get yourself together.” 

His arm still around her, he led her back to the Valkyrie. 

But then, the water of the lake started to bubble and churn. 

What’s that? 

He had an intense premonition that something terrifying was about to happen. There was no 

wind at all now, and yet the surface of the lake was beginning to roil. Ripples became swells, 

which started cresting, ever increasing in size. Hikaru and Misa stood trembling. 
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And yet, neither of them felt able to escape. Their legs wouldn’t move, paralyzed with fear. An 

obscure expectation kept them nailed to the spot. They were fascinated by the mystery unfolding 

before them. 

They were not afraid that they would be killed. Instead, it was as though they were looking 

forward to a reception. It was proof that they were alive. They were intent on the bizarre 

spectacle unfolding before their eyes. The waves swelled and frothed, sending bursts of white 

spray into the air. The whitecaps crashed noisily on the shore. As Hikaru and Lisa watched, 

transfixed, an outlandish structure started emerging out of the lake. 

It was a city, one that had been sleeping underwater for thousands or even tens of thousands of 

years. 

Hikaru and Misa, their breath stolen away, could do nothing but gawk at it. 

At the same time, they suddenly realized they’d been holding their breath, and took a huge 

gulp of air. They both felt like their whole bodies were being pricked by thousands of tiny 

needles. 

After a while, Hikaru said, “Should we check it out?” He started forward, Misa following 

quickly behind him. 

Step by step, they climbed the crumbling steps, carefully advancing forward. At some point, 

Hikaru instinctively took Misa’s hand, guiding her along. She clasped his back, without 

resistance. 

The tenebrous city was littered with artifacts and items that seemed to come from some kind of 

civilization. Without a doubt, it had once been inhabited by many people, living their daily lives. 
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Hikaru and Misa felt like they could hear the echoes of the citizens’ voices, across the vast abyss 

of millennia.  

They felt like they were drawn by some mysterious sorcery towards a large, octagon-shaped 

building, which appeared to be a community center, or maybe the seat of the government. 

The two of them stepped inside the building. And they both cried out in shock. 

Before them, there was a vast, intricate computer system. And was it still running? 

“It’s operational!” Misa gasped, almost frantic. 

A computer inside an ancient city that rose out of a lake…? 

“If the communications system is intact,” she said, “maybe we can contact the Macross!” 

Feverishly, she ran to the computer to see if she could get it to work. 

Hikaru felt ashamed, watching Misa fiddle with the computer. Even though I’m the man, I’m 

useless here. I’d just be pressing random keys. 

But Misa’s effort was all for naught. They waited at least half an hour, but there was no reply 

from the Macross. 

But then, there was a unearthly outburst from the computer, a shining light like an aurora. Then 

an image of a man and woman materialized before their eyes. 

“What’s happening?” Misa shouted, involuntarily clutching Hikaru’s arm. 

It almost seemed as though the images took notice of Misa grasping Hikaru, and took this as a 

cue to begin speaking. 

If you are beings with minds, we wish to instruct you, the images intoned, why your varied 

ancestors came to separate and fight. 
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It was for many trivial reasons that men and women began to war against each other. 

Slaughter led to more slaughter, and the battle spread. 

Science had advanced so far forward that men and women could survive apart without 

any inconveniences. 

Genetic engineering had made it possible to preserve and maintain the species in 

monosexual presence alone. 

Many men and women quarreled, began to hate each other, refused contact with each 

other, and finally spawned giants in order to battle and kill each other. 

Where men and women are separated, there is no culture. 

Where slaughter reigns, there is no culture. 

So, you beings with minds, if you heed the warning of this lifeless city, it is hoped that you 

can join hands, and create a new society. 

Then, having delivered their programmed message, the images of the man and woman 

vanished. 

Hikaru and Misa, having no way to respond to them, stood dumbfounded. 

An endless war between men and women? 

And now, a great war with aliens has unfurled. 

Misa’s thoughts were chaotic, and she struggled to regain composure. 

For starters, she wanted to hear the man and woman’s message again. 

She furiously tried to get the computer to show the image again, but it did not reappear. 

Instead, a small metal panel popped out of a slot in the computer. “What’s this?” she murmured, 

and picked it up. 

�155



“There’s writing on it,” Hikaru said, peering at it. “Can you read it?” 

“Not at all.” 

“Maybe it’s the key to unlock this mystery.” 

“I think we were led here so that we could be given this. It must be incredibly important.” 

Both of them examined the small panel suspiciously.  

So, Misa thought, our hateful legacy is to cause endless, all-encompassing war? 

Where men and women are separated, there is no culture. 

Where slaughter reigns, there is no culture. 

Is that what’s behind the war between the men and the woman of the alien giants? 

Is that why they were so focused on why both sexes live together aboard the Macross? 

Would that also explain why seeing just a kiss threw them into such a panic? 

This may be the solution to every riddle about them. 

Long, long ago, the males and females of their species cooperated, and they created a society. 

But then, they started to war against each other, because of a doubtlessly trivial reason. 

But what could that reason be? 

Men’s pride? 

Women’s vanity? 

Men’s avarice? 

Women’s jealousy? 

To Hikaru and Misa, it was incomprehensible. 
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Just to hazard a guess, she imagined that perhaps men and women had each asserted their 

respective positions. Opinion was divided clean in two, debate followed debate, becoming heated 

arguments, and then hatred, and finally erupting into the tragedy of all-out war. 

“I don’t know what sort of rights each would claim,” she said, “but it’s ridiculous to let it end 

up like that.” 

“But sometimes, stupid things like that really do happen,” Hikaru replied. 

“But letting it turn into a war? I think anyone would try to prevent a war, if they saw that things 

were leading in that direction.” 

“They were probably just dragged into it,” he said. “It was inevitable.” 

“Just bad luck, you mean?” 

“In a way,” he looked thoughtful, “it’s sorta like you and me.” 

“Hm? How so?” 

“Even though we’d barely ever talked, all we ever did was argue.” 

“Hmm… That’s true,” she said. 

“If all this hadn’t happened, I’m positive we’d still be at each other’s throats.” 

“Maybe you’re right.” 

“Focker Sempai used to say, ‘It’s wonderful that there are men and women in this world.’” 

“But if it’s nothing but quarreling, what’s the use?” 

“Men and women can also love each other,” Hikaru said. 

“Well, that’s the sort of blunt remark that Major Focker would say…” 

She trailed off, and the two of them stood in silence. 
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The memory of Focker was revived, and both of them felt like they could see him, standing 

before them. 

No, not just Focker.  

Lynn Minmay and Captain Global were there, too. 

Followed by Claudia, Max, Kakizaki, Shammy, Vanessa, and Kim. 

And then, all the people of earth appeared before them. 

Faced with this silent world where the two of them were the only people, they felt 

overwhelmed by indescribable loneliness. 

They were suddenly shocked by this reality, so far beyond their imagination. 

It felt like their bodies were being buffeted in a sandstorm made of worry and despair. 

They wanted to grab hold of something certain.  

At the same time, they each became aware of the weight of the other’s body. 

And suddenly, something awakened in their hearts. 

It was still ambiguous, like a word that hadn’t been defined, but both of them felt a mounting 

excitement. 

Feeling this unfamiliar emotion fill her heart and wanting to deny it, Misa awkwardly stepped 

back. 

I have to get away from Hikaru, she thought. But Hikaru put his arm warmly around her 

shoulders. 

“Stop it,” she commanded, feeling like she was in danger, but that only made Hikaru draw 

even closer. He pulled her into an embrace and hugged her tightly. 
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“Don’t,” she insisted and tried to wriggle away, but then she realized that she didn’t want to. 

She and Hikaru were in agreement. 

“Lieutenant Hayase…” he murmured. 

“Ichijo…” she responded. 

Their lips drew closer. Anything Misa planned to say just faltered and disappeared. Their eyes 

met, and they kissed. 

The wind stirred, and small waves rippled in the lake. 

They stood completely still as if rooted to the spot, but in contrast, their hearts were beating 

furiously as they held each other. 

The moon, bright and clear, shone in the night sky over Hikaru. 

He was exhausted from walking all day, exploring the perimeter of the ruins. 

Tonight, I want to forget about everything and just sleep, he thought. 

He finally made it back to the abandoned building where Misa was waiting. 

As soon as he entered the building, he heard her voice. “Welcome back,” she said. On the table 

in the middle of the room, she had set out some plates and utensils. “Let’s have dinner.” Then she 

raised an empty wineglass, a big smile on her face, and said, “Cheers!” 

Hikaru was silent as she spoke. 

For the two of them, it was a meager banquet, but their hearts were full. 

Hikaru felt a little sad towards Misa’s innocence. 

What are we going to live on? 
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Mutely, they went through the motions of eating a full-course dinner. The wine glasses, the 

soup bowls, the plates for meat and vegetables, were in reality all empty. 

But even without a steaming soup, they conversed. Even without the smell of roast meat, they 

were communicating. Hikaru sympathized with Misa’s feelings, and went along with them, out 

of affection for her. 

“Lieutenant Hayase,” he said. 

“Yes?” 

“Have you ever been in love before?” 

She paused for a moment before answering, “Yes, I have.” 

Hikaru couldn’t hide his surprise. 

“Just once,” she explained. “He was a soldier, stationed on Mars Base. And then there was the 

incident—” 

“Oh. Yeah, I remember that…” 

“Well, whatever. It was a long time ago.” 

“Yeah. If you stay focused on the past, you can’t really live.” 

Misa chuckled and her cheeks flushed. “He always said that, too.” 

“Sometimes, you have to throw out your memories. It’s important… like right now, from now 

on.” 

Misa nodded in agreement. 

They spoke with each other at length, but when their lips became dry from talking, they were 

silent together, the pleasant silence of two people who understood each other. And as meager as 

the banquet was, it was enough to fill their hearts, if not their stomachs. 
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Afterwards, they went outside. 

The night breeze gently played with Misa’s hair. Hikaru said, “Your hair’s getting mussed,” 

and reached out and stroked it. 

Then it felt to Hikaru like a heavy tremor smashed through his body. He looked at Misa again, 

and saw her completely afresh. 

Misa gazed back at him, too. 

They each recognized the shadow of loneliness in the other, and realized that they no longer 

had to go through life alone. 

Their shadows, cast under the moonlight, again drew together and became one. 

They stayed together, passing the whole night in ardent silence. 

As night brightened imperceptibly into morning, Hikaru and Misa were sleeping lightly. 

The sun was bright and clear this day, as though giving its blessing to the two of them for their 

next great journey. 

But beyond the sun, there was also a small, dark shape that could be seen, moving slowly 

across the sky. 

At this point, they were still so highly-strung that they both woke up immediately, once the 

figure in the sky started getting close enough that they could hear the sound emanating from it. 

It sounded like music from the furthest reaches of space. 

“Is that what I think it is…?” Hikaru asked. 

“It can’t be. That’s impossible,” Misa replied. 

“No,” he was getting excited, “I really think it is!” 
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“The Macross?” 

“Misa, your communication reached them!” Hikaru stood up and ran forward, to try to see if he 

could see the approaching figure better. Crying out in a strange voice, Misa jumped up and ran 

after him. Her whole body felt flushed. 

The Macross was arriving soon. 

And, for the first time ever, Hikaru called me “Misa.” 
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Part IV 

�163



Hikaru and Misa 
“Misa Hayase.” 

“Hikaru Ichijo.” 

“Welcome back aboard the ship,” Captain Global said as the two saluted smartly. “I’ll expect a 

full report later, but for now, take a well-deserved rest.” 

As he spoke to them, he turned his head to Claudia, standing to his side. Claudia gestured 

Hikaru and Misa forward with a smile. And yet, her eyes didn’t seem to move. They appeared 

focused on an empty far-distant space. Her expression was strict, showing only resigned 

determination to hold back grief. 

Looking at her, Hikaru felt bewildered, and his heart overflowed with emotion. 

I have no idea what I should say. 

He struggled to find words. But the person who rescued him from his flustered shame was 

none other than Claudia herself. 

She asked, simply, “Was Roy… brave?” 

“Yes,” he replied. 

“Thank you,” she said. “That’s all I wanted to know.” She smiled, but he saw the anguish of a 

stoic woman. 

And all of this is my fault. 

He felt like a knife was digging in and gouging out his heart. But now was not the time to 

break down into a sobbing mess, so he cut off that sentiment almost immediately. 

Suddenly, a siren rang throughout the ship. 

“Enemy fleet, attacking!” 
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“Its size, there’s…” The ship-wide broadcast operator fell aghast. “The fleet is… incalculable.” 

“Incalculable?” 

Everyone looked away from their monitors and at the sky out the windows. 

The officers all gasped, horrified. 

The sky was almost completely blotted out by a vast array of numberless dark alien battleships. 

They blocked the light of the sun, transforming the ground into a world of pitch darkness. 

“The world has been devoured by shadows,” Global murmured, his face tightening. The bridge 

operators were all trembling, with chattering teeth. 

Then, from out of the gloom boomed the eerie voice of an alien emissary: “Be not afraid.” 

It was a voice that neither Hikaru nor Misa could ever forget, that of the enemy commander, 

Britai. 

Global clenched his pipe tightly, and only with difficulty managed to squeeze words from his 

throat. “What it is that you want from us?” 

“We wish to offer a peace treaty.” 

“A peace treaty?” 

An incredulous silence began to spread all through the ship. 

“We have come here to offer this peace treaty, in hopes that you will accept it,” Britai’s voice 

announced. 

Hikaru and Misa’s eyes widened. 

Abruptly, all the bridge operators started speaking at the same time. 

“What?” 

“Am I hearing this right?” 
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“Do they even know the meaning of the term?” 

It felt like the entire Macross was shuddering from the commotion. 

We’re small and weak… why would they want to make peace with us? Misa thought, and an 

unfamiliar dread started creeping up on her. What do they hope to get from us? What kind of trick 

are they playing on us? 

A trick. A plot. A trap. A scheme. 

The giants were surely coming to them with malicious intent. Misa could see this, but couldn’t 

see what to do about it. 

The details of the peace agreement soon started to be hammered out, and finally, a ship-wide 

celebratory party was held. And for this event, the first of its kind for the giants, the aliens sent 

their own representative to help organize… who turned out to be Minmay’s manager, Lynn 

Kaifun! 

“The Zentradi wish to ally with us humans,” he said, explaining the aliens’ intentions to the 

people of the Macross. “Right now, we are in the position to help them. Investigation and 

research into them and us, that is, Zentradi and humans, has revealed a shocking fact: 

anatomically, Zentradi and humans are virtually the same. Our genes and chromosomes are 

identical.” 

The auditorium erupted in exclamations of shock and wonder. In the middle of that maelstrom 

of voices, Hikaru and Misa were struggling with complicated feelings. They felt both hope and 

uneasiness about how things could develop from here. 
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“Everyone, settle down!” called Kaifun, almost intoxicated with the gravity of the task he had 

undertaken. “Please, be quiet!”  

He continued his pronouncement. “Originally, there was one people who created a vast 

interstellar civilization. But now, their men and women have split, and have continued their war 

against each other for five hundred thousand years! The Zentradi and the female Meltrandi 

armada do nothing but wage war. All culture has been lost, and their unhappy existence is filled 

only with thoughts of battle and bloodshed.” 

He paused for effect, then continued. 

“However! Now, the Zentradi here have undergone a slow and gradual awakening. Now, they 

see that they can bring an end to the conflict they thought was endless!” 

That’s a lie, Hikaru and Misa both instantly thought. Both armies have been fighting an infinite 

space war for hundreds of thousands of years. They can’t just say sorry and stop. 

Kaifun continued, “And how will they end this great galactic war, and bring peace? Through 

we humans, who still possess culture! And the key point to bringing back peace is one of the 

greatest symbols of culture — music! This came about through the thinking of one extraordinary 

young woman.” He paused again.  

“So please, welcome her now! The greatest superstar of this century, Lynn Minmay!” 

Hikaru and Misa looked each other in the eyes. 

Lynn Minmay is alive. 

As a massive cheer arose from the crowd, a spotlight illuminated the center of the stage, 

revealing a glowing Minmay. 

“Lu luuu lu lu… la laaa la la…” Minmay scat-sang over a peculiar, uncanny melody. 
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“This tune,” Kaifun said, “is from the ancient days of the Zentradi, a song that used to soothe 

the souls of those exhausted by war. Those current Zentradi who heard Minmay sing it were 

calmed, and came to understand that war was empty and futile. We are now writing lyrics for it 

in order to make it a complete song. And once this song is heard throughout the galaxy, it will 

bring an end to the eternal battles of the giants.” 

Again, there was a huge roar from the crowd. 

In the midst of this celebration, which seemed like a joke, danger was approaching, moment by 

moment. But only a small fraction of the people aboard the Macross knew. 

Claudia leaned in close to Misa and whispered, “Misa, this is terrible. The Meltrandi forces 

have started folding in from all across the galaxy, and they’re massing together.” 

Misa and Hikaru both grew pale. 

For the great majority of the crowd who did not feel such dread, Kaifun continued the 

ceremony. “Now, that we can make our first step on this road to peace is due solely to the unseen 

hardships suffered by just a couple of people behind the scenes. Think about it, those sad and 

painful days — caught up in battle, captured and made prisoners, separated from those they 

cared about, and finally, miraculously rescued! These young people have carried such burdens, 

but now, we will witness their emotional reunion! Lynn Minmay has been longing to see them 

again: Unified Forces Valkyrie Tactical Officer, Major Misa Hayase! And Valkyrie Skull Team 

pilot, Lieutenant Hikaru Ichijo!” 

Both Hikaru and Misa were taken aback. No one had told either of them about this. 

A blinding spotlight was trained on them. Everyone turned to gawk. 

Minmay ran towards Hikaru. “Hikaru!” she cried, “you’re all right!” 
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Minmay! 

She leapt forward and threw her arms around him. 

He was rushed back to that day, that time, on the enemy battleship when he last looked into her 

plaintive eyes. 

Parted forever. 

How many times had he been brought low, recalling the anguish of that day? 

And yet, here he was now, being held tightly by his beloved Minmay. He had never been so 

happy to be alive! 

But then, an instant later, he came back to himself, and realized there was someone else next to 

him, someone who he loved. Misa, with whom he had crawled out of the depths of despair. They 

had nervously embraced just before coming to this celebration party. He thought of the clichéd 

term, “love triangle,” and just felt exhausted. His face fell. 

“Hikaru? What is it?” Minmay noticed his frown. And then she saw Misa. 

Misa was looking down sadly. He really is in love with her, she thought. 

She felt useless and unwanted. Unable to bear it, she turned and fled.  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Misa 8 
How many days had passed since she’d been to the park in Macross City? Her hair flowing in 

the wind, Misa ran. She had first met Hikaru at the concert hall that was in the park. She pushed 

her hair out of her face. Everything was blurred and misty. That day, it had been drizzling. But 

today was different. It was clear, and the ship’s solar energy lights were shining brightly. No, 

now everything was blurry only in her eyes. Tears. Why? 

Shouldn’t seeing Kaifun there have been a clue? 

Minmay was still alive. 

Hope and worry. A devil’s voice whispered to her from a dark corner of her mind: if Minmay 

hadn’t survived, everything would be settled now. 

No, she shouldn’t think that. This feeling just sprang from her wretchedly low self-esteem.  

And yet, while thinking about it, it somehow turned into a wish. A wish for Minmay’s death. 

But really, it wasn’t how she felt. Yes. Isn’t that right? Even wishing for the death of a stranger 

would make me a terrible person. The worst. This is just the normal emotions you go through 

when you lose someone. There’s no inherent worth or value in being loved. 

As evening crept slowly over Misa’s surroundings, the silence and stillness around her took on 

a frightening edge. 

Her body started trembling in the gathering twilight. 

I want to sink into the flow of time, and stay just as I am now. Eternally… 

She felt like she was slowly being paralyzed, her body ossifying, and she sat down on the 

ground. 
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She remembered her time alone with Hikaru. Arguments. The terrifying white mist. Her body 

going numb. Hikaru carrying her on his sturdy back. The waterfall pool. The parachute clothes. 

The meeting with the Protoculture. Despair. Their “dinner party.” The passionate night they’d 

spent together. Her mind was overflowing with shards of memory. 

“Hikaru.” 

Saying it aloud, the name had a hollow sound. Hikaru Ichijo. 

Will you end up forgetting our memories together? 

She recalled his words: “Sometimes, you have to throw out your memories. It’s important… 

like right now, from now on.” 

But sometimes, it’s impossible just to throw out unwanted memories. 

She fruitlessly clutched the little metallic plate she’d gotten from the Protoculture computer. It 

was the only tangible symbol she had left of their time together. 

Do you remember… love? 

I hear you calling me… 

tenderly… 

and I see you coming to me. 

When I am down with loneliness… 

you walk over… 

and I wait with my eyes closed. 

Though my heart was clouded with tears until yesterday… 

I feel my heart beating with joy now… 

Do you remember the moment 
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our eyes met for the first time? 

Do you remember the moment 

our hands came in touch? 

And it was the first journey of love 

between you and me. 

I love you so… 

Misa felt as though she were jolted by an electric shock. A poem. A song. That was it! That was 

what was written on the metal plate she and Hikaru had been given! They hadn’t entrusted us 

with any great secrets or plans, it was this! These words, this poem! 

The lyrics for the melody that Minmay had been scat-singing to could now be deciphered and 

communicated, for all the giant alien soldiers fighting in their battles, for the end of the war 

between the men and the women. 

But could this song really bring an end to this seemingly eternal war? 

Certainly, many Zentradi would be moved by hearing music. They would be awakened to the 

glory of culture, and realize how empty their life of endless conflict was. 

And yet… and yet… and yet… 

We Earth people have been involved with a staggering number of Zentradi people, but what if 

they’re only a small percentage of all Zentradi spread throughout space? 

How will those Zentradi react? To this day, they were locked in an endless cycle of war with 

the Meltrandi. And even if the song did have the effect of sapping the soldiers’ urge to fight, what 

if they warned other Zentradi about it? If they warned their allies but not their enemies, even the 

Zentradi could wield music as a powerful weapon. 
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Music. Culture. We cannot let these become mere tools for warfare. 

Misa was a soldier. And because she was a soldier, she was resolute never to let that happen. 

We have to make the giants hear this song. They must listen to it! 

Suddenly, she felt someone’s hand fall on her shoulder. She gasped, and jerked herself to her 

feet. 

She turned around and there was Hikaru, standing before her. He didn’t need to speak. His 

hand touching her shoulder showed concern and care. That gesture contained a warmth that 

never faded. 

“How was your reunion with Minmay?” she asked point-blank. 

“It’s over,” he said. 

“What?” 

“Between me and her. It’s over.” 

Both of them fell quiet, and just gazed at each other, and the silence was tinged with a hint of 

loneliness. It was uncontrollable and self-centered. It had some resemblance to the thick and 

awkward silence that characterized their first meeting. 

No, it’s different. Hikaru is different now. Now, he’s looking at me with eyes that are shining 

like a burning comet roaring through the darkness of space. 

She could feel Hikaru’s love for her through his gaze. And it suddenly made her angry. 

“And so, what’s Minmay supposed to do now?” she said harshly.  

“She’ll be fine on her own.” 

“You’re awful,” she scowled. 
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“It’d be more awful if I left things hanging, wouldn’t it? I thought it would be better if I made 

the decision now. I can’t say what’ll happen in the future, but for now, I just thought about who 

was the most important person in the world to me. And that person is you.” 

Misa didn’t believe him. Is he trying to set up some kind of mean prank? 

And yet… 

She retreated into cynicism, though, and said, “Don’t say anything you’ll regret, just because of 

some maudlin old memories.” 

“It’s always the the same. You twist my words around and I have to prove again that I’m 

capable.” 

“Well, all I ever care about is duty and responsibility, isn’t that right?” 

“You say that so often that you’ve come to believe it yourself. When you get emotional, it runs 

contrary to your thinking, so you cover it over by saying mean things. The fact that you’re being 

harsh to me right now is all the proof I need that you feel the same about me that I do about 

you.” 

Misa clamped her mouth shut and turned away. 

Hikaru took her fadein both hands, and turned her back to face him. 

Once again, Misa and Hikaru’s eyes met. Her gaze softened, and melted into his. 

Why did it take me so long to realize that he makes me feel… so happy? 

It was a new experience, and it pushed her close to panic. With the cold attitude that she always 

affected, it was impossible to feel something like joy. But her elation overwhelmed her and she 

rushed into his arms, cradling her head against his chest.  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Hikaru 8 
The ruined Earth was right at the center of the battlefield. 

From all over the galaxy, massive battleships were folding in, one after another. 

On one side were the males, the Zentradi forces. On the other, the females: the Meltrandi. 

They had crossed blades with each other all over the galaxy, but had chosen this area of space 

around Earth as the site to wage their final, decisive battle. 

They were, after all, clones made purely for war, first manufactured long ago and far away 

through the unrestrained use of genetic engineering by the surquedous people called the 

Protoculture. These clones reproduced through technological, asexual means, and without the 

need for marriage, the two sexes split apart to form their own communities. From this small 

issue, larger problems sprang, eventually leading to a massive war in which the Protoculture 

were completely exterminated. 

But the clones’ battle fervor was so great that they could not stop fighting, and their war 

continued ceaselessly for thousands of generations. 

And it was this war that would finally reach its fiery climax here in this solar system. 

Humanity found it hopeless to untangle themselves from the web spun around them. 

The conflict between Hikaru and Misa, minuscule in comparison, had been overcome, and 

their hearts were progressing down the usual path of love. But two colossal armadas, filled with 

hate for each other, were rushing across space in order to slaughter each other. 

Inside the Macross, the enraged voices of Zentradi soldiers echoed. 

“The Meltrandi have begun to arrive!” 

“They’re massing all of their fleets!” 
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The Macross itself had already left Earth, the locus of the conflict. It entered the battle zone 

just as the opposing fleets started to barrage each other, and it got caught in the explosions, and 

the massive battleship was buffeted about like a speck of dust in the wind. 

“We have to get out of this area before the battle really begins,” Captain Global said, his face 

impassive as usual. 

An insistent question came through the comm from the Zentradi: “What about Lynn Minmay’s 

song?” 

At Misa’s suggestion, the Zentradi hadn’t been told that the song had now been completed. 

This song is our final trump card…  

Even though it was only a flimsy hope, she had entrusted the true meaning of the song to 

Hikaru. 

Please, let this song reawaken all of us, he prayed silently. 

At that moment, the shock wave from a gigantic explosion reverberated through space. The 

vanguard of the Meltrandi fleet had met the Zentradi, and a small skirmish had ensued. 

And then it seemed like all of space erupted into fire and force. 

A vast area burned like a sun as hundreds, no, thousands of battleships were annihilated in an 

instant. 

Hikaru ran as fast as he could. 

Fireballs erupted in space, turning the blackness bright as day, and illuminating Hikaru’s form 

as he strenuously ran up a staircase. 

Sweat was pouring down his face. 
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In his mind was only one thought, playing over and over: I have to get these lyrics to Minmay! 

His breathing was ragged as he ran up the stairs, taking them two at a time. 

He had looked for her for ten, twenty, even thirty minutes, but she didn’t appear to be 

anywhere. 

He had run all over the ship, but she wasn’t with her manager, Kaifun, or anyone else involved 

in the entertainment world. 

But maybe… 

And an idea of where Minmay might be flashed in his mind. 

Maybe she was at the large observation deck where they’d gone on their date. 

And so Hikaru ran, at full speed. Panting heavily, he climbed the last of the stairs. 

“Minmay!” he shouted, trying to quell the pounding in his chest. 

There she was, her shoulders slumped, watching the battle going on out in space through the 

observation window. 

“Minmay,” he repeated softly. 

She lifted her chin slightly. Her eyes were glittering, but with tears. 

“I thought you’d be here…” 

She said nothing. 

“When something bad happens, this is where I always come, too.” 

Her face scrunched up, and she hung her head. 

“This poem,” he said. “These are the lyrics to that melody.” 

Minmay chewed on her lip, not responding. She was still shocked by the revelation that Hikaru 

and Misa were in love, and couldn’t find any words to say. 
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Hikaru spoke again. “I want you to sing this.” He handed over the lyrics written out from the 

small metal panel. “The world’s about to end. Please, I’m begging you.” 

Still looking down and defeated, she slowly shook her head in refusal. 

Minmay, I know that deep down, you’re not this weak, he reprimanded her, but only in his head. 

Back at the celebration, he had had to choose. Truthfully, he had wanted to stay on good terms 

with both Misa and Minmay, and maybe someday later on he’d have to choose one over the 

other. He’d always been pretty indecisive, really. But, at that moment, he realized that he had to 

choose right then and there. 

This time, I can’t just leave it halfway done, he had thought. 

He had to be resolute and determined. 

Which one is truly important to me? Which one will I be happy with? 

Really, he loved both Misa and Minmay. 

And choosing one over the other was such an inept way of putting it. Really looking at it, 

either one would probably be good. 

And yet, he chose Misa. 

It wasn’t that he loved Misa more than he loved Minmay, though. 

If I choose Minmay, he had thought, it wouldn’t be good for her. She has the talent to reach 

even greater heights, but she wouldn’t be able to. Her singing, her acting… she’s truly a star, and 

all of that would come to an end.  

I can’t let her throw all of that away just for my sake. 

But there was no way he could explain that to her. 
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Finally, he spoke. “Minmay, we’re just a small group of humans fighting against an army of 

giants. But, to be defeated by them, silenced by them… it would be a tragedy, wouldn’t it?” 

Minmay looked up again, but turned to stare at the battle raging outside, still remaining silent. 

“To stand by and do nothing,” he continued, “to just sit and wait for the battle to reach us and 

kill us… it’s intolerable!” 

There was a massive flash of light from the window as a nearby battleship exploded into ruin. 

The Macross rumbled and shook as the shock wave hit it, and Minmay stumbled a bit. 

“Minmay.” Hikaru clasped Minmay’s shoulders with both hands to steady her, and looked 

straight into her tear-stained face. 

“Minmay… you have to sing.” 

Again, she didn’t respond. 

“So many people are waiting to hear your music. For the sake of those people surrounded by 

war, and for the sake of the Earth, now destroyed…” 

She looked down. 

“For the sake of the people yet to be born…” 

Nothing. 

“…and most of all, for your own sake, sing!” 

He waited, but she wouldn’t look at him or speak. 

“Everyone, every single person on this ship, is doing whatever they can, as hard as they can…” 

He trailed off, unable to continue. His words were useless. He started to feel contempt. 

Minmay still remained silent. 
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But then, still not looking up, she reached over to her shoulder, and took the paper with the 

lyrics on it from his hand and grasped it tightly. 

“Minmay!” Hikaru cried, his eyes lighting up. 

That’s right, Minmay, he thought. You can’t give up on singing now of all times. 

Still without speaking, she looked him deliberately in the eyes. He gazed back into hers. 

Her dour face gave a brief flash of a smile, and then started beaming with joy. 

She’s radiant, he thought, overwhelmed by her smile. Amazing. The sheer energy and power 

pouring out of her is amazing. Like I thought, she’s full of talent, ability, and determination. 

Seeing her stand tall before him, with all her glittering force of personality, made him realize 

that he’d only seen small glimpses of her grace and charm before. 

Minmay is just now becoming the great talent that she always wanted to be. 

He was speechless. At one time, he had longed for Lynn Minmay the idol singer. 

The Lynn Minmay he had met before had merely been a sweet, bright young woman. The Lynn 

Minmay that stood before him now still seemed like that same girl, but she had changed utterly. 

While Hikaru and Misa were walking on the broken planet, finding what small happiness they 

could, Minmay had been a captive of the Zentradi. What she had experienced among them, 

Hikaru had no idea. He could only guess at the unimaginable isolation and loneliness she must 

have felt. 

Or… had she felt a burning, passionate love for one insignificant young man? 

A girl alone will engrave her memories deeply onto her heart. 

Is that love? Loneliness? Emptiness? 
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Minmay’s memories and emotions will now pour out of her voice, and gush through all of 

infinite space. 

Gazing into her deep blue eyes, he saw the whole galaxy, tranquil and at peace.  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Hikaru and Misa 
Aboard the Macross, everything was frozen as dawn broke. 

After running so hard, Hikaru’s legs were numb, and he had difficulty keeping his balance. 

“You moron,” Focker Sempai’s voice echoed inside Hikaru’s head as he climbed into his 

Valkyrie cockpit. “It’s great that you’ve been doing better with women these days, but that 

doesn’t mean you can neglect your pilot training. Clumsy guys like you can’t slack off on 

practice. If your reflexes are slow, you’ll be dead before you can even blink. You haven’t noticed 

because you’ve fallen in love for the first time in your life. In piloting, moment by moment, your 

decisions and judgment mean life or death.” 

In the Valkyrie next to his, Max the genius pilot was swaying, listening to a romantic love song 

as he checked his fighter’s gauges. With his glasses on and a slight smile on his face, as usual, he 

looked calm and untroubled. 

His voice crackled over the intercom. “Max. Launching!” 

“So, they say these Meltrandi who are fighting with the Zentradi are all female. I’d kinda like 

to check them out a little more closely!” laughed Kakizaki, in the Valkyrie on the other side of 

Max’s. “Though I hear even the girls are giants. You wouldn’t be able to fool around with them.” 

“But,” said Max, “put them in a miclone chamber, and they’d become the same size as us. I 

wouldn’t mind meeting a cute alien girl…” His cheerful tone really helped to ease everyone’s 

nervousness before entering battle. 

Misa’s voice came over the intercom. “Valkyrie Skull Team, prepare for launch.” 

“Roger!” Hikaru replied, tensing himself up. When he thought about how he had taken over the 

commanding position of Focker’s beloved Skull Team, Hikaru broke into a cold sweat. 
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Up to this point, it hadn’t really been that Skull Team was cutting corners, but Hikaru knew 

that some of the pilots backing him up were perhaps a bit too sloppy in their flying. But that 

wasn’t true of the vanguard. He could almost hear the pilots flexing their muscles as they 

mentally prepared themselves to fight. 

Poor guys, Hikaru thought, flagellating himself. I’m so out of practice I can barely fly straight, 

and they’ll be following me. 

He thought about Max acting as his backup, and started feeling gloomy. 

But still, this mission had to be done. 

“Valkyrie Skull Team, Number One, Hikaru Ichijo. Launch!” 

He grabbed the control stick tightly, and jerked it back. 

The catapult accelerated him forward, and in an instant, his Valkyrie was flying free. He flew 

straight up. 

As always, this is a great plane! 

He turned starboard, leaning his body into it. 

Before him, he saw countless explosions from the ongoing battle. His stomach sank. 

We have to stop the war as quickly as possible. 

All he should be thinking about now was helping the Macross get through the battlefield in 

front of it. 

He kept himself acutely alert to the movements of the enemy. One Battle Pod broke off and 

dove towards him. 

He straightened his spine, and all his nerves were tingling. 

And then, from inside the Macross, he could hear music starting to play. 
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“La la la la la… 

I hear you calling me tenderly 

And I see you coming to me. 

When I am down with loneliness 

You walk over and I wait with my eyes closed.  

Though my heart was clouded with tears until yesterday, 

I feel my heart beating with joy now.  

Do you remember the moment 

Our eyes met for the first time? 

Do you remember the moment 

Our hands came in touch? 

And it was the first journey of love 

Between you and me.  

I love you so.” 

Minmay’s singing! 

A holoscope of her, dancing sweetly, was projected into space. Her hair flowed, her costume 

swayed. She was smiling brightly. Her voice burst forth, dancing up and down the music stave. 

Forte, fortissimo, crescendo! and her eyes glittered with tenderness. Her throat vibrating, her 

cheeks flushed… Lynn Minmay. Expressing a  young girl’s feelings of love, and innocent 

dreams. Abandoning everything and singing of sadness. Sorrow. But also, a new journey of love. 

Concealed. Bursting forth. She was singing. 
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The pod got closer and started drawing a bead on him. 

I can get it now, he thought. He had it in his sights, but then, he hesitated, and didn’t pull the 

trigger. The pod suddenly veered away, visibly losing its will to fight. 

Just one girl’s singing voice… 

Just the sound of one pop song… 

Was it really working? Against a race of warriors that had been shredding blood and creating 

havoc for hundreds of thousands for years? 

Hikaru prayed. 

He prayed that Minmay’s song would flow out from the Macross and spread, reaching the very 

ends of the entire universe. 

“I feel your gaze 

Though you’re not here with me 

And I feel warm. 

I believe in your love 

So won’t you watch over me from far away?  

Though my heart was clouded with tears until yesterday, 

I feel the world beating with joy now. 

Do you remember the moment 

Our eyes met for the first time? 

Do you remember the moment 

Our hands came in touch? 
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And it was the first journey of love 

Between you and me.  

I love you so.” 

The operators on the bridge were all unconsciously holding their breath as they listened to 

Minmay sing. Shammy, Vanessa, Kim, all three of them stared at the giant holoscope of Minmay 

dancing in space. 

Captain Global sat with his eyes shut, his unlit pipe held firmly in his mouth. 

Claudia, sitting next to Misa, said quietly, “You know, Roy…” She took a deep breath. “Roy 

used to say that a man can love many different women, but that kind of love is shallow.” She 

paused, but Misa waited for her to continue. “But women are different,” Claudia said. “Women, 

who feel nothing but love, are deep.” 

Misa understood that Claudia was indirectly explaining Minmay’s feelings. 

Also, she understood that Minmay’s emotional singing was bringing up searing memories of 

Major Focker in Claudia’s heart. 

Misa closed her eyes, and just listened to the music. 

“I’m not alone. 

Because you’re here with me. 

Do you remember the moment 

Our eyes met for the first time? 

Do you remember the moment 

Our hands came in touch? 

And it was the first journey of love 
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Between you and me. 

I love you so.” 

Hikaru looked out, surveying the wide blackness before him, the battle now stilled and brought 

to a close. 

He let out a long, slow breath, and pulled on the control stick. 

Because of Minmay’s song, the Macross’s route back home was now clear, and it voyaged 

forward. 

The End 
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Afterword 
By Shoji Kawamori 

I remember first meeting Mr. Tomita at a scenario-writing meeting shortly after planning 

started for the Macross TV series. Of course, I have many memories of working together, but one 

thing that impressed me about Mr. Tomita was how excited he’d get when talking about plays 

and the theatre (at that time, not many of our associates were interested in that, so I made it a 

point to bring it up with Mr. Tomita often when we talked at meetings and such). 

The feel of animation is closer to a play than it is to a live-action movie. For example, an actor 

speaking lines in a live-action movie will try to perform as naturally as possible, but in 

animation, it’s extremely difficult to create such an effect, both in the acting and in the art. 

Moreover, plays have to have clear action that you can see from even the back of the theater, and 

so a more exaggerated acting style does not seem unrealistic, as it would in a movie. 

When I went to the United States for promotional activities for the movie version of Macross, I 

saw a musical on Broadway, which further clarified the distance between a live-action movie and 

a play. 

Because of that, I began thinking about making the movie edition of Macross like a stage play, 

or at least giving the impression of one. Portions of the TV series had had that kind of feeling, 

but I wanted to push it further in the movie. 

All of which is to say that I think it was good that we got Mr. Tomita, who was always talking 

about stage plays, to write the script for the movie. 

However, when it came time to do the composition, I couldn’t finish it because the climactic 

song, “Do You Remember Love,” was not yet completed. It was in the middle of this situation 
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that Mr. Tomita was working on the screenplay, and due to the time it took to finish the song, the 

composition of the last sequence was finished at the storyboard stage. That is to say, Mr. Tomita 

had to work extremely hard to finish the script with little time left, and I deeply apologize to him 

for that. 

So with this novelization, Mr. Tomita was unexpectedly asked to finish the story of the 

“Macross the Movie,” but it’s also a new start for Mr. Tomita’s subsequent literary career. In that 

way, I hope I was able to be of assistance to Mr. Tomita, through this work called Macross.
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