The Nameless Sequel

by Mike Loader

(Lights come on upon an empty stage. A gong sounds, and an assortment of people troop in.)

Ranma and Ryouga: The threatened cloud has passed away,

Akane and Ukyo: And brightly shines the dawning day;

Tsung and Saburo: What though the night may come too soon,

Shampoo and Kodachi: There’s yet a month of afternoon!

Kuno, Kasumi, and Tofu: Then let the throng… 

Genma, Soun, and Hasigawa: Then let the throng our joy advance,

Nabiki: With laughing song… 

All: With laughing song and merry dance.

(They glare at each other, bow to the audience, and stalk off.)

EPISODE 1

A Suitable Case For Treatment
(We open on a business complex in Nerima. The camera pans inside, stopping before a door labeled, “Dr. Hasigawa, Psychiatric Therapy”. Inside, Ukyo is lying on a couch talking to a elderly man in steel-rimmed glasses.)

Ukyo: (depressed voice) And then he just walked away. Right in the middle of my “Oh thank you for saving me” speech. To check on Akane. (her voice grows bitter) Always Akane.

(Flashback to the end of Varaiyah 8)

Ranma: (addressing the room) You, guards! Surrender, or the Warlord dies!

(The guards think this over, and stop fighting. Ranma walks over and unties Ukyo.)

Ukyo: Ranchan! I knew you’d come for me! I knew…

(She suddenly realizes that she’s talking to his back; Ranma has gone over to check on Akane.)

Ukyo: …

Ranma: You okay, Akane?

(Flashback ends. The man in the glasses kindly hands Ukyo a hanky to wipe her eyes with.)

Ukyo: I was the one being held prisoner! For all he knew I could have been tortured, or ravished, or… or… He didn’t even ask! Not even a, “You okay?”, or “Are you hurt?”. He just cut the ropes, and off he went. (pleading tone) Why, Dr. Hasigawa? Why didn’t he ask?

Hasigawa: (gently, slight Germanic accent) Why do you think?

Ukyo: (automatically) He was trying to impress Mr. Tendo with his concern…

(Hasigawa shakes his head and presses a button on his desk, causing an electrical jolt to run through the couch. Ukyo yelps and leaps a little, then turns to glare at him.)

Ukyo: Is that really necessary?

Hasigawa: Now, now, do not try to change the subject. What is the real reason Ranma went to check on Akane instead of you?

Ukyo: He loves her. (her eyes widen as she realizes what she just said) No, that’s not what I meant…

Hasigawa: Isn’t it?

(Ukyo thinks for a bit, then sags.)

Ukyo: (low tone) I guess it is.

Hasigawa: (straightening) There’s something I want you to try. I want you to go on a date tomorrow.

Ukyo: (puzzled) Doctor, I’ve been trying to get a date with Ranchan for quite a while now… 

Hasigawa: Not with Ranma. With someone else. Find some nice boy, go to a movie, have fun.

Ukyo: But… 

Hasigawa: No buts. (sighs) Ukyo, you need to realize that this Ranma is not the only eligible male in the world. Go on a date. If nothing else, you’ll probably get a free movie and a dinner out of it.

Ukyo: (hesitantly) I suppose so… (her voice hardens) I will! I’ll go out, have a good time, and knock some lucky guy’s socks off!

Hasigawa: Good. You’ve been making quite a bit of progress, Miss Kuonji. Hopefully we won’t see anything like the Incident With The Poodles again. How did that turn out, by the way?

Ukyo: The judge let me off with a warning, and I had to pay for the damaged chainsaw and garden hose.

Hasigawa: Well, that’s all behind you. I think we’re done for today. Same time Thursday?

Ukyo: Sure.

(She stands, walks towards the door, and suddenly turns, remembering something.)

Ukyo: Oh, Soun Tendo was going to stop by later today for his first appointment.

Hasigawa: Tendo… ach ja, he called just before you came to confirm. Thank you for recommending me.

Ukyo: (shaking her head) The man needs help, Doctor. I hope you can give it to him. (her expression turns curious) By the way, Doctor… which country were you born in? Switzerland? Germany? Austria?

Hasigawa: (puzzled) In Japan, of course.

Ukyo: Then where were you raised?

Hasigawa: Osaka.

Ukyo: But your accent… 

Hasigawa: Oh, that. That’s from my mother.

Ukyo: Where was she from?

Hasigawa: Hokkaido.

Ukyo: Never mind.

(Scene changes to the Tendo living room. Ranma and Akane are seated at the shogi board, playing a game. Judging from the smirk on Akane’s face and the amount of sweat on Ranma’s brow, the game isn’t going well for him. Nabiki is artistically sprawled across most of the sofa, reading the newspaper.)

Ranma: Um… there! (moves a piece) Ha! Whaddya say to that, Akane?

Akane: (moving a piece) “I win” sounds like a good response. Care for another game?

Nabiki: (looking up) You just started playing three turns ago! Ranma, you have a true talent here. I’ve never seen anyone lose with such poise, speed, and certainty.

Akane: (kindly) Don’t worry about it, Ranma. You just need a bit of practice.

Ranma: (muttering, embarrassed) I’ve bmnf plfsfing singhm wms thmghf…

Nabiki: Come again?

Ranma: (louder) I’ve been playing since I was four.

Akane: (aback) Oh dear… well, you must not have played often, then… 

Ranma: (looking really embarrassed) Actually, me and Pop used to play for two minutes every day after dinner, until we came here.

Akane: Well, that must be it. If you only played for about two minutes, you must not have ever played any full games.

Ranma: They were all full games. Two minutes was all it took for Pop to beat me.

Akane: You’re joking. I don’t think it’s possible for someone to lose that fast…

Ranma: (morosely) That’s right, rub it in…

Nabiki: (cheerfully) Don’t take it so hard, Ranma. I lose all the time at games like that, with one or two exceptions…

Akane: (snorts) Yeah. She always wins at Monopoly, and for some reason she never seems to lose a game that she’s bet money on.

Nabiki: (shrugging) Motivation is a wonderful thing… (Turns back to the newspaper) Hmm. Looks like the dockworkers are still on strike. They refuse to go back to work until someone gets rid of that animal that’s been prowling the docks.

(Ranma turns pale.)

Akane: (skeptically) It’s been three weeks since they reported that thing. Hasn’t anyone tried to do something about it?

Nabiki: The police refuse to go anywhere near it, and the Army has been saying that it’s too small a problem for them to bother with, and then turns around and insists that they aren’t equipped with 

heavy enough ordinance to deal with it. I believe that the whole thing’s been handed over to animal control.

Ranma: Just as long as that damn cat never comes within a mile of me.

Akane: (scoldingly) You can’t still think it’s Felix, can you? That kawaii little kitty? She wouldn’t hurt a fly!

Ranma: (shudders) Tell that to Ryouga. You saw what it did to him, on the ship…

Nabiki: (interrupting) Where is Ryouga, anyway? He hasn’t tried to kill you in days…

Ranma: He went on some sorta training journey. He’s just too scared of Felix and Kasumi to stay in Nerima right now.

Akane: (puzzled) Why on earth is he scared of Kasumi, anyway? That makes even less sense that being scared of a cat.

Ranma: She did almost kill me a few weeks ago, ya know…

Akane: Ranma, you know that wasn’t her fault.

Nabiki: (shuddering) That’s for sure. Trust me, it was like becoming a whole different person. And she did apologize afterwards…

Akane: Besides, Ryouga never even saw Kasumi while she was under the tea’s influence. Now, I could understand why P-chan would be scared of her. That would make sense. But Ryouga… (she shakes her head)

Nabiki: Perhaps P-chan is really Ryouga with a Jusenkyo curse. Heck, that’s it! Ranma probably knocked him in, which is why Ryouga wants to kill him, and Ranma is keeping quiet about it because he feels guilty.

(Silence. Ranma looks at Nabiki in horror, while Akane, her eyes unreadable, stares at her sister.)

Ranma: Um… er, I can explain… 

(Suddenly Nabiki and Akane break into peals of hysterical laughter.)

Akane: (giggling) Good one, oneechan. Ryouga P-chan… (she starts laughing again)

Nabiki: (wiping her eyes) And some people say I don’t have a sense of humor.

Ranma: (relieved) Uh, yeah. Haha! That was really, um, funny. Um.

Nabiki: (winking at him) Glad you enjoyed it so much.

(As Ranma gives her an uncertain look, Kasumi, clad in her usual spotless apron, emerges from the kitchen with a plate of cookies. The Happy-Kasumi expression is firmly in place, and grows brighter as she sees the trio’s eyes light up in anticipation.)

Kasumi: (placing the plate on the coffee table) Enjoy. Just make sure you have room left for dinner.

(Ranma makes a quick grab for the cookies, and mutters his thanks around a mouthful.)

Akane: Um, Oneechan, what will you be making tonight?

Kasumi: (brightening) I thought sweet and sour pork would…

(Akane, Nabiki, and Ranma groan in dismay.)

Ranma: Kasumi, *chew* your cooking’s great and all, but this is like the 23rd day in a row that you’ve *swallow* made some kind of pig for dinner.

Kasumi: (smiling but puzzled) I thought you liked ham…

Nabiki: We do, and your food is always wonderful…

Ranma: …and unlike Akane’s, never becomes sentient…

(Akane absentmindedly punches him in the stomach, doubling him over.)

Nabiki: (continuing) …but there is such a thing as too much. We’d just like a change.

Akane: Besides, it isn’t always the best choice for a meal. Like the time daddy had that friend of his over for dinner.

Kasumi: (puzzled) The glazed ham I made for them was very nice, I thought…

Nabiki: (exasperated) Oneechan, the man was an ordained Rabbi.

Kasumi: (slightly crestfallen) Oh. Well, I suppose I could make chicken tonight instead…

Akane: (politely) Could you? Please?

(Kasumi pauses for a second, then laughs.)

Kasumi: Of course I will. I have a few recipes for chicken that I’ve wanted to try out for some time now, anyway.

Nabiki: Thanks, oneechan.

(Kasumi nods, and turn to face Ranma, who is lying folded over on the floor clutching his stomach.)

Kasumi: (reprovingly) I’m glad you like my cookies, Ranma, but you’ve got to learn to eat slower if you don’t want to get stomachaches.

(She starts to leave, then turns around.)

Kasumi: I’m going to run down to the store. Could you three make sure Daddy leaves for his appointment with the doctor on time?

Nabiki: (sighing) Yeah, sure. Maybe we can even get Mr. Saotome to walk him down there.

Kasumi: (brightening) Oh, what a good idea! Daddy’s very nervous about this, you know…

Akane: Trust me, we know. I have no idea why…

Nabiki: He needs it, though. I haven’t seen him break down with such frequency since mom… (she pauses)… well, he’s been under a lot of stress lately.

Kasumi: (clucking) He does worry so… well, have fun. Ranma, there’s a bottle of the pink stuff in the medicine cabinet if you want.

Ranma: (gasping for air) Ungh… 

(Scene changes to a empty stretch of concrete road leading through a barren desert. The dry wind blows clouds of dust across the plain, and the occasional ball of tumbleweed rolls past. The camera pans further up the road, where a familiar looking fellow in a yellow and black bandanna trudges onward.)

Ryouga: Must… find… water…

(He stops before a wooden sign, and bends down to read it. It says, in large print, “WELCUM TOO BEUTIFULL MUCCAWINNA. POP. 2300(crossed out) 1823(crossed out) 1230 AN STILL GROWING!”)

Ryouga: At last! A center of civilization in this benighted wilderness of (he pulls out a map and checks it) Kyushu. (he frowns) I didn’t know Japan had any deserts…

(He shrugs, and continues on his way. As he walks off, a large ball of tumbleweed blows away, revealing another sign behind it. This one reads, “DON’T LET THE SUN SET ON YER HEAD IN MUCCAWINNA, (a long list of derogatory ethnic terms follows), OR ELSE.”)

Ryouga: I wonder why the sign was in English… maybe there’s an American military base here.

(He crests a hill, and stops. The town of Muccawinna lies below, boasting three brick buildings, two Model T’s, and a few dozen decrepit wooden structures in various states of collapse.)

Ryouga: (dubiously) Not much of a place… I’ll just get a drink, ask for directions, and be on my way. (his eyes harden) I shall conquer my fear of Kasumi, defeat Ranma, and claim Akane! And then, I shall get rid of that thing roaming the docks! (he pauses) Well, maybe not that. Mustn’t get unrealistic. (he gets a dreamy look) Akane will marry me, and we’ll have lots of children, and a big house…

(He walks down the hill and enters the town proper. The locals, dressed in overalls, jeans, denim, stetsons, and cowboy boots, stare at him in a unfriendly fashion. Ryouga gives them all a polite smile and a nod, and walks on. Passing an newspaper stand showing the day’s headline (“Lindbergh Lands in Paris!”), he stops before an elderly man sitting on a bench.)

Ryouga: (politely, in English) Excuse me, sir. Do you know the way to a place of refreshment?

Old Man: Whut? Whuzzat?

Ryouga: I’m sorry?

Old Man: Whut d’yew whant?

Ryouga: I’m looking for a place to get a drink.

(The old man deliberates for a while, popping a piece of tobacco in his mouth and chewing it loudly and noisily while staring at him. Finally, the man spits a stream of tobacco juice onto Ryouga’s shoes and points down the street.)

Old Man: Saloon’s ovur thut way.

Ryouga: (stiffly) Thank you.

(He walks over to the indicated building, and enters. The buzz of noise and raucous laughter in the bar cuts off as soon as he opens the door, and the clientele slowly turn to stare at him. Undaunted, Ryouga walks up to the bartender.)

Ryouga: One soda, please.

(The bartender just stares at him. Three locals get up from their seats and walk over.)

Local 1: Yew ain’t from around these parts, are yew, boy?

Local 2: Course he ain’t, Jim-Bob. Heck, we know everyone in taown, an we’da seen him long fore this. ‘Less ocourse he’s the guy thut Joe-Ted’s bin keeping locked up in the attic…

Local 1: Ah know, John-Tim, but yewr supposed tew ask them that. It’s parta the routine.

Local 3: Mah turn. (he turns back to Ryouga) We don’t go fer yewr kind round these parts.
Local 1: (admiringly) Thut wuz perfect, Jean-Claude. Beutiful inflection, just the right hint o’ menace, an uh wonderful looming pose.

Local 3: Thank yew. I bin practising.

Ryouga: (politely) I liked it too.

(The three stare at him for a few seconds.)

Local 1: Wanna lynch him?

Local 2: Yup.

Local 3: Let’s make it quick, though. Ah gots mah poetry reading in half an hour.

Bartender: The rope’s out back, boys. An bury the body this time, ain’t healthy tew just leave it lyin around.

(They close in on Ryouga, who looks puzzled.)

Ryouga: Did I do something wrong?

Local 2: Yew gonna squeal lak uh pig afore we git done wit you, boy… 

(Ryouga’s eyes go hard, and the blue aura comes on.)

Ryouga: (quietly) Did you just call me a pig?

Local 1: Hell yeah! Yah know, he really duz look lak uh pig. Lookit that face…

Local 3: An the shape uh him, jus lak uh porker…

Ryouga: (glowing) IT WAS A MISTAKE TO MAKE ME UNHAPPY!

(Switch to a hill outside the town. Two dour faced sheep ranchers are staring down at the town with impassive expressions.)

Rancher 1: It’s hot. Hot day.

(The other man considers this.)

Rancher 2: Yup.

Ryouga’s Voice: (from a distance) Chaos Butterfly Weather Point!

(The sky, previously clear, suddenly fills with dark storm clouds. A huge funnel cloud forms over the bar, and bolts of lightning blast down upon the hapless structure.)

Rancher 2: Looks like rain.

Rancher 1: (after deliberation) Yup.

(With a thunderous roar, a aurora borealis style plasma discharge blasts down into the bar, sending shockwaves blasting through the town. When the dust clears, half the town has collapsed, and Ryouga is standing in the middle of the wreckage of the bar, untouched.)

Rancher 1: (spitting profoundly) Them aliens again.

Rancher 2: Third time this month.

Rancher 1: They took five of my sheep last time. Almost fergot to pay, too.

Rancher 2: Was that Um-Gonxyt and his boys?

Rancher 1: Naw, it was Tfghxyyyt from the cloud nebula.

Rancher 2: (spitting) I don’t do business with them cloud nebula folks. Almost as bad as Californians.

Ryouga: (blinking) Whoops. Need to learn a bit of control.

Local 1: (blackened and pinned under a timber) Ah’ll say… 

Ryouga: Soon Ranma… you will fall, and Akane shall be mine! MUAHAHAHAHA (he stops, looking a bit embarrassed) Um. Sorry.

(Scene changes to a room in the Kuno mansion. Kodachi and Shampoo are seated in front of a Maj-Jongg board, playing a game.)

Shampoo: Look at bright side, Ko-chan.

Kodachi: What bright side? Ranma’s not attached to either of us, Tendo and Kuonji are still sucking in air, and my brother has stepped up his picture orders from that little blackmail artist, Nabiki. Not to mention the homicidal cat-thing roaming the docks. The expedition wasn’t exactly a resounding success, dear.

Shampoo: Yes, but wrinkled pervert and lost guy gone… have not seen stupid Mousse for weeks, either. Peace and quiet a good thing, no?

Kodachi: It’s rather unusual, yes… Shampoo, can I ask you something?

Shampoo: Shoot.

Kodachi: You’re a reasonably intelligent, adaptable person. Why do you talk like that?

Shampoo: (surprised) Like what?

Kodachi: In broken Japanese. I mean, you’ve been making the same basic grammatical errors since we’ve met.

Shampoo: (puzzled) I talk perfect Japanese, Ko-chan. Bought tape when first decided to come, practiced every day. Tape made by Japanese firm, too.

Kodachi: (frowning) Can I hear it?

(Shampoo shrugs, and removes a cassette from her pocket. Kodachi walks over to a stereo, inserts it, and hits play.)

Tape: (<> indicates Chinese) “Me want fruit basket.” <“I’m afraid I don’t know.”> “Not know that” <“Please fondle my… ”>

(Kodachi turns the tape off. She looks upset.)

Kodachi: Cretins! They gave you a pidgin Japanese course!

Shampoo: (aback) You mean… that not formal Japanese?

Kodachi: No! It’s stereotyped Chinese-Person-Trying-To-Speak-Japanese speech! Didn’t you ever wonder why none of the rest of us spoke like that?

Shampoo: (dazed) I thought was local dialect or something… OH NO!

Kodachi: (concerned) What is it, dear?

Shampoo: (upset) Ranma! Ko-chan, he must think Shampoo is idiot!

Kodachi: No problem. I’ll teach you myself.

Shampoo: (dubiously) You?

Kodachi: Me. I’m an excellent teacher. Watch. (snaps her fingers) WALTER! Front and center!

(A servant scurries into the room.)

Servant: You called, Mistress Kuno?

Kodachi: Memorize the entire text of The Tale of Genji by tonight. Or else.

Servant: (turning pale) Yes, Mistress Kuno.

(He scurries off.)

Kodachi: He will, too. You just have to learn how to motivate people. We’ll have you speaking flawless Japanese before the week is out!

(The scene changes back to the Tendo living room. Akane, Nabiki, and Genma are trying to get a sobbing Soun ready for his appointment.)

Soun: (tearfully) You look after Akane now, Nabiki - make sure she dresses warmly…

Nabiki: Daddy, it’s the middle of summer, Akane can dress herself, and you’ll only be gone half an hour. Now pull yourself together.

Akane: (soothingly) You’ll only be gone for a bit, and then you can come right home, and Kasumi will make you dinner.

Soun: (snapping back to reality for a second) Not pork again, I hope… 

Genma: What’s wrong with pork? Love it.

Nabiki: We had a talk with Kasumi, Daddy. She’s making chicken tonight.

Soun: Chicken… (he bursts into tears)

Akane: (whispers to Nabiki) Don’t mention chicken! It’s one of his sore points, remember?

Nabiki: (whispering back) It is?

Akane: (slightly annoyed) Yes! (pulls out about two dozen sheets of paper and hands then to Nabiki) It’s #723. Didn’t you read this month’s list?

Nabiki: (abashed) Sorry.

Genma: (slapping Soun roughly on the back) Buck up, Tendo-kun. We’ll go see this shrink, then go get blasted.

Soun: (brightening) Okay…

(The two leave. Akane turns to Nabiki, looking serious.)

Akane: I’ve never seen him this bad, Nabiki. He breaks down crying at the slightest little things, he’s overprotective, he almost never leaves the dojo anymore…

Nabiki: (sadly) He was worse right after we lost mom… you were too young to really understand… he would just practice katas over and over, then suddenly run to see if we were all right, almost hysterical. You and Kasumi brought him out of it eventually… you still needed him, and Kasumi just kept everything running and acted like everything would be okay… (her voice breaks for a second)… and I kept the place afloat financially.

(The two sit in silence for a moment.)

Akane: But why has he been going downhill?

Nabiki: That’s what I hope the doctor will be able to tell us. My own guess is that the parade of kidnappings, homicidal suitors, and dangers to us has something to do with it. Let’s face it, that kind of thing would make any father a bit paranoid.

Akane: (grimacing) It’s no fun from my standpoint either.

Nabiki: (poking Akane playfully) Just think of it as flattery.

(Scene changes to Ukyo’s tiny apartment in back of Ucchan’s. Ukyo is sitting in the overstuffed chair, going over a ledger.)

Ukyo: (tossing it down) A date. I need a date. Who do I know who’s male and single?

(She leans back and folds her hands, thinking.)

Ukyo: Kuno? He’s cute, but he’s got an ego the size of the US national debt. No. Ryouga? Out of town, and I believe I’d rather rub lemon juice in a cut than date him. Tsubasa? (she breaks into hysterical laughter) Right. Mousse? Nice, if slightly goofy, but I’d never get him to go along with it as long as he still thinks he has a chance with Shampoo. Gosunkugi? (she shudders) That’s a definite no. Keiichi? Wrong series. Hmm. This might be harder than I thought…

(Scene changes to the Great Hall in Varaiyah. Tsung, looking lordly and disinterested, is sitting on the ornate throne. Suddenly, a disembodied tinkling, as if many small bells were ringing, echos through the hall. The courtiers and servants look around fearfully.)

Servant: What is that noise? A spirit? A demon?

(Tsung removes a cell phone from his robes and snaps it open. The hall gives a sign of relief.)

Tsung: You have reached His Dread Potentness, the Warlord of Varaiyah. Who has the privilege of speaking with Us?

Phone: (hesitantly) Hi… you probably don’t remember, but you held me prisoner and threatened me with torture unless I became your concubine a few weeks back… anyway, what are you doing next Saturday?

END OF EPISODE 1

EPISODE 2

Opportunity Breaks Down The Door.
(Scene opens on a small cafe in Nerima. Kuno is sitting in a booth, sipping tea and radiating a calm impatience. Nabiki enters and sits down across from him.)

Nabiki: Hi.

Kuno: Good afternoon.

(They look at each other for a second.)

Nabiki: (thinking) 

Kuno: (thinking) 

Nabiki: So how’s tricks, Kuno-baby?

Kuno: I am well. And how can you serve me today?

Nabiki: (thinking) 

Kuno: (thinking) 

Nabiki: Photos, Kuno. Photos. Good ones. Only 5000 yen apiece, too.

Kuno: An outrageous sum. I shall not pay it.

(Nabiki leans over the table and whispers something in his ear. Kuno’s eyes go wide.)

Kuno: (stammering) Pink ones?

(Nabiki nods. Kuno, with an effort, regains control of himself.)

Kuno: Indeed. Very well, I suppose your price is acceptable.

Nabiki: (smirking) I thought so. I think I’ll have the beefbowl. You’ll pay for it, of course.

Kuno: (wincing) Of course.

Nabiki: (thinking) 

Kuno: (thinking) 

(Camera pans to the booth behind them. Ranma-chan, in sunglasses and a large-brimmed, tiger-striped hat, is looking rather annoyed.)

Ranma: (muttering) I thought so. Time for a friendly little chat with Nabiki.

(Scene changes to Ucchan’s. The restaurant is full of customers, but Ukyo seems less than happy. In fact, she seems downright irritated.)

Ukyo: (thinking) (aloud) Where on earth am I going to find a date before Thursday?

Voice: Um… hello? You’re looking for a date?

(Ukyo turns to look at the owner of the voice, a lanky, rather ordinary looking boy with a vaguely hopeful look on his face.)

Ukyo: Um… yes, I am. And you are?

Saburo: (bowing slightly) Saburo Natami. I go to Furinkan high. 

Ukyo: (looking thoughtful) You look familiar… have we met before?

Saburo: Um, yes. I asked you once if you wanted to go get a soda…

Ukyo: (interested) What did I say?

Saburo: You, uh, yelled something about poodles and “Ranchan”, and then hit me repeatedly with your spatula.

Ukyo: (embarrassed) Oh. Sorry. You didn’t catch me on one of my better days. Did I hurt you?

Saburo: (cheerfully) Mild concussion. Quite all right. I’m used to it.

Ukyo: Used to it?

Saburo: (wincing) I share a class with Akane Tendo, you see…

Ukyo: My sympathies. That must be painful.

Saburo: Oh, it’s gotten much better since Ranma Saotome came. She hardly ever attacks anyone but him and Kuno-sempai anymore.

Ukyo: So I hear. (thinks) (aloud) So you’d still be interested in a date together?

Saburo: (startled) Yeah, of course…

Ukyo: (treating him to a blinding smile) Good. When’s a good time for you?

Saburo: Well, 1997 is free… 

Ukyo: Okay. Pick me up at 7 on Wednesday.

Saburo: Okay, um…

Another Customer: Service, please!

Ukyo: Business calls! See you Wednesday.

(She darts off. Saburo stammers and nods, and walks out in a daze.)

Saburo: I can’t believe it! Ukyo Kuonji, going out with me! Me! This is wonderful! I’ll take her to…

(He pauses in horror as a thought strikes him.)

Saburo: GAH! I have no money! How am I going to be able to take her anywhere? This is a nightmare! (he thinks) Loan from Nabiki? No way. Ask parents? They’ll say no. Get a job? Hmm… well, desperate times call for desperate measures.

(Scene changes to the outside of the cafe. Nabiki is walking out, a contented look on her face. Ranma, in male form and sans hat and glasses, emerges behind her, and taps her on the shoulder.)

Nabiki: (turning) Wha? Oh, hi Ranma. What’s up?

Ranma: Nabiki, I saw those pictures you just sold Kuno. And unless you can tell me that there’s another good-looking redhead with a great chest that you’re able to get photos of, I’m afraid I might hafta do something we’ll both regret.

Nabiki: (grinning) What, to little old me? I doubt it. Anyway, I’m not going to be selling any more barely-clothed photos of you.

Ranma: (suspiciously) Huh? And why is that? Somehow I doubt you’re stopping out of concern for my feelings…

Nabiki: I’m going to be selling him all-nude photos.

Ranma: Ah. I see. Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t put you in the hospital.

Nabiki: (disgustedly) Oh, they won’t really be of you.

(Ranma gives her a blank look. Nabiki rolls her eyes and sighs.)

Nabiki: (patiently) Kuno has the intelligence of a lobotomized bullfrog. I’ll buy a cheap men’s magazine, cut out the pictures, paste them inside Polaroid frames, and sell ‘em. As long as the head happens to be conveniently outside of the picture, he’ll never know the difference.

Ranma: And those ones you just sold?

Nabiki: Oh, those were of you. I think I did a pretty good job of it, considering the cooperation I didn’t get from my subject.

Ranma: (angrily) You’ve got some nerve, you heartless…

Nabiki: (breaking in) Me? Listen, Ranma. I work my butt off, and I hardly ever see a penny of it. When was the last time you saw me buy something, or go out to the movies? All the cash goes into the dojo. We’re not in good shape at the moment, and a lot of it’s your fault.

Ranma: Huh? I’ve been trying to keep Akane from busting holes in the place…

Nabiki: (wincing) … which is no easy task, I know. But it’s more than that. You eat enough for three normal people, and you don’t bring in any money. What you do bring in is a steady stream of people who want to either kill or marry you, and kidnap us. It’s not good on father. He’s barely able to function at the moment, let alone run a business that was never very successful to begin with.

Ranma: Kasumi was saying something about how you guys might have money problems…

Nabiki: Kasumi, as always, was looking at the world through a rose-colored haze. We’re in trouble, Ranma. I can’t make ends meet much longer.

Ranma: (concerned) Is there anything I can do? I mean, to help with the money?

Nabiki: Yes. Get a part-time job of some sort, one that pays well. I’m sure that the market is full of jobs that require ridiculous feats of strength and speed. And since most of them are high-risk, you should make a bundle. Give most of it to us, keep a bit for yourself, and things will be a lot better.

Ranma: Okay, I can do that… anything else?

Nabiki: Well, there still is the food situation… (snaps her fingers) waitaminute! Aren’t you able to freeload off Ukyo Kuonji?

Ranma: (embarrassed) Well, I wouldn’t exactly call it “freeloading”, but…

Nabiki: Oh, call it whatever you want. I want you to start eating there more. Three or four times a day, preferably.

(Ranma gives her a blank stare. Nabiki sighs.)

Nabiki: The more you eat there, the less you eat at the dojo. Which means we spend less on food, which means we save money, which means we don’t go broke. Follow?

Ranma: Huh. I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Nabiki… if Akane finds out I’m spending a lotta time at Ucchan’s, she’ll kill me and tear down the dojo in the process.

Nabiki: (smoothly) Let me handle Akane. You just worry about finding work. I hear that they’re looking for stuntmen, and a building project needs someone to place explosives… do you have life insurance?

Ranma: What? No…

Nabiki: I’ll help you fill out the forms tomorrow, with Akane and I acting as the beneficiaries. Thanks a lot, Ranma. Bye!

(She skips off. Ranma stands there for a second, looking rather dazed.)

Ranma: I sure told her off…

(Scene changes to Dr. Hasigawa’s office. Soun is lying on the couch, while Genma sits in a chair and munches from a bowl of candy on a table. Hasigawa sits behind his desk, taking notes.)

Hasigawa: So, how long have you had these feelings of impending doom?

Soun: Oh, ever since my wife… (breaks into tears)

(Hasigawa waits for the crying fit to pass, handing him a hanky with a practiced air. Soun gratefully accepts, and becomes verbal again a few minutes later.)

Hasigawa: Let’s start a bit more slowly. Do you have any hobbies?

Soun: Oh, yes! I play shogi with Saotome here every evening. (he beams happily) We’ve known each other for quite a while, he and I. Why, his son is engaged to marry my daughter, Akane…

(Another crying spell follows. Hasigawa turns to Genma, who is finishing off the last of the candy.)

Hasigawa: (softly) Is he always this bad?

Genma: (around a mouthful of candy) Fughdf gotten much murghf in the past fgds days… 

Hasigawa: Beg pardon? 

Genma: (swallowing) It hasn’t been all that bad until recently. 

Hasigawa: You’ve been keeping up a normal reaction to him, ja? You haven’t been avoiding him?

Genma: Of course not. I win more games when he’s like this!

(Soun finally regains his composure. Hasigawa looks kindly at him.)

Hasigawa: We’ll just talk for a while, I think. (he casts about for a harmless topic) Um, what are you having for dinner?

Soun: Chicken… (crying fit)

Hasigawa: This is incredible. I’ve never seen anything like it before! Do you know what this means?

Genma: A large bill?

Hasigawa: No! Well, actually yes, that too, but it also means an essay in a major journal! Mr. Tendo, I want to start seeing you three times a week. With any luck, I’ll win an award of some kind… oh yes, and maybe we can help you as well.

Soun: (tearfully) All right… 

Hasigawa: (standing) Great! I’ll see you the day after tomorrow, same time. Ja?

Genma: I’ll come with him.

Soun: Are you sure, Saotome?

Genma: (glancing at the candy bowl) Absolutely. Anything for a friend.

Hasigawa: Excellent. (they shake hands) Now, don’t do anything out of the ordinary until we talk next. Just go home, relax, have a nice family dinner. We don’t want you to go completely psycho before I get a chance to analyze you.

(Night. Scene changes to a drawing room in the Kuno Mansion, where the two Kuno siblings are sitting in overstuffed chairs. Kodachi, a pair of rather silly-looking reading glasses perched on her nose, is grading what appears to be a test. Her brother, on the other hand, is locked in permanent Oh-which-shall-I-date mode, staring at the newly-purchased photos.)

Kuno: (declaiming) Ah, but they are both as splendid as the morning dew upon any rose that does not have a blackish hue (abominations, those) and are more gentle and warm than the life-giving (if cancer-causing) rays of the noonday sun, which pales before their admittedly painful but welcome attentions, which, of course, when compared with the gentle music of the babbling brook…

Kodachi: Shut up, babbling brook.

Kuno: (frowning) Your vulgarity grows daily, sister. Perhaps it would be wise if you were to cease your associations with a certain lower-class Chinese labourer, as her coarse breeding seems to be rubbing off onto you.

Kodachi: (sweetly) Perhaps it would be wise for you to make up your mind about which of those two tramps you seem infatuated with you intend to marry.

Kuno: But how can I! for they are both as…

Kodachi: … attractive as the finest tinned cat food, I know. Spare me the substandard poetry. But I wish you would hurry up and marry one of them. It would make catching Ranma-sama that much easier for me.

Kuno: And I, dear sister, would like nothing more than for you to, ah, “catch” Saotome. Firstly, because that would free my two loves from their foul enslavement. And secondly, because not even I could come up with a more horrible punishment for him.

Kodachi: Hmm. Perhaps we have some common ground here.

Kuno: (shuddering) Perish the thought.

Kodachi: It is a distasteful notion, yes. But worth it, perhaps, if we win our respective loves as a result.

Kuno: I assume you have a plan?

Kodachi: Of course.

Kuno: Is it sneaky, deceitful, and underhanded?

Kodachi: (frowning) Actually, it’s cunning, resourceful, and ingenious.

Kuno: (shrugging) I suspect that is much the same thing. What is it this time?

(Kodachi pulls out a vial of something and hands it to him. Kuno reads the label suspiciously.)

Kuno: (reading) “Standard Love Potion #23, industrial strength”. This is your plan?

Kodachi: Simple, yes?

Kuno: Simpleminded is perhaps more accurate! How many times has a love potion of some sort been employed to this end?

Kodachi: (thinking) I’ve done it about 34 times, Shampoo’s tried it about 28, and that Kuonji girl made some kind of Oyster Okonomiyaki that left Ranma-sama sick for 3 days.

Kuno: It strikes me that this is not exactly an original idea. In fact, the word “clichéd” comes to mind.

Kodachi: (impatiently) True, but always before one of two things has happened. Either blind luck fouled us up, or either Ranma-sama or Akane managed to “cure” the other. If we get them both 

at once, we’ll have done it.

Kuno: And blind luck?

Kodachi: We’ll simply arrange it so that nothing can go wrong. After all, we have to get lucky one of these days…

Kuno: Perhaps… yes, maybe this time it will work. But which to choose? 

Kodachi: (firmly) Akane. She’s the main obstacle to Ranma. Pick Akane, brother dear.

Kuno: Very well. (looks dramatic) But fear not, oh pigtailed one! You shall be mine as well! (stops suddenly and blinks) Ah, Sister?

Kodachi: Yes, Brother dearest?

Kuno: What is that piece of paper you are marking?

Kodachi: This? Oh, it’s just Shampoo’s latest Japanese test. (she adjusts the reading glasses and leans over it) She really has been improving, you know… a few more weeks and she’ll have perfect diction. (she sighs) Almost a pity, me marrying Ranma-sama… I suppose she’ll probably have to try and kill me…

(Kuno brightens noticeably.)

Kuno: (casually) She, um, is a good fighter?

Kodachi: Very. Superb, as a matter of fact.

Kuno: And as devious as yourself?

Kodachi: In her own way, yes… Brother dear, why are you cackling?

Kuno: (innocent look) Oh, merely, ah, remembering, uh, a jest.

Kodachi: (darkly) Right.

(Scene changes to the front porch of the dojo. Kasumi and Akane are outside; Kasumi sweeping, and Akane looking grumpy.)

Kasumi: (cheerfully) Now Akane, I’m sure it’s nothing. Maybe he had somewhere to go…

Akane: Of course he had somewhere to go, he left, didn’t he? But he left without breakfast, and that’s not like him. He’s up to something.

Kasumi: (frowning) No breakfast? Oh dear. Growing boys need their energy. 

(Suddenly Shampoo and her bike fall from apparently nowhere onto the porch.)

Shampoo: Nihao!

Kasumi: Good morning!

Akane: Wonderful.

Shampoo: (squinting) Something wrong, Akane? You look a bit under the weather.

Akane: No, I’m… (she stops suddenly)… okay, who are you really? Twin sister? Mind-possessing entity? Someone who fell in Spring of Drowned Amazon Bimbo? Shapechanging Alien?

Kasumi: Alien? Oh dear. (peering curiously at Shampoo) Is that you, Um-Gonxyt?

Shampoo: It’s me. Shampoo.

Akane: Nice try, but no. Shampoo talks like a TV Chinese person, with lots of “Me not know”s and “Too-too good”s. Your Japanese, on the other hand, is better than Ranma’s. Not that that’s saying much…

Shampoo: (shrugging) I’ve been taking lessons.

Akane: (skeptical) For how long?

Shampoo: I started yesterday.

Akane: (snorts) Yeah. And you expect me to believe you’ve improved this much in a day? How dumb do you think I am?

Shampoo: Very. But, to answer your question, I had a good teacher. Very (she shudders) motivating. Anyway, where’s Ranma?

Akane: Why should I tell you?

Shampoo: Come on, I’m not an alien or an evil spirit…

Akane: If you were, I’d be happy to tell you. But since you’re really Shampoo, forget it.

Shampoo: (blue aura on) If you going to be rude about it, me beat… I mean, I’ll beat it out of you!

Akane: (aura’d) Try it, you empty-headed…

Kasumi: (interrupting) Would anyone like some cookies?

(The two combatants freeze. Kasumi just stands there, expectant smile on her face. Their faces go a little red, and they relax.)

Shampoo: Yes, please, Kasumi-san. Thank you.

Akane: Um, sure Kasumi.

Kasumi: (heading into house) I’ll just be a minute. You two go on with what you were doing, now… 

(Akane and Shampoo study each other warily, unconsciously circling each other.)

Shampoo: I know now why you’ve been able to hold onto Ranma for so long. He thought I was stupid, because I spoke funny. But now… now you’ll lose him.

Akane: Like hell I will.

Shampoo: I thought you don’t love him?

Akane: (uncertainly) I don’t… he’s… I mean… baka…

Shampoo: I’m supposed to be the one with the language impediment, Akane. If you don’t love him, why not let me have him? If you don’t like him, why not let me take him back to China?

Akane: NO! He’s mine! (she falters) That is…

(Kasumi emerges from the kitchen, a plate of cookies in hand.)

Kasumi: (brightly) Here you go! And I’ve got ham sandwiches in the fridge if either of you are still hungry.

Shampoo: (taking some) Thank you. (she puts them in a pocket) Make up your mind soon, Akane. He will be my husband, and it would be well if you were over him.

(She mounts her bike and rides off. Akane watches her go, a grim look on her face.)

Kasumi: It’s nice that you have such good friends, Akane.

Akane: (darkly) Yeah. Just lucky, I guess.

(Scene changes to a cramped office. A athletic-looking man, clad in some sort of uniform, sits behind a desk going over papers. The nameplate lying half-buried under papers identifies him as “Chief Matome Sugita”. A knock is heard on the door.)

Sugita: (loudly) Come in!

(Saburo enters hesitantly, his perpetual vaguely-hopeful expression firmly in place.)

Saburo: Um… I heard you were hiring?

Sugita: Yes, yes we are. You actually interested?

Saburo: Yes, if the pay’s what your ad said it was…

Sugita: (smiling) Oh yes. Yes, the pay is quite generous, and you even get extra if you incur any serious injury in the line of duty.

Saburo: (laughing uneasily) Not that that ever happens…

Sugita: (under his breath) …more than once a week, no…

Saburo: Come again?

Sugita: No, of course not. (looks serious) Now, of course, I have to give you the mandatory Civil Service Exam. Are you ready?

Saburo: (drawing himself up) Yes sir!

(Sugita picks up a badly rumpled card and begins to read from it.)

Sugita: Name?

Saburo: Saburo Natami.

Sugita: Age?

Saburo: 17.

Sugita: Ever been arrested on a charge higher than manslaughter?

Saburo: (blinks) No…

Sugita: What’s 2 plus 3?

Saburo: (looking puzzled) Five. Um, what…?

Sugita: (loudly) Congratulations, you have passed the rigorous Civil Service Exam. Still want the job?

Saburo: Well, yes.

Sugita: It’s yours. You are now Animal Control Officer Saburo Natami (Third Class), with all the duties and privileges that accompany the title.

(He snaps to attention and salutes. Saburo hesitantly returns it.)

Sugita: As we are a little shorthanded at this time, due to circumstances that I won’t go into at the moment, you’ll skip the normal period of training and go right into the field. Here is your uniform.

(He picks up a bundle of bluish clothing and hands it to Saburo, who eyes it dubiously.)

Saburo: Uh, sir? What are these reddish stains? The ones around the jagged rips?

Sugita: Oh, um, not sure. It belonged to the last fellow we had, godresthissoul. He, uh, quit.

Saburo: Ah. What do my duties consist of, by the way?

Sugita: (beaming) You’re assigned to one of our mobile response units. You can drive, yes?

Saburo: Yes, I can…

Sugita: Good. The other fellow can’t, you see…

Saburo: What? Why not?

Sugita: (shrugs) Hasn’t learned how yet, I guess. Not sure, really, I just hired him too.

Saburo: Um, sir, wouldn’t it be better to assign us rookies to work with an experienced officer?

Sugita: Normally we would, but we’re a bit shorthanded.

Saburo: Okay… When do I meet him?

Sugita: You and Officer Saotome start tomorrow.

(Saburo drops the uniform and yelps.)

Saburo: SAOTOME? Not Ranma Saotome, surely…

Sugita: (puzzled) Yes…

Saburo: (groaning) Great. I’m a dead man. (looks up appealingly) Isn’t there anyone else you could assign me to?

Sugita: We’re…

Saburo: (resignedly) …a bit shorthanded, right. 

Sugita: (scowling) Do you two not get along, or something? Because if you do, it had better not interfere with your work.

Saburo: (hastily) Oh, we get along fine. I’m just not wild about becoming collateral damage.

Sugita: (smiling evilly) Oh, you’re in for that anyway. Report here tomorrow at 8 AM sharp, Officer Natami.

Saburo: (sighs) Yes sir.

(He leaves. Sugita chuckles, and returns to his desk.)

Sugita: (muttering) Well, might as well get it done ahead of time…

(He takes out a fresh sheet of paper and begins to write.)

Sugita: Let’s see… ”Dear Mr. and Mrs. Natami, it is my painful duty to inform you of your son’s demise in the line of duty on… ” Hmm. Better leave the date blank, he might last out tomorrow…

END OF EPISODE 2

EPISODE 3 

A Hard Day’s Night

(Scene opens on the Tendo living room, late afternoon. Nabiki and Akane are seated on the sofa, talking.)

Akane: I’m almost worried about him, Nabiki. He hasn’t eaten anything all day, and he even turned down the cake Kasumi made. Normally we’d have to beat him off of it with a stick.

Nabiki: I’m sure he’s fine. Maybe he just wasn’t hungry today…

Akane: (snorts) Oneechan, Ranma not being hungry is like the ocean not being wet. He doesn’t look ill, though… and he never gets sick anyway. And then he was gone all this morning. Either he’s in some sort of trouble, or the baka’s trying to put something over on me.

Nabiki: (after thinking) Well, maybe he’s, uh, on a diet.

Akane: (exasperated) Why on earth would he do that? He hasn’t got an ounce of fat on him!

(Ranma, looking rather happy, enters from the hall. He spots Nabiki and waves.)

Ranma: Yo, Nabiki! I got it!

Akane: Got what?

Ranma: (noticing Akane) Uh, a job. With Animal Control. I start tomorrow.

Nabiki: Animal Control? I thought we agreed on having you sign up to test that company’s bulletproof vests…

Ranma: Yeah, but this one pays more! And it really sounds like my kinda thing; y’know, out in the fresh air, lots of healthy exercise, subduing menaces to the city. They even gave me a pay advance…

(He pulls out a check. Nabiki jumps over and snatches it from him to examine.)

Nabiki: Let’s see, for one week’s work you make… (her eyes go wide)..this has got to be a typo or something… 

Ranma: (proudly) Nope. Oh, is Kasumi around? They gave me this uniform, and the last guy who had it musta had a nosebleed or something… 

(Akane, who has just been staring at the two of them, frowns.)

Akane: Ranma, why were you looking for a job to begin with?

Ranma: Well, I just felt kinda guilty about freeloading off you guys all the time, and I sorta want to pay my own way.

Akane: (skeptically) That’s very thoughtful of you, but why on earth Animal Control? You won’t last a day!

Ranma: (bristling) Oh yeah? And why not?

Akane: Your job is to round up animals, yes?

Ranma: Yup. Dogs, bears, elephants…

Akane: Cats…

Ranma: (turning pale) No, I don’t think I’d have to go after cats. I mean, not cats…

Akane: Ranma, that’s what Animal Control people do. They round up stray animals, and, well, most stray animals are dogs or cats.

Ranma: (sweating) Well, I’d better go tell Mr. Sugita that I can’t take the job…

Nabiki: (smugly) Too late. You’ve already been paid for a week’s work, remember?

Ranma: Oh no… 

Nabiki: Endorse this, please… (she hands the check to Ranma, who absently signs it)… I’d better go cash this before the bank closes. Bye!

(She leaves. Akane turns to Ranma, a look of concern on her face.)

Akane: You don’t look so good, Ranma. Do you want me to make you something to eat?

Ranma: (still in shock) Sure… 

(Akane’s face lights up with surprised happiness over his unexpected acceptance.)

Akane: Well, just come with me into the kitchen, and I’ll make you a nice warm bowl of soup.

Ranma: (dazed) Okay… 

(Akane leads him into the kitchen, and sits him down in a chair. She then goes to a cupboard, and begins tossing ingredients into a mixing bowl. The camera quickly pans outside the kitchen window, where a short, black-clad figure lurks.)

Sasuke: (speaking into a radio) They’re both in the kitchen, Mistress. The girl appears to be conducting some sort of chemistry experiment…

Radio: Excellent, Sasuke! Take your postion at the front gate, and keep an eye out for anyone who might interfere.

Sasuke: Understood. Over and out.

Radio: Right. Goodbye, Sasuke.

(He stealthly proceeds to the front gate of the dojo, concealing himself behind some bushes. Before long, the radio crackles again.)

Radio: I can see them sitting together at the kitchen table. We’re going in through the window. Make sure no one interferes.

Sasuke: Yes, Mistress. Good luck.

(He crouches back down, waiting. Suddenly, the door to the dojo opens, and Ranma and Akane walk out.)

Ranma: Soup, Akane. How did you manage to burn soup? You’d better hope the EPA never finds out about you…

Akane: (angry) You could have at least tried it!

Ranma: (incredulous) Tried it? It was on fire! The bowl was melting! And I didn’t like the look of that portal the fumes were forming…

Akane: (irritated) It was only a tiny portal. And the chanting wasn’t that ominous…

Ranma: Damnit, Akane, good cooking isn’t supposed to break the laws of reality!

(Something clicks in Sasuke’s mind.)

Sasuke: Wait a minute… if they’re here, then who’s… (fumbles for radio) Mistress! Wait! Stop!

(Outside the window, Kuno and Kodachi are crouched, looking at the two seated silhouettes in the kitchen. Each holds a handful of some kind of powder.)

Kodachi: Remember, brother dear. Toss the powder in her face, and stare straight at her. Ready?

Kuno: I am ready. Soon, my love, you shall come to your senses!

(They vault through the window, grab each figure, spin them around, and throw the powder in their faces.)

Kodachi & Kuno: My darl… WHA?

Figures: AhCHOO!

(The titanic sneeze blows much of the powder back into Kuno & Kodachi’s shocked faces. Both pairs freeze, staring at each other. The stares, however, quickly fade to dreamy expressions of bliss…)

(Scene changes to a street in Tokyo. Ryouga is running along it aimlessly.)

Ryouga: (panting) Must… get… back to… Nerima! 

(He stops, and grabs a lanky student walking by.)

Ryouga: Where is Furinkan High School!?!

Saburo: (blinking) Oh no, Hibiki… Um, the high school? Just go three blocks up, catch a bus, get off at stop number 23, and go two blocks north. You can’t miss it.

Ryouga: (releasing him) Thank you. (loudly) Akane, I’m coming!

(He dashes off. Saburo stares after him.)

Saburo: (calling) No, three blocks the other way… (shrugs) Oh well. I tried.

(He walks on, absently kicking a bit of litter.)

Saburo: Wonder why he’s so eager to get back to Furinkan? Probably wants to fight Saotome again, and destroy half the school in the process. Should be fun to watch, from a… safe… distance…

(He comes to a dead stop.)

Saburo: I’m going to have to work with Ranma for at least a week. An entire week. (looks hopeful) Maybe Hibiki won’t find us?

(Thunder rumbles, and it begins to rain.)

Saburo: (glumly) This is what I get for not visiting Grandmother’s shrine, I suppose. Thanks, Grandma.

(Scene changes to Ucchan’s. Ukyo is serving an elderly couple a plate of okonomiyaki when the door opens, revealing a soaked Ranma-chan and Akane. Ukyo hurries over.)

Ukyo: Ranchan! Akane! Lovely weather we’re having, isn’t it?

(This gets her glares from both of them. Ukyo chuckles.)

Ukyo: Sorry. Just teasing. Come on, I’ve got a table for both of you right over here.

(They follow her to a small booth in a corner near the stove. Ukyo pulls up a chair, and straddles it.)

Ukyo: So, Ranchan, what brings you by again?

Akane: “Again?”

Ranma: (warning look at Ukyo) Um, just trying to get something to eat in out of the rain. (sour look) Funny how it always seems to pour buckets down with little or no warning around here…

Akane: You should take a hint from Ryouga and start carrying an umbrella around with you. You could certainly use it more than him.

Ranma: (grinning) I wouldn’t be so sure of that.

Akane: What’s that supposed to mean?

Ranma: Um…

Akane: (laughing) Oh, right. He’s really P-chan with a Jusenkyo curse.

Ukyo: (looking surprised) He is? Boy, that explains a lot. Actually, I’m surprised I didn’t figure it out before.

Akane: I’m joking, Ukyo. Of course he isn’t. Right, Ranma?

(Ranma has suddenly become very interested in her placemat.)

Ukyo: So, what’ll you have?

Ranma: The usual.

Akane: Two specials.

Ukyo: I’ll have the waiter bring them. (half-turns in her chair) Tsubasa!

Chair: Yes?

(Ukyo gives a strangled yelp, jumps up, and spatulates the chair into the kitchen.)

Ukyo: (grimly) I’m going to kill him one of these days. Ranma, you don’t know what it’s like having a crossdressing lunatic obsessed with you, constantly doing bizzare things to gain your attention… Akane, why are you giggling?

Akane: (innocently) Nothing.

Ukyo: He’s been even worse than normal ever since I made that date for Wednesday…

Akane: (furious) RANMA NO BAKA!!!!

(She pulls the Mallet-O-Doom out and flattens Ranma.)

Akane: (stiffly) Sorry, Ukyo, but Ranma’s busy Wednesday.

Ukyo: (slowly) My date isn’t with Ranma, Akane…

Akane: (blinking) It isn’t?

Ukyo: Nope.

Akane: (small voice) Oh. Whoops.

Ranma: (from the floor) Violent, Kawaikunee tomboy…

Akane: (sweetly) You can have that one as a freebie, since I seem to have jumped the gun a little.

(Ranma pulls herself up off the floor, and back into the booth.)

Ranma: So, who’s the lucky guy, Ucchan? Anyone we know?

Ukyo: (coyly) Oh, just this guy. I don’t think you know him.

Ranma: What form of martial arts does he practice?

Ukyo: I don’t think he does.

(Ranma struggles to grasp the concept, and fails.)

Ranma: What, none? And you’re going out with the guy?

Akane: (annoyed) A person’s skill at hitting other people has nothing to do with how good a date he’ll be, Ranma. (to Ukyo) So, what’s he like?

Ukyo: (thoughtfully) Well… he’s nice. Sort of ordinary, but interesting. I don’t really know him all that well.

Akane: Where’s he taking you?

Ukyo: I’m not sure.

Ranma: (frowning) Doesn’t sound like you know much about this guy.

Ukyo: (thinking) 

*************************

(There’s a temporary silence as Ranma wolfs down a ludicrous number of okonomiyaki. Saburo polishes off his with not-quite-equal gusto.)

Ranma: (finishing) That was great. Thanks, Ucchan. (snaps his fingers) Say, I’ve got an idea. Saburo, why don’t you take Ukyo out to eat this Wednesday?

Saburo: (blinking) I was planning…

Ranma: (elbowing him) Whatever your plans were, you can put them aside, neh?

Saburo: (puzzled) I’m going to take Ukyo out on Wednesday.

Ranma: Good!

Ukyo: (baffled) Good? But you said…

Ranma: So, you up for it Ukyo?

Ukyo: (scratching her head) Well, yes, but I thought you wanted…

Ranma: (beaming) Good! It’s arranged.

Ukyo and Saburo: (exchanging what-the…? looks) Yeah, it’s arranged.

(Akane walks in the door, spots Ranma and Ukyo, and heads over. Her expression is rather forbidding.)

Akane: (dangerously) So, Ranma. I see you’re eating lunch with Ukyo.

Ranma: (gulping) Actually, I’m eating lunch with Saburo who is eating lunch with Ukyo. (hopeful look) Wanna join us?

Akane: (smiling sweetly) I wouldn’t want to impose on them. Why don’t we move to that empty booth over there?

Ranma: But… (notes Akane’s expression)… okay.

(They get up and take a seat in the booth. Ukyo and Saburo exchange glances.)

Ukyo: Um. I don’t suppose Ranchan’s been acting strangely today?

Saburo: (nodding) Matter of fact, he has. He took a nasty blow to the head bringing down that duck.

Ukyo: Mousse?

Saburo: (nodding) Yes, he thinks it’s a moose.

Ukyo: (worried) And then he kept changing his mind… keep an eye on him for me, okay?

(Meanwhile, in the booth, Akane explains the situation to Ranma.)

Akane: (muttering) Baka. Sneaking off to be with Ukyo while my father and Kasumi are heading for a fate worse that death.

Ranma: (exasperated) I had to eat somewhere! And Ucchan’s the the best place in town that doesn’t serve drugged food. Or would you have preferred me eating at the Nekohanten?

Akane: (frowning) Don’t make excuses. Anyway… Doctor Tofu says 

he can come up with a cure, but he needs to examine Kasumi first. 

And it would help if he had a sample of the drug or spell used. 

Ranma: Okay… we’ll just tell her it’s for a routine check-up. No 

problem.

Akane: Kuno stopped by. He was polite to me.

(Ranma stares in disbelief.)

Akane: (nodding) Yup. It was like I was someone he had just met on 

the bus. Didn’t try to hit on me, date me, grope me… 

Ranma: (annoyed) You don’t need to sound so disappointed.

Akane: He really has it bad for Kasumi. When I left they were.. 

..um… funny, I don’t remember what they were doing. It was 

something completely ordinary and unremarkable. Not at all the 

kind of thing I should notify the government or media about.

Ranma: Um. Right. Well, look, I’ve gotta get back to work, but when 

I get off we can take Kasumi down to the clinic. (he sighs) Now 

we just need to find a way to keep the doc’s head out of the 

clouds.

Akane: (curious) Why’s the other guy in the uniform eating with 

Ukyo, anyway?

Ranma: Hmm? Oh, Saburo. I got her a date with him. 

Akane: Didn’t she already have a date?

Ranma: Yeah, but Saburo’s better for her. At least I can trust him 

to look after her.

Akane: Whatever. I just hope I get to order soon. I’m going to get 

three specials, I think. What about you?

Ranma: (shrugging) I just ate. I might have a soda or something 

before I go.

Booth Table: Sure thing. Be right back.

(The table wanders off into the kitchen. Ranma and Akane watch it 

go.)

Ranma: Tsubasa’s really pretty good at them disguises. The 

metalshop teacher calls him “Sensei”, I hear.

Akane: (wistfully) And he’s got great fashion sense, too.

(Scene changes to the front door of the Tendo Dojo, where 

Shampoo and Kodachi are waiting for someone to answer the 

door.)

Kodachi: So remember, try to talk to him about intelligent things. 

Impress on him that you aren’t a gorgeous, deadly, Amazon bimbo.

Shampoo: But Ko-chan, I _am_ a gorgeo… 

Kodachi: Well, yes, but you’re more than that!

Shampoo: (dubiously) I am?

Kodachi: (firmly) You are. After all, you know enough about 

selective bone breaking, drugging, and highly annoying hair-care 

shiatzu to be the envy of any, um, psychotic barber moonlighting 

as a torturer.

Shampoo: (brightening) This is true… 

Kodachi: And you make a good bowl of ramen. 

Shampoo: So can any college student.

Kodachi: Ah, but your Peking Duck is superb.

Shampoo: (smiling thinly) I had motivation. (glares at door) What’s 

taking so long?

Kodachi: Plot device. We weren’t done with our conversation.

(The door opens, revealing Nabiki talking on a cell phone.)

Nabiki: (to phone) … Yes, I think 5,000,000 yen is an acceptable 

sum. Who will you cast in the starring role? Oh? Okay… and you 

_will_ change the names, neh? Good. Yes, I’ll notify you if there 

turns out to be a (shivers) sex scene. Okay. Bye. (she hangs up, and 

turns to the other two) What do you want?

Kodachi: I’m here to see Soun-sama, and Shampoo’s here to see 

Ranma.

Nabiki: (dripping sarcasm) How touching. Alas, neither of those 

two gentlemen are in at the moment. You might as well go home 

and resort to electricity.

Kodachi: (eyes narrowing) Where are they?

Nabiki: I understand you can purchase one at any good marital aids 

store.

Shampoo: (impatient) Where’s Ranma, she means.

Nabiki: Ranma? Soun? Gee, I don’t know… 

Kodachi: (scowling, rummaging around in her pocket) So, it’s like 

that. (she pulls out a wad of yen and hands it to Nabiki) Here you 

go.

Nabiki: (innocently) For me?

Kodachi: (gritting her teeth) A gift. Now, where is Soun and 

Ranma?

Nabiki: I honestly have no idea. Thanks for the yen, though. Bye!

(She shuts the door. Kodachi and Shampoo stare at the doorknob 

for a second.)

Kodachi: (calmly) Tell me again why I’m not going to kill her.

Shampoo: She’s the daughter of the man you’re going to marry.

Kodachi: Thank you.

Shampoo: You’re welcome. Tell me again why I’m not going to kill 

her.

Kodachi: (puzzled) I don’t think there _is_ a reason, actually.

Shampoo: (smiling broadly) Good.

(Scene changes to the patrol Pinto, parked outside the Nekohanten. 

Ranma has just emerged from the restaurant, a cup of hot water 

in one hand.)

Ranma: Yo, Saburo! Bring out the duck!

Saburo: The duck’s sleeping… 

Ranma: (grinning) Well, I guess you’re just gonna havta go wake 

him up, now, won’t you?

(Saburo emerges from the Pinto, carrying the aforementioned 

waterfowl.)

Saburo: Ah. Hot water?

Ranma: Yup. Gonna change him back. Here, watch this!

(Ranma splashes the duck.)

Saburo: (after a few seconds) Um. Amazing. With only a cup of hot 

water, you’ve turned a perfectly normal duck into a angry, wet 

duck.

Ranma: (horrified) Oh my God! He’s stuck in his cursed form!

Saburo: That’s bad, right?

Ranma: Right! Poor Mousse… and what if it happens to me!

Saburo: Very tragic story. Um, look, we’ve gotta get going… why 

don’t you stick the duck in the back, and we’ll figure out what to 

do with him later.

Ranma: (shaken) Yeah… yeah, okay… 

(The two get into the car, and begin driving.)

Saburo: (turning right) I wouldn’t worry too much about it. By the 

way, hadn’t you better see a doctor about that cut on your head?

Ranma: This? Aw, it’s nothing… say, isn’t that Ryouga?

Saburo: (slamming on the brakes) That we’re about to hit? Yeah… 

(The car screeches to a halt mere millimeters from Ryouga. The 

Lost Boy doesn’t seem to notice; his fighting aura is making it 

difficult to look directly at him.)

Ranma: (rolling down the window) Hey, Pig-Boy! Watch where 

you’re going! We almost turned you to Bak-O-Bits!

Ryouga: (enraged) RANMA, TODAY YOU DIE FOR WHAT YOU’VE DONE 

TO AKANE!

Saburo: (scribbling rapidly on a sheet of paper) Lessee, “I, Natami 

Saburo, being of sound mind and body, declare this my official 

will and testament… ”

Ranma: (cheerfully) A fight, eh? Okay, hold on!

(He jumps out of the car, and snaps into a fighting stance.)

Ranma: Ready when you are, P-chan.

Ryouga: DON’T CALL ME P-CHAN!

Ranma: Ready when you are, Ped Xing.

(Ryouga snarls, and begins to execute an elaborate pattern with his 

hands for a few seconds.)

Ranma: (snorting) Calisthenics, Ryouga? You need to warm up 

before trying to kill me?

Saburo: (looking up from his writing) That’s funny… where’d those 

clouds come from?

Ryouga: DIE, RANMA! CHAOS BUTTERFLY WEATHER POINT!

(A lightning bolt streaks down from the newly gathered storm 

clouds. Ranma leaps out of the way just in time, as the bolt 

gouges a small crater in the asphalt.)

Ranma: (amazed) What the… ? Okay, Ryouga… 

(Ranma charges for Ryouga, dodging the bolts that rain down.)

Ryouga: (thinking) (aloud) Ha! Akane will be mine, all mine!

Ranma: (who’s almost reached Ryouga) Dream on, you walking ham!

(Ryouga suddenly makes a sweeping gesture, and a funnel cloud 

forms, with him at the eye of it. Ranma, who has almost reached 

him, is picked up by the edge of the cloud, swirled around at a 

enormous speed, and sent flying into a wall. He hits hard, causing 

cracks to appear in the brickwork. Shaking his head slowly, Ranma 

stumbles to his feet.)

Ranma: (dazed) Somehow he’s controlling the weather! How am I 

supposed to fight that? 

Ryouga: (thinking) are to be wed tomorrow! TRULY HEAVEN SMILES ON BLUE 

THUNDER!

Ranma: (turning the corner) Bets?

Kuno: (contemptful tone) Saotome. What do you wish, foul 

enchanter?

Ranma: About 235 centiliters of your blood, actually. Gonna give it 

up peacefully?

Kuno: (shocked) You wish to drain the noble blood of Kuno?

Ranma: (shrugging) Yup.

Kuno: (aghast) I have been wrong in my estimation of your hell-

spawned nature! You are not a evil sorcerer, but a vampire!

Ranma: (rolling his eyes) Yeah, whatever. Now either roll up your 

sleeve for me to puncture, or start fighting.

Kuno: (charging and waving his bokken) Have at thee, undead leech!

(Ranma casually throws Kuno to the ground, takes his bokken, and 

raps him over the head with it.)

Kuno: (dazedly) Sasuke! Purchase.. holy… water… 

(He slumps, out like a light. Ranma unceremoniously jabs the 

needle into his arm, and waits for it to fill. As he does, Soun and 

Kodachi walk by, arm in arm.)

Kodachi: (waving) Hello, Ranma-san!

Soun: (nodding) Ranma.

Kodachi: (peering over) What are you doing to Tatewaki?

(Ranma thinks for a bit, and decides to go with the truth.)

Ranma: I’m draining off a little over two liters of his blood.

Kodachi: (clapping her hands) Oh, I used to do that all the time! 

Are you experimenting with airborne bio-terminator organisms 

too?

Ranma: Nope. Blood drive. (fake smile) Your brother is just doing 

his civic duty.

Soun: Ah, good to see my son-in-law… 

Kodachi: Brother-in-law.

Soun: … that too, yes, is not shirking his responsibility to the 

community.

Ranma: Yup. Great guy, Kuno.

Kodachi: I wouldn’t go that far.

Ranma: Right. (he withdraws the needle) Bye, Kuno.

(They walk off. Scene changes to the inside of the Tendo 

household, where Nabiki is watching TV with great interest. The 

door opens, and Akane enters, looking noticeably annoyed.)

Akane: Nabiki, what’s this I hear about you placing bets on 

Ranma’s lifespan?

Nabiki: (turning her attention to Akane) Akane! Hi! Nice outfit!

Akane: (sternly) Don’t change the subject, oneechan. Are you?

Nabiki: Well, yes? You want to put some money down? Special 

rates for family… 

Akane: (exasperated) Nabiki, can’t you see that making money off 

the possibility of someone you know _dying_ is unethical and 

immoral?

(Nabiki adopts a thoughtful expression.)

Akane: Well?

Nabiki: I’m trying to see it, Akane, honest. Got a telescope?

Akane: (shaking her head) You’re incorrigible. (pauses) You really 

think the outfit looks good?

Nabiki: (enthusiastically) Yeah! It really shows off your legs well. 

(peers) Although I wish you’d wear something showing a bit more 

cleavage.

Akane: (laughing) You sound like the sister in that TV show.

Nabiki: (sly expression) I do? Hey, what did you think of that 

whole relationship, anyway?

Akane: (musing) Well, on the one hand it was kinda sexy and 

exotic… 

Nabiki: (grinning) Sexy is good, exotic is good… 

Akane: … on the other hand, it’s perverted, disgusting, and wrong. 

(laughs) If that were you or Kasumi, I’d beat the living daylights 

out of you and mail the remains to Iraq.

Nabiki: Oh.

Akane: (smirking) Besides, think of what it would do to daddy.

Nabiki: (shrugging) Like he would ever be able to tell. He’s so 

wrapped up in the Bride of Frankenstein that there could be an 

massive alien signaling device on the roof and he’d never notice. 

Akane: Oh, I don’t know. I think having his two youngest daughters 

all over each other would get through.

(Nabiki’s knees buckle and her eyes go dreamy for a second.)

Nabiki: (dazed) Good idea… 

Akane: (raising an eyebrow) EXCUSE me?

Nabiki: (snapping out of it) Um… er… (inspiration hits) Why don’t 

we test that theory? When daddy comes home we’ll pretend… 

Akane: (grinning) I get it. That’s a great idea, Nabiki. The look on 

his face… 

Nabiki: (grinning ear to ear) Yeah. The look on my… his… face… 

Akane: Well, I’ve got some stuff to do. See you later, ‘love’.

(She walks upstairs. Nabiki stares at the TV.)

Nabiki: (to herself) Not healthy, nooooo no no, not at all healthy, 

want to get better, right? And caressing Akane in front of father 

is NOT going to help… hell with it, what do I care?

(Her cell phone rings, and she takes it out.)

Nabiki: (businesslike voice) Tendo here.

(As she listens her face turns pale.)

Nabiki: Right. Lower the death odds. A lot. (she listens a bit more) 

No, clear the area. I don’t like funerals.

(She hangs up, and leans back, a worried look on her face.)

Nabiki: Some brave soul is gonna have to tell Akane, and it’s not 

gonna be me.

(Scene changes to Chief Matome Sugita’s office in Animal Control. 

Sugita is seated at his desk, reams of paperwork in front of him, 

when the phone rings.)

Sugita: (picking it up) Sugita. This had better be good news.

(He listens for a few minutes.)

Sugita: (calmly) I see. Keep me posted.

(He hangs up the phone, and stares at the wall for a bit. After a 

couple of minutes, he picks up the phone and dials a number.)

Sugita: (calm voice) Government House? This is Sugita, Nerima 

Ward Animal Control. Get me the Prime Minister.

END OF EPISODE 7

EPISODE 8 - One More Time Around - Finale

(Scene opens on the exterior of the Kuno mansion, late evening. 

Storm clouds have gathered, and thunder crackles and roars. Some 

distance away, a shaft of blue light can be seen shooting up into 

the sky. We zoom into the study, where a rather pale Kuno is 

dialing a number.)

Kuno: (grimly) Guten abend, Frau Blutdruck, hier sprict Herr Kuno. 

Kann Ich mit der Doktor sprechen, bitte?

(The phone makes talking noises, and Kuno smiles.)

Kuno: Danke. (pauses) Doctor Van Helsing? Yes, it is Tatewaki

Kuno. I fear I have horrible news. Not only is one of the fiends 

still alive, it haunts mine native land! It has dared drain the blood 

of Blue Thunder!

(Split-screen to a middle aged man in a study filled with books. 

He is idly sharpening a wooden stake with a machete.)

Van Helsing: (concerned) Ach, dis ist horrible news indeed, mine 

old friend! How often hast der foul fiend bit you?

Kuno: He has dared lay fangs upon my person once, Doctor.

Van Helsing: Then there ist still time! I shall fly to Nerima sofort, 

immediately! Hat keine angst, old friend, we shall deal with this… 

Kuno: (snarling) Ranma Saotome.

Van Helsing: … Ranma Saotome in the same way you und I dealt 

with Vlad Tepes!

Kuno: (gladly) That we shall! Together, we shall cleanse the earth 

of the ancient, malignant evil that is Ranma Saotome once and for 

all! So promises Takewaki Kuno, BLUE THUNDER OF THE CARPATHIAN 

ALPS!

(Thunder crashes on both sides of the split screen. Van Helsing 

peers out the window, where it’s a warm, sunny, cloudless day.)

Van Helsing: How do you DO that?

Kuno: (puzzled) Do what, worthy Doctor?

Van Helsing: (resignedly) Ach, never mind. I shall see you in a few 

hours. Courage!

(Helsing hangs up, and his split-screen vanishes. Kuno stands up, 

and begins to pace.)

Kuno: (muttering) Foul, perverted mockery of life! Now know I why 

he was able to ensnare Akane and the Pig-tailed one for so long! 

They were in thrall to his hell-spawned powers! That demon in 

human form, foulness from the nethermost pits of hades… 

Kodachi: (entering) Hello, brother!

Kuno: (muttering) Speak of the devil.

Kodachi: (brightly) Now, Tatewaki, be happy! We’re each getting 

married tomorrow.

Kuno: This is true… although I wish it were in a proper ceremony, 

not this heathen, barbarian church.

Kodachi: (shrugging) It was Catholic or nothing, brother. Every 

other sect has heard of what happens at Tendo weddings.

Kuno: Surely not every holy order holds this unreasonable 

prejudice… 

Kodachi: All of them. Buddhist, Shinto, Zen, Sufi, Bobite, 

Methodist, Heaven’s Gate, Branch Davidian, Rot Bilong Kako, 

Church of Elvis… 

Kuno: So only the Christians agreed?

Kodachi: (shrugging) Well, the Manson Family volunteered. 

Christian is fine, brother dear. I went to a Christian school for 

years, and look at me.

Kuno: (to himself) A true Samurai does not weep… 

Kodachi: (reassuringly) The wedding will be fine. I even had Soun-

sama send for that wonderful band to play at the wedding.

Kuno: (puzzled) Your Husband-To-Be has booked Wayne Newton?

Kodachi: (annoyed) No. Surely you remember, the band at that 

quaint little tavern in Germany… 

Kuno: (distasteful look) Oh. _Them_. Their jangling shall mar the 

nuptials of my goddess on earth? 

Kodachi: (miffed) I thought they were quite good.

Kuno: (darkly) You would.

Kodachi: Well excuse me, Mr. Bing-Crosby-Is-One-Of-The-Few-

Joys-In-Life.

Kuno: (irate) Profane not that great name!

Kodachi: I wouldn’t know where to begin, brother.

Kuno: (stiffly) One of the few things that displeases me about my 

upcoming union to the paragon of womanly virtue is that I will be 

related to you in more than one way. It is bad enough having you as 

a sister; I shudder to think what having you as a mother-in-law 

will be like.

Kodachi: (smirking) Three words, Tatewaki: Clean your room.

(Scene changes to the Tendo dining room. The family has sat down 

to dinner, as thunder crashes outside.)

Soun: (chewing) Wonderful chicken, Kasumi.

Kasumi: (smiling) Duck, father. It’s duck. 

Soun: Wonderful duck, then.

(Ranma looks slightly bothered, as if by something he can’t quite 

place.)

Akane: (sweetly) So, how is the tramp you’re going to marry, 

Daddy? I hope she catches leprosy and dies.

Soun: (smiling) That’s nice, dear.

(Nabiki, who has been sitting to Akane’s right, pokes her. Akane 

turns.)

Nabiki: (whispering) Remember that plan we had to get him to pay 

attention? Ready to try it?

Akane: (nodding) Ready when you are.

(Nabiki suddenly glomps Akane, kissing her full on the lips. Akane 

goes through the motions, looking rather embarrassed and 

unconvincing.)

Ranma: (staring) Um, Akane? Nabiki? Hey… 

Genma: (gaping) Tendo… ?

Soun: Kasumi, could you pass the salt?

Kasumi: Here you go, father.

(Nabiki lunges forward a bit, and she and Akane fall beneath the 

table with a crash.)

Ranma: (pale) Oh man… I know I always call her a tomboy, but I 

never thought… 

Soun: (oblivious) And the pickles, please.

Akane: (muffled, slight trace of panic) Um, Nabiki? Nabiki? I think 

you’re overdoing it a bit, Nabiki… 

Genma: (burying his head in his hands) My son’s fiancee is a 

lesbian! The shame!

Akane: (panicked) Nabiki! Nabiki, what are you… HEY, get your 

hands out of… NABIKI!

(There’s the sound of a punch, and Akane emerges from beneath 

the table, trembling slightly.)

Ranma: (questioningly) Um, Akane? Are you and Nabiki, uh, I 

mean… 

Akane: (turning on him) NO.

Ranma: (meekly) Sorry.

Soun: Kasumi, could you get me some more tea?

Kasumi: (getting up) Certainly, father.

Akane: (unsteadily) I… am going to go upstairs to my room, where 

I am going to try very, very hard to forget what just happened. 

Good night, everyone.

(She storms off, still shaking a bit.)

Soun: (standing) Well. That was delicious, Kasumi. Come on, 

Saotome-kun, I’ll beat you at shogi a few times.

Genma: (dubious look) Okay… 

(They leave, and Kasumi begins clearing away the dishes, moving 

in and out of the kitchen. Ranma peers under the table.)

Ranma: (hesitantly) Nabiki? Hey, you okay?

Nabiki: Uunnngggh.

Ranma: Did the tombo.. um… did Akane hit ya real hard?

Nabiki: (dazed) Man… what a kiss… 

Ranma: (helping her up) You sure picked some way to come out of 

the closet, Nabiki. Uh, which are you, gay or bi? If you don’t mind 

me asking?

Nabiki: (glaring at him) I’m straight, jerk.

Ranma: (skeptically) Yeah, and that was just sisterly affection 

you were displaying. I’m her fiancee, and _I_ haven’t gotten that 

physical with her! This is the nineties, you know, that sorta 

thing’s okay now… well, not exactly _that_ sort of thing, but if 

you take out the incest bit… 

Nabiki: (absently) You can stop babbling now, Ranma.

Ranma: Oh. So anyway, um, d’ya think you could maybe start 

something up with Shampoo? I’d really appreciate… 

Nabiki: (upset) Will you cut that out? I am not a lesbian! I’m only 

interested in Akane!

Ranma: (seriously) There are laws against that kinda thing, 

y’know… 

Nabiki: (sighing) I know. I don’t know where it came from, either… 

one minute she’s my violent little sister, the next, WHAM! she’s 

just this amazing, sexy, just really _built_ goddess with thighs 

like… 

Ranma: (hastily) Uh, I get the point.

Nabiki: (embarrassed) Um. Sorry. Anyway, it just came over me. 

The whole thing happened even quicker than Daddy and Kasumi’s 

thing with… the… Kunos… 

(Ranma and Nabiki look at each other, and nod in unison.)

Ranma: What were you… 

Nabiki: (scowling) There was some salt or sugar or something on 

the floor, and I was sniffing it to see what it was. And I was 

looking directly at Akane the whole time. 

Ranma: You were drugged. Probably the Kunos were trying to get 

me and Akane, and screwed up. As always.

Nabiki: (shaking her head) I can’t believe I didn’t see it before.

Ranma: Not your fault. The drug must have something that steers 

the mind away from thinking about it, otherwise the Kunos would 

have cured themselves by now. You only got a bit of it, so you 

were able to figure it out indirectly.

Nabiki: (groaning) Oh my God… Akane is never going to speak to me 

again.

Ranma: (comfortingly) Hey, it was’t your fault.

Nabiki: (sighing) Yeah, but I still got farther than you’ll ever get, 

at least until the wedding night. And Akane isn’t very rational 

about that sort of thing, as you of all people should know.

Ranma: I’ll talk to her for you.

Nabiki: Yeah. Tell her I’m really sorry. I’m not, I enjoyed it way 

too much, but I probably will be once this crap gets out of my 

system. (thoughtful look) Doctor Delirium DID figure out a way to 

cure this, right?

Ranma: Yeah, but it has to be tailored to your body chemistry. He’ll 

have to take a blood sample.

Nabiki: (scowling) Damn. Could you please walk me down to the 

clinic, Ranma? I might as well say there overnight, and it’d be a 

good idea to keep me and Akane apart until I’m cured.

Ranma: (fervently) Yup.

Nabiki: Well, that or in bed together.

Ranma: (warningly) Nabiki… 

Nabiki: (raising her hands) Sorry! Sorry, it’s the drug talking. 

Stupid idea anyway, I’d just get her fist. C’mon, let’s get going.

(They leave. Scene changes to the inside of an American military 

installation buried deep under Mount Badass, Idaho. Several 

worried looking people in uniforms are tending monitors and 

flocking about a fellow with lots of brass on his collar.)

Scrolling Text: (in a nifty, Tom Clancy-like teletype effect) US 

DEEP SPACE INCURSION PREVENTION INSTALLATION (USDSPI), 

IDAHO, MT. BADASS, 0023 HOURS

Officer 1: (clipped tones) The object has cleared the orbit of Mars, 

sir.

General: Does it conform to the specs of any of the 235 races we 

know of?

Officer 2: No sir. We’ve never seen anything like it. Should I have 

the fleet move out from behind Venus?

General: We don’t have a fleet behind Venus, soldier.

Officer 2: Yes we… oh, I see. Quite right, Sir.

General: (irritated) No, I’m not being subtle! We don’t have a fleet!

Officer 2: If you say so, General.

Officer 1: (bending over a monitor) Object trajectory will bring it 

to somewhere in the eastern Pacific, General.

General: Right. Get me ComPac on the horn, I want to speak to 

CINCPac.

Officer 3: ComPac is being repainted, General, and CINCPac is in 

labor at the moment.

General: (incredulous) Admiral Arthur MacMarlon is in _labor_, 

soldier? Are you aware of the penalties for drug abuse on duty?

Officer 3: (apologetically) He took a goodwill tour to China about 

a year ago, and was visiting these cursed springs… 

General: (disgusted) The NinComPac.

Officer 1: (straightening) Sir! Object trajectory will bring it to… 

Nerima Ward, Tokyo, Japan.

General: (disappointed) Oh. Okay, cancel alert status.

Officer 1: Sir?

General: (shrugging) Nerima gets aliens every year or two. Nothing 

to worry about. (turns to Officer 2) Now… care to tell me about 

this battle fleet we have off Venus?

Officer 2: (unruffled) Like the General said, we don’t have any 

battle fleet off Venus.

General: Grrrrrr… 

(Fade to black. Open on the spire of Our Lady Of Grievious Bodily 

Harm, early morning. Bells are pealing, as befits the joyous 

occasion. Pan down to inside the church, where Shampoo and Akari 

are surveying the place.)

Shampoo: (to herself) Let’s see… ramen over there, sweet and 

sour pork over here… 

Akari: (walking over) Excuse me. Are you the other half of the 

catering team?

Shampoo: (turning) Yes, yes I am. Shampoo.

Akari: No thanks, I have delicate hair. I’m Akari Unryuu.

Shampoo: (doubtfully) Pleased to meet you. So what are you 

providing? I understand you’ve been put in charge of the main 

course.

Akari: (proudly) That’s right. We’re serving an Unryuu Ranch One-

and-a-half ton ham.

Shampoo: Pardon, my ears are going. I thought for a second you 

just said “One-and-a-half ton ham”.

Akari: (smiling) That’s right.

Shampoo: (shaking her head) No, that’s ridiculous. Do you know 

how big a hog would have to be to give a ham that large?

(There’s a loud Bwee, and Katsunishiki the Sumo Pig waddles in.)

Akari: It would have to be a little smaller than that one.

Shampoo: (wide-eyed) Oh.

(A door opens, and a priest walks in.)

Priest: (benignly) Well, is everyone ready for the wedOur Father 

Preserve Us… 

Akari: Is something wrong?

Priest: There’s a demon from Hell chewing on the Holy Book.

Akari: (mortified) Katsunishiki! STOP THAT THIS INSTANT!

Priest: (flipping frantically through a book) Exorcism, it’s in here 

somewhere… 

Shampoo: It’s just a pig, Father.

Priest: (incredulous) JUST a pig?

Shampoo: Okay, it’s a porcine monstrosity. But it’s not a demon.

Akari: (shouting) No, Katsunishiki! Down, boy! Hup! Hoooya! Sit!

Priest: It’s drooling on the Holy Relic of St. Heiligdeng… 

Shampoo: So it is. Hold on a second.

(She walks up to the pig and beats it across the skull with her 

bonbori for a few seconds.)

Shampoo: Heel.

(She poses over the unconscious hulk.)

Priest: (muttering) “What’s so special about a Tendo wedding?” I 

asked. “Surely we can accommodate them… ” Why me, O Lord?

(Scene changes to the patrol Pinto. Ranma and Saburo are cruising 

the streets.)

Ranma: (chewing) Mmm. Was *gulp* nice of Ucchan to leave us 

that lunch on *swallow* the door. Wonder where she went?

Saburo: (shrugging) Dunno. (thinks for a second) Think she’d like a 

French restaurant? For our date, I mean?

Ranma: Yeah, I guess. Women like French stuff. Not sure why, I 

mean, they got the same stuff there that they do here, it’s just 

there it’s a little different. (pauses) You know what they call 

okonomiyaki in France? One of those ones with cheese melted on 

it?

Saburo: Le Okonomiyaki?

Ranma: Crepe with cheese.

Saburo: (marveling) Crepe with cheese?

Ranma: (nodding) That’s right. (sighs) On my lunch break I gotta 

stop by Our Lady Of Grievious Bodily Harm, okay?

Saburo: (nodding) Yeah, a bit of prayer wouldn’t hurt with this job. 

I didn’t know you were Christian… 

Ranma: Oh, it’s not to pray. I have two weddings to stop.

Saburo: (frowning) Our Lady, eh? Hmm… 

Radio: (crackling) Mobile 23. Come in, Mobile 23… 

Ranma: (blandly) Why, listen, old boy. A call. For us.

Saburo: Whee.

Ranma: Such a unexpected surprise, too. (He picks up the handset) 

Mobile 23, leaping bravely into the jaws of certain death, how 

may we help you?

Radio: My, cocky, aren’t we? The thing on the docks has started 

moving into the city. Bring it down.

Ranma: (turning pale) You aren’t, uh, referring to the cat… 

Radio: No, I’m referring to the _other_ nigh-unstoppable force of 

nature that was terrorizing the docks and is about to make 

Godzilla green with envy. OF COURSE THE ^$&#*% CAT!

Ranma: (sweating) Gee, well, love to help ya, Chief, but we’re uh, 

a bit busy here… 

Radio: Too bad. Drop whatever you’re doing.

Ranma: (shaking) Uh, really busy here sir, you’ll have to send 

someone else… 

Radio: (grimly) Mobiles 1 through 22 engaged the thing five 

minutes ago, at the intersection of Wolf Avenue and 359th Street. 

They will be given burial with full military honors. You two are 

all that’s left of Nerima Animal Control. Stop the thing before it 

destroys the city. Central out.

(Silence for a few seconds.)

Saburo: (calmly) We’re going to die, aren’t we.

Ranma: Gaaaaaaaah.

Saburo: (shrugging) Ours is not to reason why… well, if we never 

find it, it can’t hurt us. 

Ranma: (brightening) Good point. Think the tranq gun would have 

any effect?

Saburo: (thinking) Mobile 1 was an armored personnel carrier with 

stun grenades. I don’t think our tranq gun will be much use.

Ranma: Huh. We should have shotguns for a job like this.

Saburo: Mobile 5 had them.

(Scene changes to the door of Our Lady Of Grievious Bodily Harm. 

Nabiki, garbed in a rather conservative business dress, is 

checking people’s invitations.)

Nabiki: Ah, Herb and party. Go right in.

Herb: (bowing) Thank you.

(He walks inside, and three hooded, cloaked, strangely tall and 

awkward figures move forward.)

Cloaked Figure 1: (odd, mechanical voice) We are here for the 

ritual joining of the Kasumi-unit.

Nabiki: (raising an eyebrow) Really? Let’s see an invitation, buddy. 

Or 30,000 yen.

Cloaked Figure 2: We do not possess any denominations of your 

race’s monetary symbols.

Nabiki: (disappointed) Oh well. The invite, please?

Cloaked Figure 3: You don’t need to see our invitation.

Nabiki: (mechanically) I don’t need to see your invitation.

Cloaked Figure 2: We can enter the center of worship.

Nabiki: (monotone) You can enter the center of worship.

Cloaked Figure 1: Move along.

Nabiki: Move along. Move along.

(They enter the church, and Nabiki looks faintly puzzled. Ukyo and 

Ryouga step up.)

Nabiki: (smiling) Ryouga, Uk… 

Ukyo: (bluntly) Okay, Nabiki, let’s cut to the chase. You have us 

over a barrel here… 

Nabiki: I do?

Ukyo: (annoyed) Yes. Obviously we aren’t supposed to be at this 

wedding.

Nabiki: Well, actually… 

Ukyo: (interrupting) But we both know that for a bribe, you’ll let 

us in. Here’s 40,000 yen.

Ryouga: (irate) That’s way too much!

Nabiki: Actually, it’s… 

Ukyo: … not enough? Damn you. Okay, 50,000. Take it or leave it.

Nabiki: (pocketing the money) I’m a bit puzzled as to… 

Ukyo: (frowning) … How Ryouga’s going to get in? Tricky. Okay, 

Nabiki, you win. Here’s another 40,000.

Nabiki: (taking it) Uh, thanks.

Ukyo: (scowling) You really are a heartless… 

Ryouga: (also scowling) C’mon, Ukyo. Before she finds another way 

to gouge money out of us.

(They enter. Nabiki watches them go, mystified.)

Nabiki: (puzzled) But they were invited. And why do they want to 

attend Daddy and Kasumi’s wedding? (looks at the money) Oh well.

(The two FBI agents walk over.)

Man: We’re here for the alien invasion.

Nabiki: That’s down at the Presbyterian Church. This is the 

wedding of Soun and Kasumi Tendo.

Woman: We know. There’s a scientific explanation for all of this.

Nabiki: (nodding) Yeah, that’s what Ranma and Akane said. 

Chemicals.

Man: You’ll have to let us by now, miss.

Nabiki: Sure. 30,000 yen, please.

Man: But the truth is in there!

Nabiki: (shrugging) And it doesn’t come cheap. 40,000 yen. Pay up 

or buzz off.

Man: (handing her a number of bills) Here.

Nabiki: (smiling) Enjoy the wedding. Let me know if you see any 

aliens.

Man: I could, but then I’d have to kill you.

Woman: Oh, shut up.

(They enter the church. Nabiki sighs.)

Nabiki: I’m not making nearly enough money for this.

(Four rather scruffy Gaijin walk up.)

Gaijin 1: Hi. We’re the band.

Nabiki: (glancing at the invite list) Rats, huh? You look the part.

Gaijin 2: (eying Nabiki) Your beauty doth make the sun seem a dim 

and fading firefly. Might I have the pleasure of your name, O 

goddess who deigns to grace the dull and dreary world with her 

presence?

Nabiki: (raising an eyebrow) He related to Takewaki Kuno?

Gaijin 1: (staring) Uh, Mahon? When did you learn Japanese?

Gaijin 3: Wot’d he say?

Gaijin 4: Yah, what’d the taciturn bugger say?

Gaijin 2: Let me speak on your earlobes… 

Nabiki: (speculatively) Let me speak on your bank account… 

Gaijin 1: (firmly) Nonexistent. Come on, Mahon… 

(He and the other two begin to drag a protesting Gaijin 2 into the 

church.)

Nabiki: (calling) Nonexistent? Aren’t you getting paid for the 

wedding?

Gaijin 2: Two perfect shells, framed by thy auburn locks in 

shimmering - let go! - glory… 

Gaijin 1: (calling back) Not much, we mostly came to sightsee and 

because of the traveling - OW! hold still, Mahon - expenses being 

prepaid. Sorry.

Nabiki: (sighing) Damn. Could have gotten a few dinners and 

expensive gifts out of that one.

(Scene switches to inside the church. Guests mill about, talking 

and laughing. A large spread has been prepared in the center of the 

hall, and wedding presents are being placed on a table near the 

entrance. Zoom in on three figures in Chinese clothing.)

Tsung: (astounded) You mean both of you are _also_ isolated 

Chinese warlords with a arrogant, imperious air, a horde of 

powerful minions, a neat-looking palace, and a spectacular 

martial arts special technique that seemed unbeatable until you 

fought Ranma Saotome?

Herb and Kirin: Why, yes.

Tsung: (thoughtful) We are interested by this.

Kirin: We? There’s another one?

Tsung: No, it is simply Our mode of speech.

Herb: (Impressed) Hey, you’re talking in capital letters. Nice trick.

Tsung: (bowing) Thank you. It’s a gift.

Kirin: I shall try it. “You shall do our bidding, worm.”

Herb: (shaking his head) No, not quite right.

Tsung: You have to move the tongue like so… 

Ryouga: (from across the room) Hey, isn’t that the warlord of 

Varaiyah sticking his tongue out at Kirin?

Ukyo: (looking) Yeah, sure is. Let’s steer clear of them, okay? 

Tsung wants to kill you and seduce me. I think you have the better 

end of it.

Ryouga: (scowling) Oh, yeah, slow torture followed by execution is 

worse than a pleasant dinner.

Ukyo: A pleasant dinner with Tsung _is_ slow torture.

Ryouga: (shaking his head) Torture isn’t torture without leeches, 

hot irons, and genital mutilation. And rats. And glass tubes 

inserted in… 

Ukyo: (interrupting) You’ve got problems, y’know, Ryouga?

Ryouga: Only one. His name’s Ranma.

Ukyo: (exasperated) What has he ever done to you?

Ryouga: He… um… I can’t tell you.

Ukyo: (interested) Something embarrassing, huh?

Ryouga: Let’s just say that if it got out, my lifespan would be 

shorter than a fruit fly in a nuclear reactor. 

Ukyo: (raising a eyebrow) Wow. Bet it has to do with Akane, right?

Ryouga: (nervously) W-why do you say that?

Ukyo: (shrugging) Most of the stupid things you do usually involve 

Akane in some way. (takes some appetizers from a plate) Want 

some bacon-balls?

Ryouga: (shaking his head) No, I don’t eat pork.

Ukyo: (curious) Are you Jewish?

Ryouga: No, I just don’t dig no swine, that’s all.

Ukyo: (teasingly) But bacon tastes good. Pork chops taste goood.

Ryouga: (looking ill) I know. Please don’t remind me.

FBI Man: (from across the room) Look, Dana! The kid we saw at the 

blast site!

Woman: The one who knew Kasumi Tendo?

Man: (nodding) That’s right! Him! And now he shows up here… 

there’s something funny going on… 

Woman: What exactly _is_ this, anyway?

Man: (impatiently) It’s an alien invasion, of course! Open your 

eyes! Trust no one!

Woman: (pointedly) It’s the first alien invasion I’ve ever seen 

with a buffet spread and bacon-ball appetizers. (chewing) Not bad, 

either.

Man: (squinting) I think it’s being cleverly disguised as a wedding. 

(he reaches out and taps a passerby on the shoulder) Excuse me, 

sir.

Cloaked Figure 1: (odd, mechanical voice) What do you wish, 

carbon-organic lifeform?

Man: (conspirator’s whisper) I was just wondering if you had 

noticed anything… odd… at this wedding.

Cloaked Figure 1: Please state the functional parameters of 

“odd”.

Man: Aliens. People acting like their minds were being tampered 

with. Unexplainable phenomena.

Cloaked Figure 1: I have not observed activity that meets your 

requirements. Have you observed a T’Kraal Invasion Fleet Strike 

Team, Char-Lee?

Cloaked Figure 2: I have not. This planet is in no danger of being 

harvested.

Cloaked Figure 1: You see? There is no danger to your planet. Your 

puny race is not about to be wiped out by the awesome power of 

the T’Kraal Empire.

Woman: (annoyed) You see? It’s just a wedding.

Man: (doubtfully) Maybe… thank you for your time, sir.

(They walk off. The cloaked figures watch them go.)

Cloaked Figure 1: I think he suspects.

Cloaked Figure 2: Signal the lead ship to move into atmospheric 

position.

Cloaked Figure 3: Pass the bacon-balls.

(A rumbling begins to fill the air. Zoom to outside, where a HUGE 

spaceship shaped vaguely like a burrito drops through the 

ionosphere to hang menacingly above Nerima. The city turns dark 

as the huge shape blocks out the sun.)

Man on the Street: It’s the aliens.

Man on the Street 2: Again.

Man on the Street 3: Hope they don’t land in Tomobiki again. 

Property values were shot to hell in the last one.

(Scene switches to another part of Tokyo, where Ranma and 

Saburo, wearing fake beards and dark glasses, are idly driving 

through the city. The words “Nerima Ward Animal Control” on the 

side of the Pinto have had several strips of duct tape stuck across 

them, hiding them from sight.)

Saburo: See any cats, Ranma?

Ranma: Nope. Just people, trees, cars, and a huge alien spaceship 

blocking out the sun.

Saburo: Nothing out of the ordinary, then?

Ranma: Nope. We’d better keep looking.

Saburo: Good idea. Let’s check Kyoto next… 

Radio: (crackling to life) Mobile 23! Where the %^&*@ are you?

Ranma: (picking up the handset) Uh, well sir, um, we’re a little 

lost… and the car’s making funny noises… 

Saburo: (muttering) … not that that’s anything out of the ordinary… 

Ranma: … and we really don’t know exactly where the cat’s 

supposed to be… 

Radio: It’s making a beeline straight for Our Lady Of Grievious 

Bodily Harm. The trail of destroyed buildings its leaving should 

make it easy to spot.

Ranma: (pale) It’s heading for Our Lady? Okay, Chief, we’re on it! 

The cat doesn’t stand a chance!

Radio: That’s the spirit! Semper fi, damn the torpedoes, once more 

into the breach! Go get that thing, and remember… we’re behind 

you!

Saburo: (muttering) Way, way, way behind us.

Ranma: (turning to Saburo) We gotta stop that thing. Akane’s in 

that church, and so are the rest of the Tendos! Oh yeah, and Dad 

too.

Saburo: (worried) You don’t suppose Ukyo might be in there too?

Ranma: (upset) Yeah, she was invited… (he reaches out and peels 

the tape off the side of the car) How fast can we get back there?

Saburo: It’s 30 miles to Nerima. We’ve got a full tank of gas, a carton of okonomiyaki, there’s an alien spaceship hanging over the city, it’s dark, and we’re wearing sunglasses.

(They think this over for all of a nanosecond.)

Ranma and Saburo: (together) Hit it.

(The Pinto lurches, accelerates, and burns rubber towards Nerima.  Scene changes to the wedding. Kasumi and Nabiki are standing in front of the gift table.)

Kasumi: Oh my. All these presents… 

Nabiki: (nodding) Lots of them (looks at the tags) Shampoo… 

Tsung… Foxtrot… Herb… Butler… Mousse… RpM… Mulder… 

Youngblood… Konatsu… Kergma… Kirin.. Eav… Akari… (she pauses) 

What on earth is that?

Kasumi: The earth part is incorrect. It is a Vk’dargh crystal 

sculpture.

Nabiki: (reading tag) To Kasumi, new Native Planetary Governor, 

from the Empire.

Kasumi: How nice!

Nabiki: Uh, yeah. Oneechan, have you seen Akane?

Kasumi: (thoughtful) I think she went to Doctor Tofu’s office. 

Something about getting a cure and keeping away from her 

perverted molester of an older sister.

Nabiki: (nodding) Yeah. I tried to talk to her at breakfast, but she 

just screamed, threw a chair at me, and ran away.

Kasumi: I think she’s just going through a phase.

Nabiki: Right.

Kasumi: I’m going to go find Kuno-chan, Nabiki. Thank you for 

helping with the wedding!

(She walks off, looking through the crowd. After a few minutes, 

she opens a side door and stops dead. Penned up in a supply room 

is Akari’s Sumo Pig, and two of it’s smaller cousins.)

Kasumi: (wide-eyed, staring) Oh. My.

(The pigs look at her uneasily.)

Kasumi: (salivating) The glazed ham that would make… 

(Scene changes to a street a few blocks from the church. A rather 

kawaii off-white cat, about the size of a breadbox, is cheerfully 

mauling a bear. The patrol Pinto rounds the other end of the 

street)

Ranma: (voice shaking) There it is.

Saburo: Yup. Doesn’t look so bad. Kinda kawaii, actually.

(The cat rips the bear apart in a shower of blood, and playfully 

begins to chew through a lamppost.)

Ranma: Yeah. Just adorable. Look, I ain’t fightin’ that thing.

Saburo: Don’t worry. I have a plan.

(He revs the engine.)

Ranma: (nervously) Uh, Saburo? What’s the plan?

Saburo: (holding down the brake and gas, steady voice) I had a cat 

when I was a kid. Got hit by a car. Died.

Ranma: (eyes widening) Oh no, you don’t mean… 

(Saburo takes his foot of the brake and the car shoots forward as 

if shot from a gun.)

Saburo: (eyes a bit skewed) Ramming Speed! Brace for impact! 

BANZAI!

Ranma: (closing his eyes tightly) Oh sh-

(The Pinto smashes into the cat at an incredible velocity. It flips 

into the air, does the triple axle spin, and lands on it’s side a few 

meters away. The cat does not seem to have taken any notice, and 

begins to playfully roll on it’s back whilst tossing a semi in the 

air.)

Saburo: (after a few seconds) Ranma? You dead, man?

Ranma: (eyes still shut) Yah man.

Saburo: (weakly) I don’t understand. My cat got hit by a car and… 

Ranma: (opening his eyes) Car. We aren’t in a car, we’re in a Pinto. 

Damn, Saburo, what the hell were you thinking?

Saburo: It seemed like a good idea… 

Ranma: (incredulous) Wrecking our means of transportation? 

“Ramming speed!” Jeez… 

Saburo: Well, we can walk. 

Ranma: (groaning) Speak for yourself. Owwwww… 

(They struggle out of the remains of the Pinto, and watch the cat 

chew up an apartment complex.)

Ranma: It’s heading for the church, but it’s also stopping to 

destroy the area along it’s route. If we run, we can beat it there, 

maybe get everyone out in time.

Saburo: (shrugging) Lay on, MacDuff.

(They break into a run. Scene changes to the front of the church, 

where Akane, in a heavily padded-looking white dress, is running 

up the steps. As she does, she notices Ranma and Saburo jogging 

towards her.)

Ranma: (panting) Akane! We’ve got to get everyone out of there! 

The cat’s coming!

Akane: (disgusted) You and your thing about cats.

Saburo: (really panting) You don’t understand! It’s a monster!

Akane: (aback) Is it huge, scary-looking, and covered with spikes?

Saburo: No, it’s small, off-white, and really sorta kawaii, 

actually… 

Akane: (annoyed) Why do all of you keep acting like cute little 

Felix is some sort of horrible menace! Really! Anyway, Ranma, I 

have the cure. Tofu make it a few minutes ago. He also said that if 

they don’t get it in the next half hour, it’ll be useless and the drug 

will take affect permanently. (she frowns) And why is there one 

for Nabiki?

Ranma: Why’d ya think she was sucking lips with you? She got a 

whiff of it too.

Akane: (heaving a sigh) Oh. That is soooo much of a relief. C’mon, 

let’s get the cure to them before the wedding starts.

(They begin heading up the stairs, but are stopped by a man in the 

robes of a Zen monk coming out of the door.)

Zen Monk: (peering at them) STOP!

Ranma: Huh?

Zen: (waving his arms impressively) If you marry that beast at 

your side, you shall die an early, horrible death! Destruction! Woe! 

Ranma: (confused) Man, I wasn’t planning on marrying Saburo. I’m 

not that type of..

Zen: (annoyed) No, I mean Tendou Akane! The devil in human form! 

She’ll… 

(Akane mallets the monk into LEO, where he bounces nicely off the 

hull of the spacecraft.)

Ranma: What a weirdo. Actin’ like you were some sorta murderer… 

Akane: Yeah. Pronounced my name funny, too. Come on, we need to 

give them the cure!

(They race inside, there the pre-wedding party is getting into full 

swing. The gaijin have set up their instruments, and are playing a 

lively tune.)

Saburo: (walking off) You two go do whatever it is you’re supposed 

to be doing with those syringes. I’m gonna find Ukyo and warn her.

(He walks off. Ranma and Akane look around, trying to spot their 

targets.)

Ranma: You take the ones for Kasumi and Kuno; I’ll handle Kodachi 

and your Dad. Oh, and I’d better handle Nabiki, as well.

Akane: (shuddering) No argument there. (looks around) Where are 

they?

Voice: (from a side room) ANY OF YOU ^$^#^#% PIGS MOVE, AND I’LL 

EXECUTE EVERY ^$^*&@% LAST ONE OF YOU!

Ranma: (startled) That sounded a bit like… 

Akane: … Kasumi? That’s impossible. One day, in a moment of great 

stress, she said “dang”. And then went right to the bathroom and 

washed her mouth out with soap.

Another Voice: (shouting) SAOTOME!

Ranma: Oh, good. There’s Kuno.

(An irate Kuno pushes through the crowd towards Ranma, followed 

by a middle aged man in tweed clutching a stake and a pail with 

the words “Holy Water - Industrial Strength” printed on it.)

Kuno: There is the bloodsucking fiend, Doctor!

Van Helsing: Ach! You dare defile a House of God, demon? Feel His 

wrath!

(Van Helsing tosses the pail’s contents on Ranma, who rather 

predictably turns female.)

Ranma: (angry) HEY! What’s the big idea?

Kuno: (pale) Pig-tailed Girl?

Van Helsing: (trumphantly) AHA! It is of the variety known as the 

succubus, which lures brave warriors to their doom and drains 

their blood! But the Holy liquid has shown us its true form!

Kuno: (outraged) It is the selfsame wench that has pursued me 

these past months, trying to lure me astray with her wiles!

Ranma: (incredulous) ME? Lure YOU? You… you… !

Kuno: (flourishing his bokken, which boasts a newly sharpened tip) 

Devil! HAVE AT THEE!

(Kuno and Van Helsing charge at Ranma, who backpedals and 

dodges, hampered by the syringes in her hand. Scene changes to 

the other side of the hall, where Ukyo and Ryouga are trying to find 

Ranma and Akane.)

Ukyo: (frowning) It’s their wedding, they have to be here!

Band: (with great volume) o/~ THERE MUST BE ANOTHER WAY TO 

TRAVEL o/~

Ryouga: (yelling) I can’t hear you!

(Ukyo frowns and walks over to the four gaijin band members.)

Ukyo: Could you turn it down a notch?

Band: (not hearing) o/~ THERE MUST BE ANOTHER CAR TO CHOOSE 

o/~

Ukyo: (yelling) TURN IT DOWN ALREADY!

Gaijin 1: (turning) We’re supposed to play loud music, miss. It’s in 

the contract.

Ryouga: (coming over) What’s the big… YOU!

Gaijin 1: (resignedly) Oh. You. Don’t break the instruments, okay?

Ukyo: Where’s Ranma Saotome?

Gaijin 1: Dunno. Who’s he?

Ryouga: The source of all misery.

Gaijin 4: Bill Gates?

Gaijin 1: Oh, yeah, the guy you wanted to kill. No idea.

Kuno: (across the room) DIE, FOUL DEMON SAOTOME!

Ukyo: That answers that. Come on, Ryouga!

Ryouga: (charging off in the wrong direction) RANMA, DIE!

Ukyo: (calling) No, you idiot, “Ranma, can we talk?” and it’s THIS 

WAY!

Ryouga: (unhearing) SAOTOME, TODAY IS THE DAY I CRUSH..

(He collides with a group of people and they go down in a tangle of 

arms and legs.)

Ryouga: (trying to sit up) Uh, sorry… 

Herb: (sorting out his arms) Clumsy oaf!

Tsung: (standing up) YOU! THE INFIDEL!

Kirin: (irate) Has the cur insulted you, friend Tsung?

Ryouga: (small voice) uh-oh.

Tsung: (enraged) Kidnapper of the Holy Prophet! DIE! CHAO KUNG 

MING STRIKE!

(Green ki energy flares. Pan to across the room, where Nabiki is 

talking to Dr. Hasigawa.)

Nabiki: So you see, Doc, it was just drugs. I won’t be needing your 

services after all.

Hasigawa: (mournfully) Ach, yet another profitable case gone 

sane. I am thinking I am too good a psychologist for my own good. 

(brightens) You said drugs? I also run a substance abuse clinic… 

Nabiki: (shaking her head) No.

Shampoo: (appearing from nowhere) Die.

(Nabiki yelps and leaps sideways just as a bonbori whizzes 

through the place her head had been occupying.)

Hasigawa: (delighted) Ah! a psychopath! I haven’t seen one in ages! 

Where ist mine notepad?

Shampoo: (bloodthirsty howl) Nabiki, Shampoo KILL!

Nabiki: (backpedaling) Shampoo, Nabiki SUE! You hear me!

Shampoo: (eyes glowing) Dead men file no lawsuits! 

(Nabiki runs. Shampoo follows.)

Hasigawa: (running after Shampoo) Wait! My card! Reasonable 

rates!

(Scene changes to the middle of the room, where Ranma is trying 

to keep out of Van Helsing and Kuno’s way.)

Kuno: (swinging) FIGHT, TIMOROUS DAEMON!

Ranma: (ducking a bokken swing and kneeing Van Helsing in the 

groin) I got my hands full, Kuno. Can we do this some other time?

Ryouga: (from across the room) CHAOS BUTTERFLY WEATHER POINT!

(A storm cloud forms within the church, and lighting blasts down 

from it. It begins to rain.)

Tsung: Ha! I am undaunted! SHAN HAI GALE BLAST!

(A column of focused, churning air blows across the church, 

blasting open a side door. With a squeal of terror, the Sumo Pig 

and it’s smaller companions charge out, Kasumi racing after them 

with a carving knife.)

Shampoo: Greedy girl die!

Nabiki: (running) Do you understand the phrase “Punitive 

damages”? “Deportment”? “Lifetime fiscal debt”?

Shampoo: No. I don’t.

Nabiki: Uh-oh.

Ryouga: OW! CHAOS WEATHER POINT ATTACK - Hurricane Call!

(A twister appears over the area where Ryouga and Tsung are 

fighting. Streamers and plates of food fly, propelled by the 

winds.)

Band: (ignoring the havoc) o/~ I’ll tell the story straight… o/~

Van Helsing: (drawing a chalk circle) Quickly, Herr Kuno, push the 

thing into the pentagram!

Ranma: (dodging) That’s a circle, not a pentagram!

Van Helsing: (shrugging) Pentagram sounds neater, hellspawn.

Kasumi: (slashing madly at the pigs) Oh my! Ham for everyone! 

Saburo: (running up to Ukyo) There you are! We’ve got to get out of 

here!

Ukyo: (frowing) I’ve got to stop the wedding!

Saburo: (hurried) Ranma and Akane are taking care of it! Come on, 

we’ve got to get out of here!

Tsung: I am undaunted! LOTUS BLOSSOM DETONATION!

(A explosion rocks the church.)

Ukyo: (ducking a bit of flying rock) You may be right… It’s a bit 

rough in here… 

Saburo: (grabbing her by the shoulders) Not this! The cat! It’s 

heading straight for the church!

Ukyo: (staring at him) The cat?

Priest: (hiding behind the podium) Will the Kunos and Tendos 

please fight their way to the front of the melee to be married?

Kasumi: (ceasing the chase) Oh my! That’s me!

Akane: (running at her with the syringe) Oh no you don’t!

FBI agents: (drawing guns) Kasumi Tendo!

(Akane runs up and jabs Kasumi with the antidote just as the FBI 

opens fire. Akane, in front of Kasumi, catches about 23 rounds in 

the chest and slumps to the ground)

Ranma: (horrified) AKANE!

FBI agents: Whoops.

(Ranma runs over to Akane’s collapsed form, and cradles her.)

Ranma: (crying) I never.. I never got to tell you… 

(Akane suddenly sits up, ruining a perfectly good death scene.)

Ranma: (blinking) Wha? I was just starting my I-Never-Told-You 

monologue!

Akane: (straightening her dress, flattened disks of lead fall off) I 

told Oneechan the Kevlar dress was a good idea.

Kuno: (running up) Kasumi!

Kasumi: (vague look) Oh dear. Am I supposed to love you?

(Akane jabs Kuno with the cure.) 

Kuno: Ow. (he blinks) Tendo Akane! You come to show your love for 

me by erotically jabbing me with needles! Come to my arms!

(Ranma and Akane punt him through the roof.)

Ryouga: OW! CHAOS WEATHER POINT - Fists of hail!

(More foul weather lashes the church.)

Shampoo: Die!

Nabiki: (frantically) “Court order?”

Shampoo: No, not know that either.

Nabiki: “Death penalty”?

Shampoo: Know that, attempting to carry it out.

Akari: KATSUNISHIKI! Stop! Sooooooeee! Sooooeeeee pig! 

KATSUNISHIKI!

Tsung: Urgh.. I persevere! REALLY IMPRESSIVE KI BLAST WITH A 

SILLY NAME!

(Bits of masonry rain down.)

Band: (stoicly playing on) o/~ I hope it’s not too late.. o/~

Priest: (huddled, covering his head with the Bible) Ladies and 

Gentleman… we are gather here in mortal combat, in the sight of 

God and an Alien Battlecruiser, to join this man and very young 

woman in holy wedlock. Given the unusual nature of this company, 

I’m going to skip the normal schtick and go straight to the “I 

do’s”. 

(Soun and Kodachi step forward.)

Akane: Ranma! Do something!

Ranma: (holding the two syringes like darts) Here goes… 

(He throws them, with perfect aim. And they would have hit, if it 

weren’t for the woman in black, looking vaguely like Gosunkugi 

save for the diamond-shaped marks tatooed around her eyes, that 

suddenly appeared in a flash of blue. Right in the flight path.)

Soun and Kodachi: I do.

Sicarii: (snarling) Kaeri, you dieOW!

Ryouga: WEATHER POINT FINISH! NORTHERN LIGHTS STRIKE!

Sumo Pig: BWEE!

Felix: (crashing through the wall) MMMMRRRRROOWOW!

Herb: FLYING SWORD DRAGON SLICE WAVE!

Sicarii: (in the middle of it all) Oh shit.

(A stream of auroea borealis plasma blasts down from the sky, 

making a nice hole in the spaceship on the way down. Right on 

Sicarii and Tsung. Herb’s attack blasts out a column of fire. Right 

on Ryouga and Sicarii. The Sumo Pig and Felix collide. Right over 

Sicarii.)

Tsung: (dazedly) I persevere! Or.. not.. *thud*

Priest: You may kiss the bride. I’m going to run for my life now.

Cloaked Figure 1: Our ship is damaged.

Cloaked Figure 2: I have been hit by a bowl of bean dip.

Cloaked Figure 3: Retreat to Neptune.

(They clap their hands in unison, and begin to sparkle. Felix, 

attracted by the light, leaps at them. All four disappear in a Star 

Trek Transporter Thingie effect.)

Band: o/~ … For the Bright-Street Beach-House Back-In-Business-

Blues… o/~

(A shiny blue locket, covered in bits of Sicarii, skitters aross the 

floor to land at one band member’s feet.)

Gaijin 2: (picking it up, tearfully) Ah, sure an I wish Kodachi 

hadn’ta fallen fer that man..

(Blue light flares from the locket, and the band vanishes.)

Ukyo: (huddled on the ground) You can get off me now, Saburo.

Saburo: (standing) Er. Sorry.

Ukyo: (smiling) Don’t be. A girl likes to feel protected, you know? 

Even if I could wipe the floor with you without even exerting 

myself.

(There’s a rumble, and the alien ship zooms off into space.)

Ranma: Oh, man. Look at your Dad and Kodachi kiss.

Akane: (sounding ill) I’d rather not.

Nabiki: (running up) Ranma! HELP! 

Akane: What is it?

Nabiki: (seeing her) Akane! Let’s get rid of these uncomfortable 

clothes and… (Ranma jabs her with the cure) … oh my God what am 

I saying I think I’m going to be sick… 

Shampoo: (running up) Nabiki! Come back here and die like a man!

Nabiki: (looking ill) I’ve been thinking like a man quite enough for 

one day, thank you.

Ranma: What’s up, Shampoo?

Shampoo: (brightening) Oh, hi Ranma! Lovely wedding, didn’t you 

think? Ko-chan is very lucky.

Ranma: (angrily) Huh? Perfect Japanese? You’re not Shampoo!

Nabiki: (in a flash of inspiration) That’s right! Oh, Ranma, it was 

horrible! This demon killed Shampoo and took her place! The 

humanity of it all!

Shampoo: I can assure you… 

Ranma: (enraged) IT KILLED SHAMPOO? HIRYUU SHOTEN HA!

(The column of ki-enhanced air sends Shampoo flying through one 

of the new holes in the roof.)

Nabiki: (applauding) Let’s see, with the angle it was at, and 

airspeed… yup, she should land in the *splash* canal.

Van Helsing: (peering across the room) Hasigawa? Is that you?

Hasigawa: (delightedly) Old friend! Have I got a deal for you! A 

mentally disturbed demon was just sent flying though the roof! 

Business for both of us!

Van Helsing: Ach ja? Wunderbar! Let us find the hellspawn!

(They race out of the church.)

Ryouga: (sitting up) Owwwwwww… 

(The Sumo Pig walks over and begins to lick his face.)

Ryouga: (making frantic attempts to push it away) Glug.

Akari: KATSUNISHIKI! Stop that!

Chief Sugita: (walking over) Akari Unryuu?

Akari: (turning) Yes?

Sugita: (smiling) You’re under arrest. Letting a dangerous animal 

run free.

Akari: But… 

Sugita: I wouldn’t worry. With good behavior, you’ll be out in a 

few years.

(Zoom in on Soun and Kodachi, still locked in a kiss. Fade to black.)

END OF EPISODE 8

EPILOGUE

 “Oh Soun-sama! Where are you? AHAhAHaHahaHAhA!”

 Ranma and Akane winced as Kodachi bounced merrily through the 

dojo, looking for her new husband. Nabiki had arranged for them to 

to go on a long honeymoon, far, far away from Tokyo. Everyone 

was counting the hours til they left.

 “Baka,” Akane muttered sourly. “This is all your fault.”

 “My fault! Why?”

 “Because you missed with the stupid cure, that’s why!”

 Ranma glumly watched Kodachi race through the living room, 

leaving a trail of black petals behind her. “I didn’t miss, you 

macho chick. It’s not my fault that weirdo appeared out of 

nowhere.”

 “WHERE IS THE TENDO DOJO!”

 Shooting Ranma a This-Isn’t-Over-Yet glare, Akane walked 

across the living room and opened a closet, revealing Ryouga 

attempting to get directions from a coat.

 “I SAID, uh, oh, hi Akane… ”

 Sensing that Ryouga was in one of his more volitile moods, 

Ranma began to edge out of the room. Sadly, the movement only 

attracted the Lost Boy’s attention.

 “RANMA! TODAY IS THE DAY I… ”

 “Look, not in the dojo, okay, P-chan?”

 Akane giggled in spite of herself. “That’s right, Ryouga. I found 

out you’re really *snicker* P-Chan with a Jusenkyo curse!”

 Ranma winced.

 “Isn’t that funny, Ryouga-kun? Nabiki came up with that… um, 

Ryouga? What are you doing with that tanto?”

 Ranma walked over, took the ritual dagger out of Ryouga’s 

trembling hands, and walked him a distance away from the 

puzzled Akane. “Look, Ryouga… I know it’s rough, knowing that she 

hates your guts and all… ”

 Ryouga gave a strangled whimper and reached for the tanto again. 

Ranma gently pulled it away.

 “But look, man, I think she’ll forgive you. Just give me time to 

persuade her. In the meantime, maybe you’d better lie low for a 

bit, okay?”

 The Lost Boy jerkily nodded. “O-okay. Thanks, Ranma.” Hefting 

his pack, he charged off into the sunset, leaving Ranma to muse 

over how easy some people were to manipulate.

 “Hi Ranma,” said Nabiki.

 Reaching for his wallet in an almost Pavlovian response, he 

turned. “Yeah?”

 Nabiki gave a predatory grin. “Oh, nothing. Just wanted to thank 

you for curing me, and for taking that job. You ARE going to 

continue working there, yes?”

 “No. No way in hell.”

 The smile got bigger. “What a shame. Guess I’ll just have to tell 

Akane that you’ve been spending every meal at Ukyo’s.”

 “I’m asking for a raise.”

 “Good boy.” She yawned, and walked over to Akane. “Look, sis, 

sorry about… well… you know. I wasn’t myself.”

 Akane smiled. “It’s okay, Nabiki. You don’t have to keep 

apologizing.”

 Nabiki shrugged uncomfortably. “Yeah, well, I just don’t want 

you to think I’m a pervert or anything.”

 “It’s okay, really. Look, I’ll prove it. We’ll go take a bath, ne? 

You can soap my back.”

 Nabiki chuckled. “Fair enough.”

 The two sisters left, passing Kasumi on their way out. Ranma 

shook his head. Kasumi used to seem so… reassuring. Now she was 

beginning to give him the creeps.

 Taking a dustpan, Kasumi began to sweep up the trail of rose 

petals Kodachi had left. “Hello, Ranma!”

 “Hey, Kasumi. You, uh, feeling alright again?”

 “Oh, yes. Although the dreams seem to be coming while I’m 

awake and the silly voices won’t leave me alone.” The phone rang. 

“Ranma, could you please get that for me?”

 Nodding, he picked up the handset. “Tendo-ke.”

 “*Ranma? This is Doctor Tofu. Look, I’ve been doing some more 

tests on that love potion… ”

 Ranma swallowed. “Oh no, don’t tell me the cure doesn’t work or 

somthin’!”

 “*Oh, the cure works. It’s just that the people who were 

drugged might have momentary relapses for a few minutes. They 

should be completely gone within the week.”

 “Okay, doc. Thanks for the warning.”

 Akane’s screams of panic started a few seconds before he hung 

up the phone. Ranma mentally debated whether or not to run in the 

bathroom and help, but wisely concluded that this would just get 

him a hammer blow.

 “Oh, Ranma, could you get me another duck? That last one you 

brought home was delicious.”

[End Theme: A Girl Needs A Knife, by the Flash Girls]

* * *
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* * *

 Shampoo lay back in her hospital bed, moaned, and wished the 

nurses would just sedate her until she was able to get up and 

about again.

 It wasn’t the pain. Granted she _did_ hurt like hell; Ranma’s 

Hiryuu Shoten Ha had broken her leg and sprained several 

important joints. The fact that he had thought he was attacking 

someone who had killed her made it slightly easier to bear, and 

Amazons are taught to ignore pain anyway.

 It wasn’t the boredom. Kodachi visited every day, and brought 

her books, tapes, and a dartboard with a picture of Nabiki tacked 

to it. Nabiki… was going to DIE. Horribly. With loving care paid to 

every little detail. Shampoo had whiled away many hours by 

planning out torture routines that would have made the Spanish 

Inquisition gag.

 It wasn’t the embarrassing application of the Fifth Rule of 

Hospital Stay (You can’t fasten that stupid little gown properly in 

the back, and all your nurses are of the opposite gender). It wasn’t 

the fact that some moron had spilled a glass of water on her. It 

wasn’t the fact that she hadn’t seen Ranma since he gave her a 

one-way ticket on Ki Blast Airlines.

 It was the fact that those two idiots with the German accents 

kept trying to exorcise and psychoanalyze her. At the same time.

 “Ah so, tell me about your relationship with your father.”

 “I charge thee, in the Name of St Michael, remove thyself from 

this girl’s body!”

 “Shut up.”

 “Now now, you must cooperate if you wish to be cured. I am 

thinking perhaps the root of your problems comes from a 

Hostility/Attraction Complex toward iguanas… ”

 “Return from whence thou came, hellspawn! I abjure thee from 

this plane of existance!”

 “Go away.”

 She didn’t think she could take much more of this.

 Luckily for her, Kodachi picked that moment to walk in.

 “How are you doing, dear?”

 “Fine, Ko-chan. Could you please defensterate these two 

windbags?”

 “What? Vas ist?”

 *snap*snap*

 “EEEEEYAAAAAAAAAAAAA!”

 Kodachi rolled her ribbon back up and closed the window. “Your 

room’s on the third floor, you know.”

 “Yes. Hopefully they landed on their heads.” Shampoo smiled 

wistfully at this thought. “So. What have you brought me today?”

 “Well,” Kodachi said, fumbling through her bag, “I have the 

Anarchist’s Cookbook, Atemi for Romance and Relationships, 1001 

Things To Do With A Dead Nabiki… ”

 “You’re kidding.”

 “Nope. Seems she extorted money from the president of the 

Publications Club, and he printed a joke book as his revenge.”

 Shampoo grinned. “And he got away with it?”

 “Well, sort of. Nabiki demanded and got 60% of the profits.”

 “Wow. Still, should be a fun read.”

 “Oh yes. Check out #23.”

 Taking the book, Shampoo eagerly flipped to the right page. 

“Bronze the corpse, put on roof, and use as gargoyle to scare away 

evil spirits. I love it!”

 Kodachi began her maniacal laugh, but was stopped short by the 

door crashing inwards, revealing a gigantic pig and a young lady 

dressed in prison clothing.

 “Um, hi,” said the convict. “Look, Shampoo, can we talk?”

 “Unryuu, right?” Shampoo asked, propping herself up. “Sure.”

 “Alone?”

 Kodachi stood. “I’ll just wait outside.” She nodded pleasantly, 

and walked out.

 The pig began to chew on the IV line. Oblivious, Akari sat down 

by the side of the bed. “Gee, this is sorta embarrassing… ”

 “What is?”

 “Well… see, the Unryuus need strong people to manage to pig 

farm. So every daughter gets sent out with instructions to marry 

whoever is able to beat Katsunishiki here.”

 Shampoo nodded. “My village has similar customs and rules.”

 Akari brightened. “Oh, good! Then you might handle this better 

than I hoped!”

 Alarm bells began going off in Shampoo’s head, worsening the 

migrane that had already begun to form. “What do you mean?”

 “Well, see, you defeated Katsunishiki. And custom is custom, 

and there is a precedent… ”

 “Oh no… look, I’m already in love with someone, and I like 

men… ”

 Akari shrugged. “So do I, but the law is the law.”

 “But I’m not an Unryuu! Your custom doesn’t apply to me! You 

can’t make me!” Somehow, Shampoo felt she had heard this 

argument before… 

 “Sorry, I have no choice. The priest will be here in a few 

seconds, and I’m afraid… ” she paused to rummage around hin 

Katsunishiki’s saddlebags, withdrawing a pump action shotgun 

“… I’m afraid I can and will make you. We’ll have to hurry, though. I 

think the police might know where I am.”

 Shampoo stared at the 12-gauge in disbelief. “Police?”

 “Yeah. See, I just broke out of prison… ”

 And suddenly the door was filled with people in uniforms, 

carrying guns. “FREEZE, UNRYUU!”

 Akari dived behind the bed and fired the shotgun wildly over it. 

“YOU’LL NEVER TAKE ME ALIVE, COPPERS! YAAAAAAAAA!”

 Shampoo just sank lower in the bed, pulled the covers up, and 

wished she was somewhere else.

[End Theme: Surf Rider, by the Lively Ones (Pulp Fiction 

Soundtrack)]

*
*
*

The Nameless Sequel was written to the following CDs
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Maurice and I - by The Flash Girls
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Numerous Cds by The Pogues

I’m Your Fan - by numerous artists (REM, Pixies, Nick Cave, etc)

Superunknown - by Soundgarden

The Mikado - composed by Gilbert and Sullivan

The Real Thing - by Faith No More

Heavy Metal Soundtrack

Numerous CDs by Enya

Twin Peaks Soundtrack

*
*
*

Ukyo leaned back,her face slightly flushed. “Ooooooh. Aaaah. Oh, Saburo, that was wonderful.”

“Mmmm. Thanks, I enjoyed it myself. You’ve got white stuff on your face, by the way.”

“Yeah, it did kinda spurt all over the place.”

“French food is like that. Weird sauces and such. More wine?”

She shook her head. “I’ve already got a slight alcohol blush. Let’s pay and get going, ne?”

Saburo nodded, and signaled to the waiter. “Well, I had fun. Thanks for coming with me.”

She smiled. “The pleasure was all mine. It was nice to have someone treat me to free food, instead of the other way around.” Sitting up in her chair, Ukyo looked at him speculatively. “So. Who are you planning to marry?”

He looked startled. “Marry? No-one, at least at the moment. I mean, I really like you, and I had a great night. But even if you asked me - and you’re the leading candidate on my list of people I’d like a relationship with - I’d say no. I’m only 17; I have years to go before I’m gonna start thinking about marriage.”

Ukyo thought about this for a second.

The more she thought, the more it made sense.

Ranma was a nice guy, and she knew he’d be a great husband.

But he wasn’t the only one.

Maybe she’d marry Ranma. Maybe Akane would. Or maybe 

someone they hadn’t even met yet would.

She smiled, and for the first time in years honestly didn’t care 

which happened.

* * *
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The T’Kraal cruiser found the twisted hulk of the invasion ship 

 floating off Neptune.

“Life signs?”

“Only one, sir. Can’t quite get a fix on it.”

“Hmm. Very well, retrieve it and send a rescue team aboard.”

Firing thrusters, the mighty, city-sized dreadnought pulled 

close. Tractor beams slowly pulled the battered craft into one of 

the five-mile docking bays, as Imperial Marines and a Emergency 

Medical Death Commando Squad hustled into position.

On the bridge, the Captain listened as the Marines used a laser 

cutter to open the main hatch.

“*We’re in… ugh, lookit that… ”

“*Bodies everywhere, sir. They look a bit chewed on. Something 

must have boarded them.”

“Any sign of resistance?”

“*Yes sir. A lot of the dead personnel are holding Blasters… ”

“Captain, the lifeform is moving towards them.”

“Leutenant, you’ve got something heading for your position.”

“*Yessir, I can hear it coming… weapons ready, men.”

Silence reigned on the bridge, as everyone waited for the expected laser fire over the comlink.

“*There it… oh, for Gh-nodal’s sake, it’s only a cat. Kawaii little thing, too. Here kitty kitty… ”
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There probably won’t be a sequel. Probably.
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