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Chapter 1




The Blues.
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With the sound of a wall clock's ticking echoing through a hollow, empty art classroom on a Sunday morning within Mindaro City All Girls High School, one female student named Korumi Cotto sits alone painting an abstract landscape piece with 100% unrelenting focus.

The look on her face would tell anyone that this painting here, the one she is working on right now,  is the most important work of her life, and until she is finished with it, nothing else in the world matters.

Korumi: ...

Once she is finished with it however, she tosses it to the floor with everything else, not doing so in a temperamental manner, as there is literally no emotion displayed other than indifference whilst she does it, she just has so many works left to finish that she knows she can't stop to appreciate what she's doing (be it good or bad).

This piece falls to the floor, not damaged in any way, just scattered to join countless varying works of contemporary art, each one striving to be radically different from the last, with the faint consistency of Korumi's style interlaced within each one.

The same thing happens here every weekend, with nowhere else to go and spend time with her own thoughts, she always comes here and creates something, whether it be for class, her personal career, or because it's in her head and she feels obligated to try it, Sunday is the day where you'll always find Korumi Cotto in this same spot. Not here for fun, but just because it's all she feels is worth doing with her limited life.

There is something different about her course of action today, something that deviates from the usual norm in terms of "why" she is working this hard, to the point of making every last piece she ever wanted to before calling things quits, and this is evident as she finishes with one final emotionally draining work that perhaps she should be proud of (or even ashamed of) given your own artistic interpretation on things, as she kicks the easel she is using over and lets it hit the floor with an ungraceful impact.

The final painting itself is unharmed, and even the easel is relatively fine, Korumi isn't exactly the most powerful human being in the world when dishing out the blows so it was really only the fall that could've done anything here.

After taking a deep breath, and still looking as though nothing is bothering her, Korumi stands and exits the class room, leaving it a bomb-site of canvases as she heads across the entire empty school building to the nurse's office and enters without knocking.

Korumi then catches the school nurse making out with one of the students, some girl in her senior year, and the two don't seem to be shy about displaying their affections, which is good because Korumi couldn't care less what they're doing, as she openly announces her presence to them both without giving it a second thought.

Korumi: Excuse me, may I have some assistance please?

Nurse Carolina freaking out at anyone's voice being here, shoves the young girl she's kissing out of the window, and cringes at the sounds of exterior crashing, screaming, and dog barking, before she turns to Korumi and screams at her.

Nurse Carolina: I don't care what you just saw, I wasn't doing anything!

Korumi: I...honestly don't even care what you were doing.

Nurse Carolina: You...don't?

Korumi: No, it's not going to matter soon anyway.

Nurse Carolina: What are you talking about, are you planning on moving?

Korumi: No, that's an absolutely ludicrous deduction to pull from what I was just saying, not that such a thing surprises about people any more.

Nurse Carolina: Did you just lump me into a bracket with the entire God damn human race?

Korumi: Maybe, listen, forget about that right now, I was wondering if instead you could help me with a problem I'm having.

Nurse Carolina: Well...as much as this was meant to be my break, helping is my job after all. What do you need?

Korumi pulling out a sheet of paper from her pocket, she briefly glances at it before giving Nurse Carolina her strange request.

Korumi: I'd like over 742 capsules of a medication known as acetaminophen, so that I may take them in excess routinely until I suffer from the textbook side effects of drowsiness, seizures, abdominal pain, nausea, vomiting...and if all goes splendidly, death.

Nurse Carolina: Bitch, are you crazy!?

Korumi: No, just numb to the world around me.

Nurse Carolina: If you take more than the suggested dose in a day you'll be in trouble, let alone 7 hundred and...whatever fucking number you just pulled out of your hat just now.

Korumi: 742, from my research, it's the most plausible number to get the best results. Although... I was using a text book and calculator to piece it all together, and was suffering from some heavy food and sleep deprivation at the time...so I may have forgotten some elements of my formula. But, if you're reaction is anything to go on, then my numbers aren't too inaccurate, so I'll still take the 742 pills if it's all the same to you.

Nurse Carolina: NO!

Korumi: That was indeed a rather unnecessarily loud response.

Nurse Carolina: Can you blame me, kid! You sound like you're fixing to kill yourself!

Korumi: That would be entirely accurate, yes.

Nurse Carolina: And why the hell are you doing that, huh? A girl as bright and cute as you should be taking life by the neck, seizing the moment, having fun, kissing school nurses, and all that other stuff that comes with youth.

Korumi: Don't take this the wrong way, but I don't feel like I'm worth kissing, so if you could see your way around to giving me those pills then I-...

Nurse Carolina: I'm not giving you a bajillion painkillers just so you can off yourself, it's unethical.

Korumi: (Sighs)...You're being difficult, this isn't how I saw this going today when I stepped out the front door and told myself this was what I'd be doing with my time...you're a real dream killer, madam.

Nurse Carolina: Why the hell are you even thinking like this, is this some kind of cry for help?

Korumi: I try not to show my feelings on anything.

Nurse Carolina: Why is that?

Korumi: Because I don't have any.

Nurse Carolina: That's a lie.

Korumi: Try me.

Nurse Carolina: Alright, if you want you're painkillers, you have to cast aside your doubts, strip naked, and fuck me here and now.

Korumi: Very well..

Much to the nurse's shock, in her vain attempt at a bluff, Korumi wastes no time in pulling her top off, leaving the nurse to scream and make her reel in her behaviour some what.

Nurse Carolina: Woah! Hold it! I was kidding!

Korumi stopping dead here, just stares at the nurse blankly for a whole minute before she finally breaks her silence.

Korumi: How strange, I could've sworn I witnessed you sucking the oxygen from the lungs of that senior when I arrived, I assumed she too was being extorted for medicine.

Nurse Carolina: No...she and I do that every-Hey wait! Why am I explaining myself to you, the point is, you're too damn young for me.

Korumi: One year of difference is too young between me and that woman?

Nurse Carolina: Yes, now if I can rewind a bit... the only reason I asked you to do that was because I was almost sure you wouldn't lower yourself to selling your virtue for drugs.

Korumi: You make me sound like a hooker looking for recreational substances, and even then, your assumptions were wrong...your face must indeed be red.

Nurse Carolina: Jesus, kid...You sound like you seriously don't give a crap, haven't you got any shame?

Korumi: Shame is a feeling, so no.

Nurse Carolina: So you would've seriously up and let me screw you just so you could get the pills to top yourself?

Korumi: Yes, so have we reached a consensus?

Nurse Carolina: Not even close, girl. You need help.

Korumi: That proverbial ship has long sailed, it hit an iceberg on it's maiden voyage, and now all that's left is water-logged corpses and lost treasures that'll be the death of many-a-deep-sea diver.

Nurse Carolina: Kid...

Korumi: Yes?

Nurse Carolina: Get the fuck out of here and watch an uplifting movie or some shit, because I'm not paid to talk you out of this stuff. All I will say is that whatever it is that you've got going on isn't as bad as you think it is...so beat it.

Korumi: But I requested 7 hundr-...

Nurse Carolina: I said leave! NOW!

Korumi: Very well...I'll just have to use one of my back-up methods.

Not saying this in a loud enough manner that she expected Nurse Carolina to hear this, the woman does still get very suspicious of what this student is going to do next, and she is quick pick up her phone the second Korumi is gone to put in a call to the school counselor about this "incident" of sorts.

Short of options, Korumi heads down the hallway of the school until she finally notices doors to the nearest stairwell lying wide open, which has her immediately remarking.

Korumi: Huh, the roof could work....

And with her indifferent face remaining the same, she heads up the steps towards the school's roof, with thorough intent of killing herself being the only reason she is undertaking this venture.

As this dark event unfolds, elsewhere in a (soon to be) related matter, in a luxurious towering apartment building for wealthy residents of Mindaro City, on the top floor a young high school girl of the same age as Korumi plays an acoustic guitar in the centre of her own apartment's living room.

This girl's name is Pepper Heart, lead vocalist and guitarist for her band Pepper Cut Bubble Heart, a group which is already famous around the world for cranking out two albums and an EP full of surprisingly well-received hits.

Her band's success is the main reason she can afford to live in her own place now, and it's not exactly like she got lucky, she has literally worked herself to death for this, and now that she's here, she still isn't intent on stopping, which is why she takes any and all opportunities that her agent throws her way to make the band bigger and more recognised.

This is why she is only just finishing up with playing her guitar now, normally she wouldn't be wasting time screwing around idly when she could be working at this time on a Sunday, however, said agent has hooked her up with a promotional film crew to shoot a short "day in the life" documentary about the band members.

A film about getting to know them slightly, seeing how they work together...it's just a mountain of fan service jargon for people who follow the band, but Pepper was told it'd be good for them, so she's trying her best to play along.

Sitting the guitar down at her left side, Pepper leans back on the sofa she is sitting on and throws her hands up to the side briefly, and then drops them to casually drape over the back rest of the seat as she then looks to the film maker (a man named Brook Rodgers) and answers his supposed question that led to her playing.

Pepper: And that was the first song I learned how to play properly. I don't know the fucking name of it, but hey, I can play it with my eyes shut, so that's gotta mean something.

Mr Brook: So this is why you have so many guitars?

Mr Brook Rodgers asks as he points to the lined-up rack of sixteen guitars along the wall, and awaits Pepper's answer, which ironically, surprises him somewhat.

Pepper: No, I usually only like to have the most minimal things I need in life. All of those guitars just belonged to the woman who taught me how to play originally...She died not long after I learned essentially everything I could from her, so she left me all of her shit...like everything. I couldn't keep most of it for obvious reasons, but it didn't feel right to through away her guitars, it'd feel like demolishing the décor of my own chapel. It turned my room in my old place into a bit of a axe storage room for a while, but...now they can shine the way they were meant to. I don't play those ones though, just my acoustic guy here and the one you see me with on stage.

Mr Brook: I don't understand though, surely you make plenty of money?

Pepper: I don't like talking about the books openly because... people from my past tend to get loud about it in the media, but...I guess you could say I'm doing all right for myself these days...it's never been about the money for me.

Mr Brook: So you say you don't need material things, yet you decorate your rooms this lavishly, and you also live in this expensive apartment to begin with?

Pepper: The décor was done because of my room mate's condition, I had some decorator tailor the thing to be safer for her, if she wasn't living here, I'd still be sitting in amongst the few boxes I brought in with me honestly.

Mr Brook: But you could do that anywhere, that still doesn't explain the expense of this place?

Pepper: Don't try to put me in a different box here, buddy. I am who I am, the only reason I have to live here now, as opposed to some more reasonably priced two bedroom deal is because this place has cleaning staff and security, one helps me get work done, and the other keeps the psycho perverts who can't tell the difference between fantasy and reality from breaking into my home, sniffing my underwear, licking my cutlery...and there was one guy who tried to steal our bathtub when my room-mate was in it...Don't ask me what that was about, but the fucker didn't seem to know his shit when it came to plumbing, so the steam burns soon took him out, long before the cops came and beat the shit out of him.

Mr Brook: And that's why you moved here?

Pepper: Yeah, the security guards in here have freaking shotguns, all of them, there isn't a bath thief alive who'd risk getting his melon popped with one of those riot-control bomb-sticks just for some 24-hour news cycle hits to be generated about the band.

Mr Brook: You mention this frequently, that you don't really keep an eye on what people say about you on the internet?

Pepper: It's kind of hard to, I don't even own a computer.

Mr Brook: Still!? Even though you earnings report said you could easily buy 170 thousand computers a week and still have money to burn?

Pepper: I wouldn't even buy one, what in Christ's name would I do with that many!? Who the hell draws up these things?

Mr Brook: It was an internet article based on your band's earnings report last year, which isn't actually public so I don't know where they got their sources from...?

Pepper: And yet you can't see the futility in your words?

Mr Brook: Could you still just humour me, and tell me why you don't use the internet to catch what people are saying about you in the world?

Pepper: Maybe it's because I don't like talking about myself I guess? Seeing other people doing it would just bug me. Not that I'm saying they're wrong, I just...know I can avoid it, so why bother prying?

Mr Brook: You could at least respond to the criticism that your last album didn't follow the identical themes of your first, and therefore defied the founding principals of what Pepper Cut Bubble Heart was founded on?

Pepper: That's a...really...weirdly complicated opinion, isn't it?

Mr Brook: You think so? It's pretty standard in terms of complexity when it comes to your fans actually.

Pepper: Huh, well, whatever...if that's what they think, I can't change their minds.

Mr Brook: So you refuse to comment on the matter?

Pepper: Well some guy not liking our experimentation isn't exactly something I can remedy by purchasing a computer and telling him to "shut his face", if that's how he feels then that's how he feels...I can't take myself and three other human beings and keep all of us completely preserved as people in the same state forever. We're freaking artists, we have developing pallets and tastes, we're doing this because we have something within ourselves that needs to be satisfied, said something generates an end product that people can buy if they think it's worth the money. I don't do it for financial gain, so trying to shave off my life experience to make me who I was last year to produce the same stuff isn't an option for me.

Mr Brook: So...you don't plan on going back to your old style from back in the day?

Pepper: Just!..What style is this exactly? We've only been a band in the mainstream for a freaking year, when we're touring we play both old and new songs, and as far as I know, we're still drip feeding most of the stuff we came up with in the beginning through Singles and Extend Play discs, so our "style" on those should be appealing to them if that's accurate, right?

Mr Brook: It still doesn't change the fact that some people don't like it.

Pepper: Didn't our most recent album sell better than the first one though?

Mr Brook: That doesn't mean anything when your die hard fans are lamenting the shift, there are critics out there who don't like you very much.

Pepper: And?

Mr Brook: That's supposed to make you mad...

Pepper: They're entitled to their opinion, I've made my statement on this, we do what we feel is right, the whole world could hate us for it, but so long as one person, and I mean a single human being stands up and says..."I like it" then there's not really a huge a problem in my book.

Mr Brook: OK, but if you don't mind, I took the liberty of printing out a list of over 40 thousand complaints from 6 different users on your fan page, and if you change yourself in accordance with each one, I'm sure you'll become a better performer.

Pepper: Heh...yeah..and I'm sure you can toss the stack of paper away now, or you can get the fuck out of of my apartment, we're not paying you to read internet comments by the hour.

Mr Brook: But if I could just-...

Pepper: Nope!

Mr Brook: Could you at least-....?

Pepper: Next question!

As the famous Pepper Heart continues to contest with the irregular line of questioning from Mr Brook Rodgers, back over at the Mindaro City All Girls High School, Korumi Cotto has finally made her way to the structure's roof, and is currently strolling towards the edge to end her life in her supposed B-plan.

Standing, looking across the campus grounds for a moment, she stares at the empty space, seeing nothing but trees moving in the wind, clearly telling her it's a breezy morning, which does need visual clarification as she once again states to herself.

Korumi: It must be cold today? Shame I can't feel anything...

She then takes the plunge without giving it a second thought, diving off of the school roof with the hopes that the impact will finish her for good.

Unfortunately for Korumi Cotto, fate has other ideas in mind for her, as an open-roofed truck pulls up just underneath her that is delivering 16 extra think gymnastic crash mats, which easily cushion her fall as she bounces on the top of them a few dozen times before saying to herself.

Korumi: Curses...

As she stares vacantly at the clouds above. Until the school counselor/local talent agency rep for Pepper Cut Bubble Heart's label, Miss Banu Ibrahim comes running out of the nearest fire exit, having seen she was already too late when she was coming down the stairwell to speak with Nurse Carolina about this girl's problems.

Knowing who Korumi is, being a signed talent also, the call from this Miss Banu as she draws close is enough to invoke a second sigh of frustration from Korumi.

Miss Banu: Korumi, what the hell!? Are you out of your freaking mind!?

Korumi: Double curses..

With the oblivious delivery men getting cast in the middle of this situation to pull Korumi down from her current elevated position, by the time she is down, and they discern that she isn't injured in any way, Miss Banu takes the troubled student off campus to a nearby cafe to try to make sense of what in God's name is running through her head.

Sitting at a private booth at the back, normally reserved for Mindaro International talents, Miss Banu is at the left side of the booth whilst Korumi is at the right, and as the woman struggles to start a line of conversation with Korumi, a waitress come over to take their order.

Waitress: Hi there, what'll it be for you two today?

Miss Banu: I'll just take a coffee, black, no sugar or cream.

Korumi: I'll take a 2-litre stein of poison, with a virally infected straw please....

Waitress: Eh...?

Miss Banu: Just get the girl a water, or an orange juice or... something, she's not gonna say anything normal.

Korumi: I'd take a peach laced with anit-freeze? Or some raw acid.

Waitress: Coffee and orange juice it is...

Walking away with a sarcastic "wow" getting uttered under her breath, the waitress leaves the two of them as Miss Banu continues to pester Korumi over her condition.

Miss Banu: Come on, aren't you at least hungry?

Korumi: No, they don't have the kind of condiments I like, so I'm not even remotely peckish.

Miss Banu: Is this the kind of condiments that has rodents reaching for the skies and letting their tongues hang out on restaurant floors?

Korumi: If you know I want poison, why did you drag me to this place? I want to die, not prolong my existence with pointless sustenance and small talk that provides no psychological benefit.

Miss Banu: You don't think it's psychologically beneficial to talk out your problems and seek help?

Korumi: No, because then I won't be able to kill myself.

Miss Banu: Wouldn't you rather live and be happy?

Korumi: Happiness left my world a long time ago, I'm just a wandering shell of a human being now.

Miss Banu: Oh come on, are you seriously trying to tell me that what you're saying now is not attention seeking?

Korumi: No, it's not. I'd much rather you go away so I can stab myself in the wrists with the tools they have provided for this task.

Miss Banu: They don't give you forks in here so you can stain their tablecloths with your blood, they do it so you can cram articles of food into your mouth.

Korumi: How eloquently worded, yet I still prefer my idea better.

Miss Banu: Ugh...for fuck sake Korumi...are you trying to give me a heart attack here?

Korumi: No, but I could do with one, do you suppose I'd trigger a negative response if I drank all of the salt within this receptacle here?

Miss Banu: No, you'd just end up sick...what the hell has gotten into you, when did you start obsessing about all of this stuff?

Korumi: I've been unhealthily obsessed with the concept of suicide since I was a little girl, but...it's only now I've become vocal about it.

Miss Banu: And why is that?

Korumi: Because I finally feel like I'm at the stage within my life were I'm ready to replicate my role model in this respect.

Miss Banu: Hold up! Are you telling me that you are doing this because some TV star or rock musician did it and made it look cool?

Korumi: I'm not so shallow, and if I could feel anything, I'd probably be offended by those words, but luckily for you? I don't care about anything any more, so I'll just tell you the truth and spare you some time.

Miss Banu: OK...?

Korumi: I am not going to kill myself because of some celebrity, the media of this hollow world has barely held a grip over me for many years now, all I'm concerned about is articulating my life experience before it is too late. I am an artist after all.

Miss Banu: Yeah, an artist signed to our label that we don't want to lose, what is it you're getting at here, Korumi?

Korumi: That I don't have any more obligations worth attending to any more, and like someone very important to me once done before, when their time was up, they understood that much, and took the appropriate steps to end it all.

Miss Banu: Holy shit, you're saying you knew someone who killed themselves, and you want to replicate that!?

Korumi: Originally to the letter, but certain obstacles have been getting in the way, so now I'm improvising.

Miss Banu: Don't improvise, wake the fuck up and realise that people don't want you to die!

Korumi: Ah yes, people and what they want. I remember it well, being at a funeral and hearing murmuring and whispering of bitterness..."how could anyone be so selfish"...A funny choice of words when it's one's very own life they're taking. If they killed someone else, then you can shame them all you like, but why, I ask you, is it OK to hate some one for killing themselves?

Miss Banu: Because it's immoral and wrong! What about the people you leave behind!?

Korumi: Again, it's always about other people, guilt tripping an emotionally unstable person into folding is never something that makes sense to me, you're not solving the problem, you're literally smacking a landmine with a plank of wood and hoping it'll break instead of exploding in your face.

Miss Banu: It's not that simple and you know it..

Korumi: Neither are my feelings on the matter, or lack of. You mention other people in my life as though I have anyone who cares about me, but I don't, I have nothing, before I had work...but now I've done it to excess, and I feel numb and lost...but nothing else.

Miss Banu: But what about your family?

Korumi: What about them?

Miss Banu: How will they feel?

Korumi: Probably ecstatic, since my general distaste for them is apparent when people look at us, making it awkward when they sap 100% of my earnings for their own gains...my death would remedy this in the way that all of the money my work makes would just be there's, and they could pretend to cry to gain extra sympathy, making those who follow me more inclined to spend money on my...less refined works, as my siblings call them.

Miss Banu: What are you talking about, they shouldn't be taking a penny off of you?

Korumi: They do, and I don't care, if you think I should then that's a problem for your accounting department to deal with, not me, I'm just looking for a way out.

Miss Banu: We have accommodation for talents who are moving out of difficult living situations Korumi, if you just told me about this sooner I could've arranged something, hell I can even make the calls now and fix this mess.

Korumi: Do you as you like, I was meaning out of this world.

Miss Banu: Do you, or do you not want to keep living with your family?

Korumi: If you make any decisions on the matter, you best be thorough. My father is an angry man with an extremely short fuse, and he'll beat me accordingly if you let him know I'm leaving and taking any financial benefits with me. Not that I'd mind the cranial trauma if he was capable enough to finish the job, but alas, he is too careful not to break his investment.

Miss Banu: Korumi...you don't have to put on a front here, if this stuff is really happening to you, we can get you the help you need.

Korumi: Do you as you will, but I should warn you that the second I'm placed in this accommodation of yours, I will be searching for a means of self-destruction.

Miss Banu: ...What if I told you I had one more job that needed to be taken care of first. Something only you could do, but would be left unfinished if you died today?

Korumi: Then I'd consider pausing my efforts until I had discerned whether you were telling the truth or not. If it is not worth my time though? I'll be dead within the next 48 hours.

Miss Banu: And if it is worth your time?

Korumi: Then I'll see it through, whatever it is, and continue my search for self annihilation afterwards.

Miss Banu: OK...this may sound kind of crazy, but...could you just stop trying to kill yourself for a couple of hours whilst I make some phone calls? All we need to do, is get some people to agree to some things, maybe get a real medical professional to gauge what your...condition is...right now, and then we can work forward from there.

Korumi: If your project is as important as you claim, then fine, I'll bide my time whilst you futilely attempt to extend my mortal existence.

Miss Banu: All right...let's do this then.

Leaving the eerily distant Korumi to stare out of the window by their side at nothing but a pointless world existing outside, Miss Banu starts placing calls to her co-workers within the agency to let them know that this emergency is taking place, as they all attempt to think of a solution to keep a hold of this tragically irreplaceable talent.

Meanwhile, the agency's other talent, Pepper Heart, is still tackling the hard question in her living room with film maker Brook Rodgers, finishing the tail end of an anecdote that leaves something to be desired in terms of understanding what the hell it was about for those who weren't present when she started talking.

Pepper: The moral of the story is, never take directions from a scarecrow, I don't care how animatronic he says he is, he can't read road signs.

Mr Brook: OK, but how does that answer my question?

Pepper: It doesn't, I just felt like talking about our gig at the grand canyon.

Mr Brook: OK...? Well if you don't mind, I would like to get back on to discussing the topics I WANT to ask about.

Pepper: Why not, this thing is meant to be taking up most of the day after all. So you may as well use that time to make your magic.

Mr Brook: It's actually your magic I want to talk about... even though your latest album wasn't to the taste of my own, or 5 other uses on your fan site, there is an outstanding love for you work in general..it doesn't mean those who like your second album are right, but you can't deny their incorrect feelings when-...

Pepper: AHEM! Ask your question before I get pissed.

Mr Brook: Oh, right...yeah. The beginning, your roots, what made you start making music?

Pepper: I dunno, I didn't have much else going on, I love music, nothing else, so it was what decided to do.

Mr Brook: I feel like your skimming over some glaring details in that explanation somehow?

Pepper: Maybe it's because my past is better left where it is, there's nothing fun or exciting there for you to sink your drama embellishing teeth into, it's just a downer really...

Mr Brook: You can't give me something at least?

Pepper: Maybe you should ask a more specific question, like I already told you about my guitars, I learned it from someone, they gave their collection of instruments and everything else to me when they kicked the bucket. I can't think of anything more relevant to tell you than that.

Mr Brook: When did you start writing music?

Pepper: As soon as I started learning to play, I never liked just sitting waiting on a lesson to come, so I was always practising, writing, playing in the streets to make money. You know, the usual shit.

Mr Brook: You don't think it's shameful that you've never had a part time job before earning this fame?

Pepper: No.

Mr Brook: Just no?

Pepper: Yeah, that's what I said..

Mr Brook: Well..why not?

Pepper: Why do you think it's necessary?

Mr Brook: To build character, no one can truly say they've lived as a human without doing all of the routine human things. You're in high-school, and you're already in one of the highest earning bands on the planet, there's some who'd say you don't know true hardship.

Pepper: That's all down to opinion, they can go fuck themselves.

Mr Brook: Is that seriously your stance on that?

Pepper: What do you want me to do, lie and claim that I regret not working cash registers or serving tables? I've got nothing but respect for people who do those jobs and everything, but I don't think I'm any less of a human being for sticking with what I've been doing until I got here. I had my own battles to fight to get where I am, so it's not like life was all that rosy for me.

Mr Brook: You're still pretty ungrateful, you know, for not at least trying.

Pepper: I get that you probably think there's a hard-coded chain of order every human being alive needs to follow, but in reality? Nothing is so fucking crystal clear. Some people survive through entire wars, yet can die soon afterwards choking on a freaking cracker. Some kids are born and don't even live past the age of three, and some people go their entire life not experiencing any real hardship of any kind, everything just comes easily to them regardless of what they do wrong.

Mr Brook: I take it your that last example.

Pepper: Ugh...No, I've been through hell to get here, and even now that shit still tries to catch up with me. We all have our problems really, just because I don't talk about them publicly doesn't mean I'm not go through crap...I jut prefer letting my music do the talking...you know?

Mr Brook: How much can your music really say though?

Pepper: It's my way of hashing shit out, so I say a lot in my songs, sometimes there's a meaning, sometimes I'm just telling a story for the hell of it, I try not to burden each track we make by specifying which ones are which though, in case people just like the rhythm and don't want to overthink it...I'm sure those who want to go digging and reading between the lines can see where I'm coming from...

Mr Brook: You don't let any of your band mates write a cut of the songs?

Pepper: That's kind of a weird one to answer, you see our keyboard/synthesizer player Emiri is a God at meticulous production, she'll be working at a track for hours, sometimes days, sometimes she'll be busy with one of her other things and have nothing for us, she's someone who focuses on things and focuses on them hard, seldom coming up for air when she wants to get it done.

Mr Brook: So she writes songs too?

Pepper: She comes up with tunes, but never lyrics, sometimes I'll write the entire thing, music and all before she produces it for everyone else. Other times she'll make a tune and I'll fit some of my backed up lyrics to it...we're kind of imperfectly-perfect in that sense, in that we make more songs than we ever intend to actually release.

Mr Brook: So you and Emiri are the spine of this group you'd say?

Pepper: No, that's not really fair, we write all of the songs, but we'd be screwed without the others.

Mr Brook: Why's that?

Pepper: Well, sure me and Emiri come up with a stupid amount of songs every month that we play, we enjoy, and we wouldn't ever stop making...but, there's a difference between making a song for an album to sell, and there's the sheer satisfaction of just making it for ourselves.

Mr Brook: So your work is about the money?

Pepper: No, I already said as much. I'm just saying that between me and Emiri, we're a total fucking shit storm of ideas, and that's not arrogance talking, we just....tend to go on tangents about what we THINK sounds good. And even though we love everything we make, we need someone with a stable head to point out the ones that should be played for people, and not just ourselves. It's never about making the money, it's always about being comfortable with what you're selling. There's a moral difference that always needs to be considered with these things.

Mr Brook: And you say the record company you're with has these morals?

Pepper: To clarify, the vault of backed up songs we've never shown to the world are things that even our record company hasn't heard...they know it exists...but they only want what we're going to give them as a final product. The person who decides that is our bass player, she goes by the name Liberty Axe these days.

Mr Brook: And what's she got that you and Emiri lack in making that decision?

Pepper: She cares about us, and lot more than we probably realise at times...it's embarrassing to say, but if you were to look at our band as a nuclear family, she'd definitely be the mother, and probably the father too, she's just really fucking responsible in pulling back and saying "you know what, let's just call it at these ones" cashing her chips before we blow everything on some stupid big play 45-track mega album that'd probably bore people before they could finish listening to it.

Mr Brook: So she's more mature than everyone?

Pepper: Not exactly, she loves screwing around a lot but she always looks out for us, and everyone she cares about actually, it's scary how generous she is, she's actually got a
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