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It was unbelievable.

The fans were fantastic, they sang, they danced, they were so hyped! Everything went off without a hitch. I had so much fun I couldn’t sleep for three days. We had been a huge success in Europe – obviously. We, well I, was in high spirits and I thought nothing could bring me down.

Then Manager-san told us how long the plane journey home would be.
Ok I hate travelling by plane. I don’t know why but I don’t like it. But do you know what made it worse? You have never sat next to Ruki on a plane have you? Don’t squeal at me, you’re missing the point. You know how hyped up he gets at lives or when he’s done really good recording work? Guys, please don’t squeal like that. Anyway, I had that sitting next to me all the way home.
I have recently discovered that sleeping is the best thing I can do on a plane. When I wake up we’re at our destination and I don’t remember a thing about the journey. Plus this time I was actually really tired so it seemed the perfect solution. Or at least it did for five minutes.

I sat somewhere near the middle, on the left side of the plane, away from Manager-san who would start freaking when I turned pale from airsickness [or whatever] and I gave myself an aisle seat so that I wasn’t tempted to stare out the window. I got comfortable, closed my eyes and tried counting to a thousand. Yeah I know, it wasn’t that interesting for me either. But you know, when you can’t see what people are doing around you but you can hear them, whatever they do suddenly becomes very funny.

For example, sometime around 175 I think Aoi accidentally kicked one of the chairs because I heard him swear really loudly. The thing about Aoi is he doesn’t curse very often, but once he starts he doesn’t stop. I couldn’t help smirking as I imagined him hopping around on one foot. He had apparently stolen some of Ruki’s favourite words and I wonder if he understood every word he was saying…probably not. What made me laugh was when one of the tech crew called him back off the plane because there was a problem with some of his equipment. The poor guy has probably been scarred for life after hearing our rhythm guitarist yelling like that.
Shortly after I reached 316 I heard someone else wander onto the plane. It had to be Kai because he’s the only one that does that annoying thing when he mutters stuff under his breath. I think he does it to check he hasn’t forgotten things. Apparently he’d done just that. “Uruha…”

“Mmmm?”

“Do you know where I put my phone?”

What am I, his mother?

“It’s in the back pocket of your bag, Kai.” 319, 320, 321.

“No its not.”

“Yes it is Kai!”

“No its…oh…thanks.”

Oh and I have blonde moments? 322, 323, 324.

I managed to ignore Kai’s mumbling until I got to 350 when Reita poked his head in. How did I know it was him? Oh please. I could hear him coming a mile away, he cannot walk quietly to save his life.

“Yo Kai. Have you seen Uruha?”

I stuck my hand in the air lazily and waved backwards at him. Then I sat clicking my tongue angrily because I had forgotten what number I just counted. No one came to tell me anything which made me even angrier. Which is why I started my counting again immediately. 300, 301, 302.
It was all lovely and quiet for a while, until 346 to be precise. Then there was a loud scream of “ARGH FUCK!” which I immediately deduced had come from my fellow guitarist. I paused my tedious mental calculations just to hear this next bit.

“Aoi!”

“Fuck that was my hand!”

“Aoi!”

“What the fuck is it?”

*slap*

“Ow! Kai what the fuck was that for?”

*slap*

“Kai that was my shoulder.”

“How many times have I told you?”

“Told me what? Ah my bloody hand.”

*smack*

“Ow Kai what the fuck was that?”

*slap*

“OW! KAI THAT WAS MY FUCKING HAND!”

*smack*

“OW QUIT THAT!”

Seriously guys, Kai might be all cute and cuddly for you, usually for us as well, but don’t ever EVER swear in front of him. Ok so he doesn’t do anything when Ruki does it, but he’s happy to hit me or Aoi if he hears us saying anything like that. I don’t know what was so funny but I had a hard time keeping quiet.

“Uruha is that you? I can hear you laughing!”

“I’m not laughing. I’m asleep.” I replied, stretching happily.

“Bastard. OW KAI!”

Don’t hate me for laughing but you had to be there.

Aoi marched over and shoved my shoulder to make me open my eyes and look at him. He looks funny when he’s blurry.

“Quit laughing at me. It’s not funny.”
“Well Kai didn’t think it was.” Kai was now standing behind Aoi and looking rather calm. Aoi hissed in a way which told me he was really tired as well, which would explain the crankiness.

“For god’s sake he won’t stop hitting me.”

“Then stop saying ‘fuck’ you dumb git.”

At that point I was jerked back to reality by a sharp smack on the head. “Ow! F-”

I glanced over at Kai who was looking at me with his ‘I-will-devour-your-brain’ face. “Ow! Man that hurts.”

Kai beamed. “See? Uruha knows how to behave.”

Aoi snorted. “Yeah well, Uruha’s a kiss-ass.” I rolled my eyes closed as Kai dragged Aoi back to his seat. Honestly, I am not a kiss-ass.

Now what number was I at?

Thankfully everyone left me alone until we were ready to leave. I think I heard someone sit down behind me but I was busy focusing on my numbers. 782, 783, 784, and thankfully it was starting to work. I was practically asleep by the time I reached 940, and I didn’t really feel the plane take off. Everything was going to be fine.
You’ll love this. I was dreaming about my own imaginary castle. I’m a six-year-old at heart, ha ha. And I had this awesome silvery throne and I had that purple yutaka that I had been wanting since forever. All the others were bowing in front of my throne, it’s a nice image actually. I pointed at Aoi, “bring me my guitar”. He said something like ‘yes master’ or something. So cool. I ordered Kai to do my hair and I made Ruki do my nails. Ah yes, Uruha is lord of all.

“Uruha?”

No, don’t talk to me Ruki, you bore me.

“Hey Uruha.”

How dare you not talk to me with utmost politeness! My castle needs one of those holes that opens up in the floor when you pull a lever…

“Uruha.” Someone was poking me in the shoulder and I groaned.

“Uruha are you asleep?”

“Yes.”

“Liar.”

Oh I was just starting to enjoy that dream. I heard someone moving around me and someone yelled “sit down Ruki!”. Reita perhaps? There was a ‘flump’ sort of noise from the chair next to me. “Hey Uruha, wake up, I’m bored.”

Big deal. Where was I? 950, 951, 952.

Ruki didn’t take no for an answer and jabbed me hard in the ribs. I curled up and glared at him. “Oh what?”

He smiled at me as though I’d just given him flowers. “I’m bored. So I came to talk to you.”

“Ungh. I don’t want to talk. I wanna sleep…”

“Well you cant. That’s not fair. Manager-san says you have to be nice to me.”

Patience Uruha, patience. He’s smaller than you are.

“Go play with Aoi. I’m sure he’d love to beat you at snakes and ladders.” That’s my polite way of saying ‘push off before I get really cranky’.

“Aoi is sulking because Kai was beating him up.”

“So go talk to…”

“Kai is beating Aoi up. And he’s boring.”

“Then go and annoy…”

“Reita has his ipod in and he’s texting on his phone.”

“Ruki, please, I’m tired. Just go and talk to somebody else?”

“No way! They’re all boring.”

And you thought he could make a lot of noise at a live. I must have been so evil in a previous life…I hope I had fun…

“Oi Uruha! Stop sleeping.”

“Ruki what do you want?”

There was an ominous pause. “I want to go back to London and do another live.”

Oh for Christ’s sake! I gave up at trying to count past 950 and slowly opened my eyes to look at the annoying vocalist with the even more annoying voice. He was so small he was able to swing his legs under the chair. “Hello Uruha.”

“Hi Ru.”

“So anyway, wasn’t that fantastic? I never thought Finland would be that cool. I mean, even Aoi liked it…well of course Aoi liked because he does that whole over-excitement thing that he does. But Reita thought it was brilliant. And Kai was grinning like mad, I thought his head would explode or something. Do you think we could convince manager-san to let us go again?”

Did you get any of that? I didn’t either.

“Uruha don’t ignore me!”

I tore my eyes away from the spot on the ceiling which I had been staring at. “What was the question?”

Ruki sighed and leaned over into my chair. “I want to convince manager-san to take us back to Finland one day. Can you help me do that?”

“No.”

“Nani? Doshite?”

“Because I’m tired. And anyway, you wanted to go to London.”

Ruki burst out laughing. “The UK rocks.” He had tumbled into my lap and I pushed him away quickly. Ruki poked me in the cheek for my attention. “UK audiences got the groove, ne?” He found that absolutely hilarious.

“Yes Ruki. UK has the groove, London was cool and I met the fans like I said I wanted to. Can I sleep now?”

Ruki started giggling again. “Did you hear that girl shout ‘I love you’ at you?”

“Hnn? Eh what?”

Ruki laughed even harder at my clueless expression. “She said ‘Uruha-sama, Aishiteiru’. I thought it was great.”

“Oh her.”

“Didn’t you hear? She said it three times after all!”

“She what? It was three separate people…”

Ruki just laughed.
“Uruha has a fan. Uruha has a fan. Uruha has a fan.”

“Shut it.”

“Oh Uruha will you marry me?”

“Please don’t tell me she said that too!”

“Get real, I’m talking about me.”

My mind blanked. Ruki clapped his hands together energetically. “I had someone shout that at me too.”

“What, someone called you ‘Uruha-sama’?”

“‘Hontou ni Aishiteiru’ she said.”

“Fascinating.” I said through a yawn.

“Uruha stop trying to sleep.”

“What now?!”

Ruki leaned over the back of the chair, with some difficulty, and pulled his bag onto his lap. “You have to see this. Iwase-san was filming some of the stuff on the tour with that handheld camera he has.” I watched as he pulled the camera out of the bag and waved an inch from my nose. “You have to see this.” He said again. He switched it on and pulled open the side flap, pointing at the dark blob that I could only just recognise as a crowd.

“Listen.” Ruki poked the camera closer. The words ‘hontou ni Aishiteiru’ drifted out of it. “Somebody loves me.” Ruki cackled. At that point I decided I had had enough. I was not putting up with this for nine hours. “Hey Ruki! Look at that!” I pointed out of the window and poor, gullible Ruki looked around to see what was suddenly more interesting than him and the damned camera.

I snatched the camera out of his hands and jumped up. “Hey!” I ignored him completely and stormed backwards in the plane to where Reita was sitting. “Trade you.” I ripped his ipod away from him and dumped the camera in his lap. Ruki bumped into me as I turned around. “Reita isn’t busy anymore.” I told him sweetly. Patting him on the head I marched back to my seat and shoved the headphones in my ears.
Luna Sea drowned our Ruki’s protests in no time.

