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This is the second of a three-part story. It follows the first book’s format to be narrated as you would in a mockumentary, sometimes with characters describing the situation, their feelings, opinions and what-nots in a talking head style as if expressing their internal monologues to a camera during an interview, similar to documentaries and reality TVs with such portrayals, and those internal monologues are included into the story like a post-script.


	To know more about the characters, please refer to the first book, “Adventures of the Restless Youth: The Dunkirk Spirit”.


	 


	 


	 


	“Imagination is more important than knowledge.” 


	– Albert Einstein


	 




 


	1


	 


	It was late spring 1997, warm with staggered drafts of breeze, the transitioning to summer. Some early surfers were on their dawn patrol lazing on the golden sands of Ocean Front beach, waiting out the ankle busters. Robyn De Silva wiped the coffee spill off a table at the outdoor dining patio of the café she was moonlighting at for the sunny season. It was only two weeks after her family had moved to San Diego from Brooklyn, and she was not due to start the semester at her new school Tijuana High until fall. Besides spending most of her time hanging out at the nearby skatepark or street basketball courts, her mother figured that one of the fastest ways to familiarize herself with their new community and to make friends was through doing some part-time work, at the popular surfers' paradise right beside the town they lived in. 


	Robyn, or Roby, what she preferred to be known as, tied her dark shoulder-length hair back into a ponytail as she gazed out into the sparkling waters of the Pacific Ocean, the rising sunshine slowly starting to reflect off the calming waves and blending their bluish hue with bright yellow. A group of teenagers not much older than her sauntered past the café in bare feet, their Billabong sandals hanging between their fingers. 


	“Hey lads, fancy a cup’o scald here?” said the shortest one in a thick accent after giving Roby a glimpse. 


	 


	Roby


	Sounds like they’re not from the capital, probably the country folks. I tried to locate where I’d heard that pronunciation from, based on the rare occasions when my family returned to my dad’s hometown in Dublin for visits with relatives. *Whispering* I think they’re from the west side, if you know what I mean.


	 


	Out of all the four empty tables on that patio, the group of boys chose to sit at the one which Roby was just cleaning up. She chucked the soiled dishcloth on another table, tugged out the notepad and pen from the front pocket of her work apron and readied herself to take their order. 


	“What’s the craic, fellas?” she asked cheerily, expecting them to be impressed by her knowledge of the common Irish greeting. 


	“Ye sure the other table’s gonna be happy with that manky rag there?” came the reply instead. “Kills ma appetite for brekkie,” one of them said, laughing aloud with his other four friends. Roby reluctantly spun around to grab the cloth, but it had disappeared. 


	“Oh look, the seagull's got it!” 


	She swirled back only to see the tallest boy with blond hair hurling her dishcloth at the bird, missing it by an inch as it flapped its wings to escape the unprovoked attack.


	“Very funny,” Roby mumbled, deadpanned under her breath. “Hurry up with your order or I'll leave you lads to your craps.” 


	“Aye, stop acting the maggot guys,” the one with the flat brown fringe glared at them, flashed her a megawatt smile, then scanned the menu studiously. “Emm…Do you have a…the...black stuff here, like?” 


	Roby looked at him suspiciously; surely, he could not be asking for a pint at this hour of the day? Moreover, they were below the legal drinking age in the current country they were in. “You mean black pudding? Or black beans? We only have the regular tomatoey ones.” She hoped the boy was not up to no good, since he looked the most honest among the pack. 


	The rest of the group were snickering while flippantly riffling through the pages of their menus, when an older gentleman with cropped sandy brown hair and shades pushed up to rest on the top of his head like a hairband, jogged right up to their table, panting lightly. 


	“So there y'ell are, I want ye guys back at the hotel now – we're heading to the conference room for a photoshoot, ye can have yer breakfasts there. It's paid with the rooms – what eejits. Hurry.” The gentleman gestured his thumb behind him. 


	Just before the group stood up to leave, the shortest boy pointed to Roby's notepad in her hands as if he wanted to write on it. He scribbled something down and passed the notepad back to her, along with a crumpled twenty-dollar bill he dug out from his jeans’ pockets. 


	 


	Your tip! :) 


	Eagon Killoran


	RW Inn 402


	 


	She stared at the note, then at the money, and finally glanced up incredulously at the six diminishing figures in the distance. 


	 


	~


	 


	“Good afternoon, front desk. How may I assist you?”


	“Hi…er…can you connect me to room 402?” Roby asked tentatively over the phone.


	“Sure, may I know who is this on the line?” replied the receptionist, who took down her name. “Ms. Roby, please give me a minute.”


	The dial tone rang for a while. “Looks like Mr. Welsh’s not back in the room yet, would you like to leave a message?” 


	Roby thanked the receptionist and tried calling again one more time at night, when she finally got through. “Hey, what’s that ‘bout? The cash?” Roby demanded once somebody other than the front desk picked up.


	“Excuse me Miss, who’s this?” the voice sounded more mature than an average teenager’s.


	“Oh…er…are you Mr. Welsh?” Roby was apologetic for being so rash and tried to explain herself. “Were you at the Mornin Mackin café earlier today with the five kids? I was the server taking their order.”


	“I see. Yer looking for them? What's the cash ye were talking about?” Mr. Welsh inquired sternly.


	“That’s…the money they dropped, by accident, I think,” she was trying to sound as tactful as possible without raising his alarm.


	“They did? Would ye mind returning it to us at the hotel as we’re here on business and don’t know the pla- …by the way, how did ye know we were staying here?”


	Before Roby could conjure up a plausible answer that was not the actual reason, the line cut off abruptly. Not wanting to call the hotel for the third time, she decided to wait for the next day to see if they would show up at the café again.
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	A luminous neon violet convertible rolled into Brooklynville Automotive Repair Shop and the mechanics froze in their tracks at whatever they were doing to gawp at the flashy vehicle, fully warranting its worth. Nick McDorman gave a low whistle as he checked out the car, while the driver slid her shades lower down her nose bridge and fluttered her eyelashes at him. 


	“Cool ride,” he remarked with a nod of approval after giving the car a thorough appraisal. Cecilia Thompson of the “Tessa and her Tackycats” or “TNT” – as what their schoolmates of Brooklyn State High School liked to call her and her other two peers surreptitiously behind their backs – strutted out of her new car in her three-inch stilettos. 


	“Can you check for me the gear or something, it doesn’t seem to go fast enough and keeps jerking,” Cecilia cooed at Nick. Victor Lafferty popped out from under the van he was repairing and tossed a penlight towards Nick, who swiftly caught it. 


	“Never mind the engine…you should check the driver – might be a problem with the nerves or muscles…” Garnering a fit of cackles from the rest of the apprentices and senior mechanics. 


	Cecilia ignored the blatant jibe at her and continued her pursuit. “So…Nicky, what’s the matter with my car?”


	Nick scratched his short-tousled hair and stifled a yawn, after he opened the bonnet to scan for signs of malfunction but was unable to find any. “Nah-ah. Doesn’t seem to have issues though. How long have you been drivin’ it?”


	“Are you sure? Huh. Must be the water that seeped in from the heavy downpour yesterday.” 


	 


	Cecilia


	Oh. My. God. My car got drenched in the rain because I had forgotten to close off the retractable roof after parking it outside my house last night. I know. I’m so ditzy sometimes.


	 


	“Totally,” Nick agreed sympathetically, although he doubted that the rain could have caused any damage to the engine more than it could to the posh leather upholstery of the interior seats. 


	 


	Nick


	Yeah, I understand…that common sense is actually not that common…for some peeps. 


	 


	“So anyway, I heard you guys are taking part in the local 'action games' or something this summer. Can we come watch?” Cecilia finally disclosed the real purpose of her visit.


	“Oh…that’s nuthin’…it’s just for fun…we’re kinda newbies and not that good actually…” Nick tried to stall for time while catching Victor’s attention to help him out. 


	Robbie LaVorgna rowed his mechanic creeper over using a wrench as his oar to where the shiny purple Cadillac was parked and gazed up at the pair with a roguish grin. “Yeah sure! Glad to have you girls cheer them on! The games’ gonna be held at the new Riverside Skatepark.” 


	Nick wrestled with him for the wrench at the same time as Cecilia was racking her brains on the location he just mentioned. “That’s…Upper West Side? Great! See you guys there then. I’ve a manicure appointment to hop off to now. Byeee blokes,” she waved with her fingers and clambered into her ride. 


	Nick and Victor both conveniently found an object to hurl at Robbie, who scrambled out the garage hobbling for his dear life. It was just one more week to summer vacation, and about a month more till they take part in their first action sports competition, which the boys were all amped up for.


	 


	~


	 


	“Sasha darling!” Mrs. Phillips hollered at her daughter who was in her room on the second floor, after she read the letter that had been sitting untouched for two days amidst the mountain of mails and bills the household received daily. 


	Sasha was too tired from her cheerleading practice to walk down the stairs. “What, Mom! Speak louder! Maybe I can hear you from here!”


	Before she realized, her mother had already appeared exuberantly at her room door. “YES YES YES! We did it! You got in! Oh, my sweetheart is finally in!”


	“What? Where? Who?” Sasha was now equally exhilarated although she had not much idea about what was happening. 


	 


	Sasha


	Okay, okay. Maybe I did have just a vague hunch?


	 


	Her mother calmed her nerves down before revealing that Sasha had been accepted into the traineeship program at one of the biggest multinational music companies in the world, where she would be among the numerous hopeful trainees in line to be the next pop sensation the company was grooming them to become. She was to report for the program on Monday the following week, which was just one day later when they read the letter. Mrs. Phillips had been trying to help her two daughters enter the show business for the past three to four years by sending them for auditions, mailing their demo tapes to talent agencies and entertainment companies. At long last, with the good news that the letter brought, they managed to see a small ray of light at the end of the tunnel.


	The next day, Sasha took a leave of absence from her high school and showed up exactly at nine in the morning at the lobby of NEP Tunes Music Incorporated, where she patiently waited with her mother, who had accompanied her. 


	“Sasha Phillips,” the company executive called out her name and she eagerly raised her hand. Along with fifty or so other trainees, they were brought on a short tour of the building, where they could see recording studios and dance studios of various sizes, filled with different equipment and facilities. The trainees were also told to fill up a questionnaire on the list of skills they were proficient in, such as singing, dancing, what type of dance and so on. After which, they were instructed to gather outside a dance studio, where each of them had to do a self-introduction in front of a panel of three, which would be recorded on tape. They could choose one mode of introducing themselves; either performing a song, a dance or a skit, in which they were required to do it on the spot and had no time to rehearse for. Sasha decided to mesh one of her school cheers into a ballet dance, astounding two thirds of the judges, including one who looked disengaged most of the time or had nothing but catty criticisms that sent most of the trainees bawling out of the studio. 


	“That…was incredibly…mystifying,” was the harsh judge’s only comment for her. The last judge just wheezed in laughter at her performance. The trainees who were shortlisted could return to the company the following day and be registered for aptitude classes for skills which they needed more work on. Sasha survived the first round of impressing the panel of judges, mostly due to her appealing personality and alluring appearance. 


	 


	Sasha


	I think they liked my ‘Go Eagles Fly Like a Ballerina’ cheer. *Winks*


	 


	After assessing her vocal and dancing abilities, the company’s management decided to register her for modern dance and singing lessons, which would begin soon just as summer arrived.
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	Roby checked the time on her chunky black Casio digital watch. She was about to knock off from waiting tables and tussled with the ideas whether to head to the hotel and return the twenty dollars to its rightful owner, or just accept her nonsensical tip graciously. Her conscience decided the appropriate option on her behalf and compelled her legs to walk the fifteen minutes journey to the hotel, where the five unruly teenage patrons were staying, who did not show up again on the second day. As it was before sunset, she suspected that they might still be going about their business, whatever it was that made them fly across the Atlantic for, and not back to their dwelling yet. She rang the bell of room 402 anyway. 


	The shortest boy from the group was rubbing sleep off his eyes as he opened the door and did a double take. “Janey Mac! Ye found us,” he greeted with a broad pixie-ish smile. 


	“You were expecting me?” Roby eyed him skeptically. 


	“Huh yea-oooh...” He yawned while stretching his back and ruffling his head with one hand. “Sorry, was havin' a kip – we’re leaving tonight…” 


	The tall blond in the group appeared behind him. “Told ye this one’s a keeper.” The shorter one looked up at his friend, who had an expression of being pretty pissed about awakening from la-la land, no matter who it was. 


	“Why did you leave this behind? Or did you just want to give a two dollar but pulled this out by mistake? You guys didn’t even order anything yet,” Roby impatiently broke in, flourishing the twenty-dollar note in the air. 


	The tall boy snatched it from her before she could react. “Woohoo, you’re generous, Eagon! A twenty American quid!” 


	Eagon tried to wrench the money out from his stronger pal but to no avail. “Oi bugger off, Braedy!” He turned around to face her. “Well...I figured if yer a decent person, maybe ye’ll find us to return it...if not…I’ll take that as me lesson fee.” He shrugged his shoulders with a pout. 


	Roby felt offended, and now silly, for thinking that she was being kind to return a favor. “Is this some kind of game you guys are playing? I’m not interested, and you can have your feckin’ tip back.” She took a step to leave but Eagon clutched her wrist. 


	“Naw, yer right, sorry. It’s not a game but I know ye wouldn’t give me yer number, so I admit I used a trick to get ye to come talk to us.” He gave a sincere rueful smile. “It’s stupid I know. I mean, I don’t really know, ‘cos I’ve never felt like wanting to know someone so badly and yer kinda out of me zone here. I’ll...I’ll understand if ye don’t want to befriend some… culchie from ‘the Yeats County’.” 


	A hand slung over Eagon’s shoulder, belonging to Braedy who re-emerged from the darkness of the room at the wide-open door where they were standing. “Yeh he’s serious, I can vouch for that. Me mate here's popular with gals and I've never seen him so flummoxed before. He couldn’t stop thinkin’ about ‘cha,” he added helpfully. 


	Not realizing that was the agenda behind the dubious little set up they created, Roby blushed a little, nonplussed for once. After half a minute’s awkward silence where she fiddled with her backpack’s straps, she decided that her Irish heritage might have led to this stroke of serendipity and making friends was part of the motivation for taking up the waitressing job in the first place. 


	“Hmm. You guys visit Ocean Front often? For business or summer break? I heard about a photoshoot that day,” she replied without acceding directly, if she had understood correctly that their objective was to get her contact details. 


	The two boys gawked at each other for a split second, as if toying with the idea of disclosing a secret, then Eagon spoke up. “Nawt really...we're actually supposed to be in L.A. only, our first time there, but we've been summoned elsewhere, like these few days…” 


	Roby did not want to pry, but she thought it was only right for her to know. “So, what is it that you guys do? Are you photographers?” 


	Before Braedy could divulge any confidential information, the older gentleman whom Roby presumed must be Mr. Welsh stepped out of his room and walked right up to the trio. “Oh grand, y’ell awake. Fifteen minutes to freshen yerselves and we’re going for dinner before driving out.” 


	He sneaked a peek at Roby and recognized her from the café. “Oh, yer really here to return the money? Fair play to ye. Care to join us for dinner?” 


	Roby politely declined but the boys spurred her on to join them. Flattered by their effort to get to know her better, she accepted the invitation half-heartedly. After all, there was nothing to lose besides time, and the ‘spur’ was always the best part of a moment, right?


	 


	~


	 


	From what was meant to be a simple meal, she found herself sitting among a group of boys that was on their way to becoming the next international bestseller boy band out of Ireland, who were in the States to do some studio recordings that could land them a major record deal with a music company. The gentleman Mr. Welsh was acting as their agent even before they were signed by a label, and apparently, he was already famous in the entertainment industry back in Europe. Roby wondered what was so amazing about the group that made Mr. Welsh spend so much time on them, when he was already managing another well-established band at that point in time. The boys then mentioned that they would be in Los Angeles for the weekend before flying home. Roby remembered that her aunt was going there in the next few days to run some errands, so they asked if Roby would like to sit in their recording session at a studio downtown. Curiosity got the better of her and her Aunt Barbara relented for her to tag along to the City of Angels, where the universe had a bolt from the blue in store for Roby. 


	“‘Tis just a small studio that we rented, so it’s quite a tight space. We’re gonna cover some famous pop songs from the current boy bands. Ye can sit behind the sound engineer and don’t make any noise,” Eagon explained to Roby when she stepped into the recording room with him while the rest of the boys waited for their turn outside. They were going to record their individual parts first then add in the harmonizing later. Roby had always thought that the recording was done together as a group, being squeezed into a cram booth like what she saw in some music videos. Mr. Welsh strode in a few seconds later and sat down beside the sound engineer, after Eagon had adjusted the headphones and microphone inside the interior glass compartment and finished his lip warm-ups. 


	 


	Roby


	The technical term for the glass thingy is ‘vocal booth’, but I’d like to call it ‘the fish tank’.


	 


	Roby watched with captivated attention as the lightbulb above the glass door turned red to signal that the recording was in progress, following which the sound engineer slid some buttons up and down on the audio mixing console, gave a thumbs-up sign to Eagon, who began to sing one of her favorite songs from the band that Jennifer and her were gushing about just a few months ago. The honest-looking boy with short brown hair was up next, and once he hit the first few notes of his part, Roby was immediately blown away by the most dulcet and mellifluous voice she had come across and remained to this day one that she would ever hear. 


	“Yup, that’s alright Steven. Get Maccoy in, will ya.” The sound engineer only needed Steven to record his part in one take and he was good to go, while the others sang their verses over a couple of times before he was satisfied. When all the five had completed their turns and prepared to leave the building, Mr. Welsh told them to hold a minute as he was supposed to meet a fellow industry colleague in the meeting room. He led the group down a corridor hung with framed vinyl records belonging to renowned musicians that Roby perceived one by one in awe. 


	“Oh my gosh! Is that you, Robsy?” A familiar girly voice interrupted her thoughts. Roby could recognize the scent of one of her best friend’s perfume instantly and rotated her head to look beside her as they brushed shoulders with each other. Sasha’s astonished face materialized before her, and she reacted equally surprised. Both of them clasped their palms together, almost shrieking in elation, but were aware that both their separate groups of companions had stopped in their tracks due to the commotion they were making. 


	“What are you doing here!” The two girls exclaimed at the same time. Sasha took the lead to clarify first. “Did Jenn tell you? I got into the traineeship program! I’m here to sign the record deal that they are offering me. What ‘bout you!” 
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