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This is the third and final instalment of the 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”.


	 


	 


	 


	“Beauty begins the moment you decide to be yourself.”


	 – Coco Chanel
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	The arenas at Sailor’s Point were a bustle of activity, jam-packed with masses of eager crowds anticipating spectacles of bravura over the sand whoops, handrails and ramps of all heights and dimensions.


	Eyeing his fellow contestants in the waiting area, Larry Rogers finished his routine check on his BMX bicycle and leaned it against one side of the pop-up canopy sports tent. It was his first time participating in the annual Action Sports (AS) Games and he did not know anyone there yet, except recognizing a handful of famous faces of past years’ winners. One of the boys who looked around his age was also fairly new to the tournament but was already bantering comfortably with the other participants, who were loitering around him in a loose V-formation. Piqued by what they were engrossed in, Larry hovered near the flock, hoping for an intermission to slot his self-introduction in.


	“Hey guys, what’s up. I’m Larry, from Brooklyn. Y’all familiar with this place?”


	A frenzy of heads turned towards the source of the voice. His view unobstructed at the tip of the V, the fairly new boy gave Larry a quick once-over, a dimpled grin broadening across his face. “Yeah, we might as well, since we’re livin’ right here in Sandy Eggo. Though, previously from Nashville, Brian.”


	Larry dipped his head. “Cool. San Diego…which school do you go to?”


	“Somewhere in my neighborhood. Why? You transferrin’ here? Why’re you askin’ ‘bout school dude?” Brian jeered and the other BMX riders standing close by joined him in cackles. 


	Unfazed by the childish razzing, Larry smiled and raised his voice among the commotion. “No, I’m good with my school over in the East Coast. At least they teach us manners. But hey, I’ve already graduated, top of the class, if I may add. When’s your turn?”


	In response, the other contestants exhaled low whistles and slurs of “Burn…” as they turned to Brian, waiting to see how he would react. Five seconds gone by while Brian regarded Larry with a static gaze and decided he had met his match. 


	“Huh. Guess what,” Brian lowered a fist, “I’ve just graduated too. Welcome to the club.” 


	Before Larry could return the gesture of goodwill, someone’s arm interposed between them and disrupted the conversation. “Brian Adams! You’ve got the nerve tryin’ to run this place like your own! Aren’t you a one-year-old rookie too…Ahoy there, haven’t seen you before?”


	The owner of the arm extended a handshake to Larry, who could not believe his luck; one of the legends of freestyle BMX was standing right in front of him. With his pulse palpitating at two hundred beats per minute, Larry hammered the legend’s hand, then realized that was meant for Brian. 


	“Opps…sorry…Hi…” Embarrassed, Larry opened his fingers. “I’m…Rogers…Larry…”


	 


	Larry


	*Examining his palms* I think they’re sweaty…he kinda wiped his hand on his Tee after we shook hands…Is this what they call a “wet fish shake”?


	 


	“Don’t mind this fella, Rogers. He’s gonna bawl like a baby later when you kick his ass. Make sure you get a better run than him, alright? I’m countin’ on ya…” The legend’s voice faded off while riding away. 


	Larry did not disappoint as he went on to score one of the highest average points among the competitors that day; the main credit owing to a new stunt he invented and dubbed “The ’98 Willie”.  Being interviewed by the media, Larry gave an impromptu short speech to encourage one of his closest buddies, William Brentwood, who was plunged in a prolonged period of heartbreak after he found out about his college girlfriend cheating on him. 


	Their pals Jonathan Phelan and Victor Lafferty, who were also taking part for the first time under the skateboard and inline-skating segments respectively, rushed forward to give Larry a big embrace when he landed safely on both his bike’s wheels after executing The ’98 Willie.


	Chucking his bright yellow BMX onto a grassy patch, Brian dawdled towards the trio to congratulate Larry for his victorious run, but he was intercepted by Nick McDorman who joined his exuberant gang of friends in smacking Larry’s head and shoulders with enthusiasm. Observing them, Brian smothered an acrimonious feeling that was welling up in his chest.


	 


	~


	 


	“Hey Jonny, stop playing your Street Fighter. Wanna go hoochy?” Nick rasped over the phone. 


	Jonathan was glued to his TV screen trying to maneuver the wrestling moves on his game controller. After a minute of virtual game music blasting but zero reply from the other end, Nick became listless and hung up. It had been a week since they returned from California, where Jonathan was the only one who participated in the tournament but came home empty-handed. Dejected about his lack of accomplishment in action sports, Jonathan diverted his attention onto something else he was good at instead. 


	The Balrog he chose lost to the non-player character and he switched to the main page to select a new avatar. Flipping through the different players, he landed on Chun-Li, and decided to try playing her for once, since she was the favorite character of a friend whom he used to play video games with on a regular basis.


	“Why don’t you come over to my house instead and join me? Hello? Nicky, you still there?” Jonathan replied five minutes later, and all he heard was a dead tone on the line. 


	Putting down the cordless receiver that he had used his cheek and left shoulder to support, Jonathan stretched his aching muscles and checked the time. Good. There were still two more hours before the brats were back from their summer day camp. He picked the controller up again and cracked his neck. This time, he would ensure that he mastered all the right techniques to win the fight. 


	With total concentration, Jonathan first tried Chun-Li’s signature move, the ‘Hyakuretsukyaku’; where she sent multiple kicks in the air at her opponent. Unyielding, he followed up with the projectile ‘Kikoken’, and the trademark ‘Spinning Bird Kick’. Then Jonathan used the ‘Hazanshu’; an aerial flip and attacked forward with a stomp kick, further adding power with a ‘Tenshin Shuu Kyaku’ attacking from behind and lastly a super combo ‘Kikosho’ spinning a ball of energy in Chun-Li’s palms towards her target. 


	Beads of perspiration dripped down his forehead as Jonathan focused on the hypnotic thrust of his fingers over the controllers’ buttons to defeat the opponent continuously over a few rounds. His heart almost jumped out of his chest when his baby sister almost half his age, slapped his shoulder out of the blue. “Hey! We’re back!”


	“AH! Okay, jeez, you scared me…” Jonathan looked behind him on the recliner where his sibling was climbing onto his back. “Get off me, will ya. You’re getting real heavy.”


	His youngest sister looked hurt by his remark. “You’re the one getting fat, not me. Sitting here all day just playin’ video games. Did you even sleep at all yesterday?”


	Jonathan caressed his game console and frowned. “Tsk tsk tsk. Don’t ever insult the object of ma affection. It’s a wonderful invention for mankind in the twentieth century. Keeps lonely people occupied, smart people busy, stupid people smart…”


	 


	Jonathan


	…Occupied people rich, rich people even richer…you get the gist.


	 


	“Uh?” His younger brother, the middle child, just came out from the bathroom and scratched his head when he caught their conversation mid-way. 


	“What creation? It’s only a thing that they’re sellin’ to cheat people like you and make lotsa cash!” Their sister was only in fourth grade but wise beyond her years.


	“All inventions of geniuses come with a price…Like great works of art.”


	“Art? That’s another thing I dunno. Why are people willing to pay so much for paintings, especially those that make no sense?”


	“’Cos…it takes painstaking effort, time, skill and talent to create sumthin’ out of nuthin’…and if that sumthin’ is decent, can be of any use, then the creator’s able to earn a living out of it.”


	“What use do people have for a painting?” 


	“That…depends on the people who buy it…”


	“Okay, so why do they buy it?” Their brother jumped in the chat.


	“’Cos…the painting looks pleasing to them and they want to keep it at home to appreciate every day, I guess?” Jonathan started to doubt his own reasoning. 


	Pausing for a moment, he glanced at his two strangely noiseless siblings, who were already distracted by the food on their dinner table. “Well, whatever…you brats are too young to understand…” 


	“Tell me…when you gain…anything…from playin’…those games,” his sister muttered over her mouthful of spaghetti.


	 


	Jonathan


	Hmm…if people can make money out of playin’ things like…basketball, chess, and the stock market, then playin’ video games competitively could be a profitable profession too?
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	The Mohawk man had changed his hairstyle. 


	Sasha Phillips patted the shoulder of her snoring companion hard, once. Nothing. Peeved, she tapped it another three times. Robyn De Silva awoke with a jolt and swear words. “What the-…Huh?” Her eyes widened. “Is that…?”


	“Yep. Your Mohawk dude lost his mojo.”


	“But...he's still cool though,” Roby insisted. 


	Sasha turned to stare at her friend. “You're nuts...But, I do like his eyeliner. Pretty fly.”


	Roby expelled a nasal laugh. The man with a Mohawk-turned-razor-cut hair sauntered past the open door into the music studio with his three other bandmates; two male guitarists and a lady vocalist. After taking their respective places behind the instruments, they started a syncopated rendition of Roby and Sasha's first pop single, “Happy”. When the band finished their delivery, the drummer spun a drumstick between his fingers. “What's your verdict, lay-daes?” 


	“Were you playing our song? I thought you're supposed to teach me some of your band's tunes.” Roby was not paying attention initially and came to a delayed realization.


	The man smirked. “Our song’s too high level for ya. Stick to the basics first. Do you even know what a rudiment is?”


	Roby shook her head. This was only her first drum lesson, which Samuel, their album’s executive producer, had arranged for one of the bands from their record company NEP Tunes Music Incorporated to teach her. Having observed the girls’ first recording session a few months ago, Darian from the band Certain offered to be Roby’s mentor, much to her delight. Roby had been smitten by his drumming skills after watching his band performing at a few music festivals where she and Sasha were also present. Drummers were recognized as one of the wildest in a rock and roll band, and Darian certainly exemplified that stereotype; from his constantly changing bold haircuts to his audacious attires, or lack thereof, on stage. 


	 


	Roby


	Yeah, that’s the way how rockers should roll! 


	*Index finger up, middle fingers down, pinky up, thumb in*


	 


	A company executive came into the studio to remind Sasha about her flight to Paris the next day for a fashion show and passed her a file with some data that she had to memorize before the event. Sasha made her leave to find a quiet room for absorbing the information. The three bandmates from Certain also bade farewell to conduct their own practice in another studio, leaving Roby alone with Darian.


	“Alright. Let’s start with the parts of a drum set first,” Darian knocked the center drum in front of him as he began. “This is the snare, which produces the staccato beats you usually hear in a song. You can use a drumstick, or a brush, to produce different effects.” 


	Next, his left foot pumped up and down on a pedal connected to two cymbals clashing together in conjunction with the timing of each pump. “These are the hi-hats, which you can control to open and close, creating varied levels of ‘chick’ sounds when you use your stick to hit ‘em. They kinda act like a metronome, that you play on every beat or every other beat, in rock music mostly.”


	He then went through the tom-toms, crash and ride cymbals, and finally the bass drum. Passing a pair of drumsticks to Roby, Darian asked her to sit behind the other set of jazz drums in the studio to get a feel of striking the various instrumental objects. Hesitant, she rapped on each one lightly.


	“Did you have lunch? Give them more strength, will ya?” Darian goaded. 


	Roby added more weight to her hands as she mimicked what she saw on stage, waggling the drumsticks passionately across the drums and causing a rumbustious din. “So, what’s a rudiment?”


	Darian covered his ears from the racket. “WHAT? I CAN’T HEAR YOU!”


	“I SAID,” she shouted for a second, then stopped playing, “what on earth’s a rudiment?”


	“Um…Do you know how to read music?”


	“Huh? Like…by sight? Not really…” Roby admitted. “I thought that’s why I’m learning drums? ‘Cos it doesn’t have notes?”


	To make things harder for her, Darian decided to withhold his expertise. “You, learn your rhythmic beats first. Play along to the time signature on each of these scores and if you get ‘em right, then I’ll teach you rudiments in the next few lessons, yeah?”


	He handed eight sheets of paper to her, consisting of the scores to popular rock songs. Roby thought about Samuel’s target for her to play the drums for their own tracks by the end of the year and examined the scores with cynicism. “How am I gonna get ‘em right so soon? We’re still doin’ our album promotions.”


	“Nuth-in’ beats prac-tice!” Darian struck the snare drum five times, matching the isochrony of his own words. “That’s the advantage of playing percussion – you can practice anywhere – just bring along these two chopsticks.”


	 


	~


	 


	A horde of tourists, TV personnel, camera crew, fans and onlookers stood behind the velvet ropes connecting the iron stanchions that lined the cobblestone streets near the iconic Champs-Élysées boulevard. A fashion parade was held outdoors for the first time that year, to be telecast live as well to viewers all over the world, where previously such exhibitions were conducted behind closed doors for clients only. It would showcase prêt-à-porter collections that appealed to the masses and affordable for the general public. Most of the visitors to the city that summer were there to catch the World Cup finals between France and Brazil, but Sasha was there by invitation to participate in the trendsetting event that aimed to tap on the large number of people from the soccer match. When the show commenced and the supermodels strutted out in the latest designs from renowned labels, the flashlight on every camera went berserk as the spectators quickly snapped one photo after another.


	 


	Sasha


	I’m usually really highly-strung about these events…but somehow, I’m not as nervous anymore after attending more than like, twenty of them last year. Also, someone once told me that if you’re anxious standing in front of a crowd, just imagine all of them biting on a pacifier…


	 


	“Bonjour Mademoiselle,” a server handed a drink to Sasha, who took a small sip to lubricate her dry throat. Her stylist triple-checked her extravagant ensemble and heavy make-up to ensure that she was in pristine condition, ready to present to the media. Sasha was armored de pied en cap in one of her favorite designers’ fall/winter 1998 series, and her sponsor had expected her to grace the front pages of the most prestigious newspapers and magazines the following day. 


	Prepping her megawatt smile and eye muscles, Sasha flounced in front of the blinking cameras, her tall lissome figure in a shimmery outfit, reflecting the dazzling flashlights and sparkling under the bright sunshine. Her eyelids threatened to relax but Sasha forced them wide open, lest she dare risk an unglamorous shot of her visage fronting the covers instead. The spectators gawked at her sashaying down the historical avenue, perceptibly relishing in the undivided spotlight. 


	At the end of the parade, the fashion designer appeared and walked arm in arm with Sasha, curtsying to the zealous cheers and applause of the crowd made up of different nationalities. 


	A pair of rheumy eyes were wholly beguiled by Sasha; the person’s breath taken away by her beauty.
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	There were five rows of pews filled up at the Church of Revival, where the attendees in somber black stood up to sing a hymn. At the front of the hall, the casket of Mrs. Robertson was positioned below the stage in the center. Looking like a peaceful wax doll, her face was applied with thick cosmetics to conceal the frailness in her complexion from cancer. The mortician had requested for a beret to cover Mrs. Robertson’s head which had some bald patches. 


	Lynnette wiped her incessantly flowing tears with tissues as the pallbearers carried the enclosure out of the church and into the cemetery, where a six-foot deep hole had been dug and awaited its occupant for the next several decades or so. The remaining Robertson family of two hugged each other, holding their breaths as they watched their loved one being laid to rest.  


	“Our condolences…she’s in a better place now…” A trickle of extended family members grasped Lynnette’s shoulders while she shuddered with audible sobs. Lynnette tried to nod her head in expression of gratitude for their concern but could not control the surge of emotions that engulfed her at that moment. One of her aunts – her mother’s sister – had passed out from weeping, overwhelmed with grief. Lynnette’s father, on the other hand, appeared indifferent and straight-faced as he shoveled a pile of dirt onto the casket. A young well-built man in his early twenties passed a bouquet of purple tulips to Lynnette; her mother’s favorite flower. Setting the flowers at the headstone, she prayed a silent goodbye to her beloved mother.


	 


	Lynnette


	*Eyes and nose red from crying* See you on the other side of the stars…


	 


	William Brentwood, the unofficial leader among her dear schoolmates – calling themselves “the gang” – finally showed his face after hiding in his room all summer. Passing a stalk of tulip to Lynnette, he then gently lowered another on the top of the wood in which Mrs. Robertson lay. William stepped backwards and the rest of the gang followed suit in placing one stalk each in the grave. After all of them had finished, the group dispersed to make way for other attendees to bid their final farewells and waited by the entrance of the church for the reception.
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