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The place was packed. Punters jammed themselves into tight groups around the 

bar and tables, calling out orders and tossing down their week’s wages. Sheldon 

cruised among them, nodding to the regulars, touching base with the staff. This 

was Sheldon’s place. Everybody knew Sheldon. 

The lights dimmed. Sheldon signalled for a scotch and moved toward the stage.

His table sat in front, its single chair reserved. It gave Sheldon a prime view of 

the acts.  One by one they appeared:  the comedian;  the stripper;  the cross-

dressing  dancer.  The  crowd  lingered,  biding  their  time  with  idle  chatter, 

anticipating the arrival of Lily.

A  waitress  floated  by,  cocked  an  eyebrow.  Sheldon  nodded.  Another  scotch 

arrived and was placed on a coaster advertising the bar. He raised a cigarette and 

leaned forward, allowing the waitress to light it. The red flash point sailed through 

the paper. Sheldon inhaled long and deep, enjoying the bite of the smoke as it hit 

his lungs.

The cross dresser kicked his way off stage. Polite clapping rose then died when 

the MC reappeared.

“Ladies and gentlemen, I’m not going to make a long spiel about the merits of 

our next act. You all know her, you all love her, so please make her welcome, Lily 

Le Clare!”



The  enthusiastic  applause  of  the  patrons  became  a  roar  when  Lily  stepped 

through the jade curtains and onto the stage. It settled into a hush as she raised 

the microphone and opened her gloss-darkened mouth.

“Thank you for your kindness,” Lily addressed her fans. “I’d like to begin with one 

I didn’t write, but which holds a lot of meaning for me.”

Song followed song, some original, some borrowed from the ages. She crooned 

them all, lending each her own brand of sensuality. She gave her heart to ‘Beast 

of Burden’, slowing it down to a gentle lilt and stripping it bare of any residual 

defiance. She claimed the classic, turning it into an ironic ballad that Lily owned 

outright. Jagger himself would have jumped up from his grave and called for an 

encore.

“Now I’d like to share one that I wrote this morning. It’s called Lily’s Song.” She 

chuckled and ducked her head. “A little pretentious, I know, but I did write it.”

All  audience  movement  stilled.  Glasses  were  placed  on  tables,  chairs  ceased 

scraping. Nobody stirred.

‘Forever seemed such a long time

A moment stretching beyond the years

Then you wrapped your arms around me

And time ceased to mean anything at all.’

The room was silent. Sheldon closed his eyes and let Lily’s alto voice wash over 

him.  I  wrote  this  for  you,  Shel.  Call  it  a  token. The  song had been  sung a 

thousand times. Sheldon’s heart broke afresh.



‘Never will we wander alone

Down the journey of our life

You and I will be as one

As long as we have this night.’

Sheldon opened his  eyes  at  the chorus and studied the audience.  Most  were 

mouthing the lyrics along with Lily, feeling her words as they hit a private chord 

within their own lives. Lily’s lips trembled. For a brief moment her eyes brushed 

Sheldon’s. His body ignited with pain and want.

She loved him. He knew that, knew it to the core of his being. And she knew that 

he loved her too.

“Wonderful,” a voice to his right whispered. 

“Beautiful,” another agreed.

Wonderful. Beautiful. A treasure beyond compare. Lily captivated her audience. A 

face adored by angels,  as  pale as the precious flower she was named for,  a 

mouth that promised kisses. Eyes the colour of envy. Hair that gleamed darkly as 

it tripped over her shoulders. Long neck that begged to be bitten, a collarbone 

that demanded attention before drawing the admirer’s gaze to her breasts.

Her  breasts.  Whether  tamed  by  clothing  or  his  hands,  they  cried  out  to  be 

noticed. The red dress embraced their fullness, then tumbled past curves and legs 

to stop just above her red-strapped ankles. Holding the memory of supple flesh, 

Sheldon turned his attention back to the present.

There was no point in dwelling on what had been.



The song came to its end. Chairs were knocked to the side as the patrons jumped 

to their feet.

“Encore! Encore!”

A man Sheldon recognised as a regular slapped him on the back. 

“She’s better than ever. Congratulations.”

Sheldon lifted the corner of his lips in reply. 

“I can’t get enough of her,” the man persisted. “I come here every night just to 

hear that song. Such a pity.”

The punter moved off, mumbling under his breath all the while.

Such a pity.

Lily had another set to go, but was scheduled for a break. Sheldon raised his 

hand to gain her attention then let it drop. What was the point? She wouldn’t 

acknowledge him. Instead he stood and wandered along to her dressing room. 

The door was open.

She stood in the middle of the floor, waiting. Once again his gaze was drawn to 

her mouth, wide open and smiling with excitement as he strolled in. She ran up 

and threw her arms around him, standing on her tiptoes to do so. Sheldon kept 

his arms by his side, allowing her the embrace, trying not to get caught up in it. 

Her hair, always scented with mandarin oil, was inches from his nose. He turned 



his face away.

She stepped back and gazed into his eyes. “What did you think, Sheldon? Did you 

like it? Is it good enough? Am I?”

Sheldon wanted to gather her in his arms and offer her the support she required, 

but all he could do was give her his words.

“The song was wonderful, darling. One day it will be huge. Number one.”

Lily squealed and clapped her hands. “I’m so happy.” Then her face changed, 

sharpened. “I put everything into that song, Shel. I left myself bare to the world.”

“And the world will worship you for it, Lily. I promise. You and the song will be 

legendary.”

“How could you say that, Sheldon? How could you think such a thing? After all 

I’ve done for you.” Lily’s lips tightened.

Sheldon stayed silent, allowing the drama to play itself out. It was time for Lily’s 

tirade.

“I can’t stay here for ever. I want more from life. I want action and fame.”

“And you’ll have them. Your talent will be lauded and you’ll gain many fans.”

“Why  are  you  being  so  negative?  You  never  support  me  or  encourage  my 

dreams.” 



“You’re right. I didn’t. I’m sorry. I said the wrong things and I can’t take them 

back. I wish I could, Lily, but it’s too late. Your dreams should have -”

Lily stamped her foot and tossed her hair. Once again he’d failed to get the words 

out in time. “You’ll  see. With or without you, I’m on my way.” The holo-light 

flickered then righted itself.

“It will be with me, Lily, but not for the right reasons. I wish you could really 

enjoy your success. You are going to be a star. People will flock to hear you sing.”

If only…

“It’s always the same with you, Sheldon. No, I will not calm down. You want to 

keep me stuck here in your dingy little nightclub forever. If you loved me-”

Sheldon kept his arms relaxed by his side, willed the past to do the same, but to 

no avail. The holo never lied. Lily flinched and raised a hand to her face. “How 

dare you?” she hissed.

“I’m so sorry,” Sheldon whispered. This bit was the hardest. No matter how much 

time had passed he still wanted to call her back.

She picked up her handbag and ran to the door. She clutched at the frame and 

glanced over her shoulder.

“I love you,” he mouthed. She scowled, stepped out of range, ceased to exist. 

The holo-light controller stored her memory and kept it safe for another night. “I 

will always love you, Lily.”



Five months. Twenty-one weeks had passed since she’d made it through that 

door and out to the street. Lily had died eighty-four times but no audience heard 

the screech of  tyres,  the thud of  metal  against  flesh.  That  part  of  the show 

existed for Sheldon alone. Lily’s life, for the punters, began and ended with her 

song.

Sheldon pressed his knuckles into his prickling eyes, set his shoulders, went back 

to the bar. 

“You okay, Boss?”

Sheldon noted the changes. There were always changes.

“The holo-light,” he stopped, cleared his throat, “fragments when she moves her 

head. Take a look at the transmitter, will you? And her face. The slap was a hard 

one. Make the handprint darker. I want everything to be perfect.”

Memory restored, Sheldon picked up his coat, nodded goodnight to the staff and 

walked into the empty darkness alone.
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