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May 13th, 1985: 
Coloured smoke falls across, bright lights race up and down the walls. The roar of the crowd alone 
deafens everyone for miles around. His silhouette stands triumphantly, shining like an angel through 
the noise of the show. 
The curtain draws shut as Milty Solarzest bows to his audience one last time. 
 
January 24th, 2014: 
The first drops of rain stain the dusty window of the study where Mr. Moore drinks his tea. The last 
stars of the night begin to disappear, they shine longer when you’re away from the glow of the city. 
He stares up at the lonesome sky, looking for a certain star that he found for her so many years ago. 
He grabs his coat and heads to his car before he remembers too much. 
 
Moore drives around the back of a modern looking building, passing by a few people on the sidewalk, 
they don’t even notice him.  
The chill of England in winter creeps slightly into the radio station’s lobby, but fades away as he 
reaches the second floor and searches for the right room. He pushes back his mop of graying hair and 
enters a door with a bright red light above it that screams, “LIVE BROADCAST”. 
 
The host is a young adult with strange facial hair, Moore double checks whether this is the right room. 
He looks at Moore and suddenly smiles widely and exclaims, “Milty Solarzest is in the studio! Or do 
you prefer your real name, Milton Moore?”. 
Moore sits in the guest chair and responds, “Milton is fine, let’s start the interview.” 
The desk is a mess of wires and scribbled notes, with two large microphones for both of them. This 
must be the first time he’s spoken into a mic in a long time. 
“Listeners to this podcast may recall that you won a Grammy in 1983 with your single ‘We Dance to 
Mars’. But after a worldwide tour in 1985, you essentially disappeared from the music industry. What 
was behind the early retirement?” 
Moore’s eyes wander around the room as he pauses to find the right words. 
“I decided life was more important, my family and research.” 
The interviewer listens attentively. “Research?” 
Moore hesitates and again waits to deliver his response. 
“I’ve always had an affinity for astronomy. You could probably tell from my music. I studied at 
King’s College before writing songs full time. That’s where I met my wife, we both shared a love of 
astrophysics.” 
He continues to stay reserved and appears lost in thought.  
 
The host is mesmerised by the mystery behind Moore, this strange living relic of a different time.  
He checks his notes and glances at the time. “A few of your most dedicated fans have a couple 
questions for you, would you like to answer them?” 
Moore hesitates again, but responds with, “Sure, let’s hear them.”. 
The host flips over a page and reads “Mitch asks: What do you think of ‘Weird Al’ Yankovic’s 
parody of We Dance to Mars, named ‘Good Protein Bars’?” 
Moore chuckles in spite of himself, and responds, “I like it more than the original.”. 
The host matches Moore’s laugh and continues, “Jennifer asks: Do you regret anything from your 
music career in the 80s?”. 
Moore leans back and breathes out slowly. “I wish I’d spent more time away from the music industry. 
Stopped to savour the smaller moments.”  
He sits silently, thinking deeply to himself.  



The interviewer waits a few seconds before breaking the silence. 
“I have one last question for you, Mr. Moore. You have refused any interviews for almost 30 years 
now. What brought you to talk to us today?” 
 
 
January 16th, 2014 -  
Milton trudges up the dusty wooden stairs of his Manchester mansion, to the attic untouched for 24 
years. He shuffles through old cardboard boxes, moving away crates labelled ‘Costumes’, ‘Song 
Brainstorms’ and ‘Solarzest 85’.  
Finally he stops at a white chest labelled ‘Peggy’.  
Breathing slowly, he lifts up the lid. 
Inside are memories more valuable than Milty Solarzest, the old photos, clothes and mementos kept 
from a 9 year marriage cut too short by fate.  
A worn sheet of lined paper catches his eye, it appears to be an unfinished lyrics sheet and music, but 
loopy pink handwriting below it grips his heart. 
“I love this one, Milty. You should finish this when I’m gone. I believe in you! Love Peggy”. 
A lone tear rolls down his face as Milton sits alone in a mansion made for two.  
 
 
January 24th, 2014 - 
“I’ve just finished a song that I first wrote in 1990. I realised now was the right time. This is what she 
would have wanted.” 
The host is fully engaged in Moore’s story, suggesting, “Can you play it for us today?” 
Moore spots a guitar tucked behind the table and sits it across his lap. 
“This song is called ‘Heartbroken Away’, I hope you like it Peggy.” 
Gentle strums ring out around the small studio, as the voice of an angel sings one more time.  


