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November 1988

Randolph Lowe had slept all day.  Now, as he sat watching the golden glow of an Amsterdam sunset from the window of his canal barge, he wondered just how long it had been since he last enjoyed any form of human contact. The moon would soon rise, and then he would do as he always did: trace its path as it crossed the night sky, disappearing and reappearing between buildings and trees, leaving so many haunting memories in its wake.  

The moon fascinated him; its glow, its familiarity, its representation of a previous life; the last six pathetic years of his long and empty existence reflected upon each time he stared into the night sky when the moon was full. Randolph often wondered if others were admiring its magnificence from somewhere else in the world at that same time.  For hours he would stare at it, using its silver hue to focus his mind on the memories that haunted him; memories of hunting, of being hunted, of always looking behind and never knowing where quite he was going or why.  But above all, memories of a love now lost.

Over the last few weeks night had turned into day for Randolph, but when he thought about it his life had always been that way. He had always lived a vampiric existence – an unfortunate down side to his job – and it had left him unable to follow any normal kind of sleeping pattern. With only the moon to light his darkened world, it offered him the only form of regular contact he had with anything meaningful.

When Randolph did manage sleep it was during the day, and with one hand on the pistol hidden under his pillow. Sometimes he dreamt of far off places he had visited during his life, but one dream in particular he had more than any other. Most nights he would wake having been through the same experience; confused, upset – always angry.

He would be wandering New York, a place he had spent some time in the past, although only a brief stop off on his way somewhere. In the dream, the repetition of that visit continued in infinite detail as though he had spent half his life there. 

The dream took him through the streets of New York City, wandering for hours as night passed into dawn. When the summer sun rose too high, and the heat of the city became overbearing, he would pause and look around.  That was when he found the café, right behind him on the sidewalk; obvious, yet hidden.  He’d never noticed it before. 

A young woman was sitting at a pavement table enjoying the sun and an espresso. She wore large shades over her eyes, her wavy blonde hair lifting softly in the breeze. She looked sophisticated, sexy, mysterious; a woman for every man’s fantasy.

Randolph sat down at a table near the side, a single empty cup and fresh pots of sugar and cream already set out. A buckled man with his eyes half closed was busy putting chairs on tables and sweeping the floor. The old man wandered over with a pot and served Randolph coffee despite him never having asked for any, then bent down and collected a shiny quarter from the floor, put it in his pocket, glanced up at Randolph and winked.

The dream was over.

It was almost dark now and the heat from the sun had gone, the moon blowing the sun away as it rose into the sky. The night crawlers were coming out to play and the narrow streets and canals of Amsterdam would seem narrower for the next few hours. Randolph would probably go for a long walk soon, but only once it got darker and the streets ceased to bask in long shadows of amber and grey.

Randolph was tired. He knew he wouldn’t sleep. His mind wandered from one memory to another, memories of the woman he had spent years chasing yet had never managed to hold. He curled up on the narrow bed of his barge and pulled the thin sheets over his shoulders, felt for his pistol; still there.  He tried to forget everything, to empty his mind and use the gentle sway of the canal, the lapping of the ripples against the hull, to try and induce the sleep he knew would never come. 

Suddenly, there was a knock at the door.
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