
First 10 Pages of Bram Stoker’s Summer Sublet by Candy Korman 

Introduction: 

 I put the journal into a packing box. I shivered a little as I touched its cover. I 

didn’t want to thumb through its pages. It was too much like going back in time, going 

back to someone I used to be, but before I sealed it, before I could think twice, I scribbled 

a quick note. It might wind up the in the category of ‘letters never sent’ or it might turn 

out to be important to me one day.  

 

 Dear Peter: 

 You can see from the diary entries in this journal how and why I came to the 

conclusion that my temporary next-door neighbor was a vampire. 

 Love, 

 Willie 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Memo to Myself: buy chocolate, call Lucy 

July 1: Waxing Gibbous Moon  

 For a couple of minutes this morning, I forgot what had happened to me. I just lay 

there in this semi-blissful state, feeling the unfamiliar sheets against my skin, imagining 

that I was in Italy. Then Quincey, the dog, poked me with his moist nose. He carried his 

leash in his yellow teeth and let me know, in no uncertain terms, that I’d be very sorry if I 

didn’t get up and take him out for his morning walk. The entire disaster came flooding 

back, temporarily overwhelming me. I stumbled into the bathroom, then pulled on a T-

shirt and a pair of sweat pants before following Quincey out the door. 

 According to Amy’s memo, Quincey’s morning walk always follows the same 

route — east along the northern edge of Tompkins Square Park to Charlie Parker Place, 

past the plaque announcing that the great jazz musician had once lived in the sturdy 

house on the eastern edge of the square, and into the center of the park. I let the dog lead 

me. He stopped and sniffed at a curious monument, built around a water fountain, trotted 

rapidly passed the ‘dog run’ and ambled on to visit an old man who sat reading the New 

York Times on a bench in the shade. 

 “You must be Quincey’s sitter,” he stated the obvious, as he scratched the mutt’s 

grey, scruffy beard. The old man had a grey, scruffy beard, too, and had he been walking 

the dog, people would have commented about how dogs and their owners look alike. I’m 

not sure I want to investigate what that says about my balding father and his hairless 

purebred. 



 The old man introduced himself as Dr. Van Helsing. He’s the neighbor I’m to 

consult if I have any questions about the animals, neighborhood or the landlord, during 

my month of apartment/pet-sitting. 

 “Amy was lucky to find you on short notice,” Van Helsing said. 

 “I was lucky too. Saved me from a month of sofa surfing.” 

 “What do you think of Renfield?” he asked, referring to the parrot. 

 I didn’t know what to say. My anxiety about getting the dog out before he peed on 

the floor had caused me to forget to lift the fabric cover from the bird’s cage. I’d seen 

him briefly the night before. I made impressed noises and Dr. V. — that’s what he’s 

called — informed me that Renfield was a Sulfur-Crested Cockatoo.  

 “He’s about 65, 70 years old. Amy inherited him when she moved in. He came 

with the apartment.” Quincey lay down on his back so that the old man could scratch his 

belly. “Cockatoos can live to be 80.” 

 I wondered why Dr. V. wasn’t taking care of Amy’s pets until I noticed the twin 

leg braces, leaning against the back of the park bench. Quincey leapt to his feet, shook off 

bits of gravel and tugged on his leash. We resumed his morning circuit. Apparently, he 

had several regular stops along the route, and friends to greet — both human and canine. 

 Dog people are very friendly.  

 I’m not particularly friendly at eight in the morning, and in my present condition 

I’m not particularly friendly at all. If I’m any kind of animal person, I’m a cat person. I 

like the way cats hang back and then silently join you on the sofa — none of this barking 

and yapping and panting and licking and jumping.  



 Quincey and I encountered a young boy with a Labrador, an old man with a 

Collie-mix, a fantastically tall woman with a Great Dane, a pierced and tattooed man with 

a fluffy mutt and a woman with a large, friendly chocolate poodle. With the notable 

exception of the poodle-walker, the dog owners all wanted to chat while the dogs barked, 

yapped, panted, licked and jumped with enthusiasm.  

 The poodle-walker just nodded to me as the canines greeted one another. She 

sipped what smelled like a very strong French roast blend from a paper cup. I traced her 

route back toward a cafe and Quincey did not object to stopping in for a take-out latte. He 

did his business on the curb and I scooped my first poop without fainting dead away from 

the aroma of warm dog shit. Then we headed back toward the apartment.  

 A cab whizzed by with an ad for a new vampire movie on its roof. The tall, dark 

and handsome bad boy hero stared at me with his deep blue eyes and I shuddered. I’d like 

to think that I’m immune to the type — that my recent romantic fiasco has inoculated me 

against the lure of charming, evil men, but I may need a booster shot. HE was the bad 

boy, charming and handsome type. HE wasn’t a vampire — although he certainly sucked 

the life out of me when I found him in bed with another woman two weeks before we 

were supposed to be married. 

 Maybe I’d be happier if he simply sucked my blood? 

 Back at the apartment that was to be my home for the month I would have spent 

in Italy on my honeymoon, I pulled the cover back from the parrot’s cage.  Renfield 

looked at me quizzically, squawked a few times, as if to clear his throat and announced, 

“Good morning merry sunshine! Morning merry sunshine! Morning merry sunshine!” He 

jumped from one perch to the next in his roomy cage, fluffing his feathers and waving his 



yellow crest. If he was going to keep that up all morning I’d have to put the cover over 

the cage and convince him it was night again. 

 I double-checked Amy’s memo, fed Quincey the prescribed amount and carefully 

followed Amy’s directions for the morning birdcage clean up. There was a tricky, but 

cleverly designed, mechanism that allowed me to slide the paper-lined false floor out of 

the cage, recover it quickly and slide it back in without alarming the large bird. I guess I 

wasn’t fast enough or the bird poop assault on my nasal passages slowed my reflexes, 

because Renfield’s sharp, black beak came close to taking a piece from my finger tip. 

 “I thought you were a vegetarian,” I found myself talking to the bird as if he 

understood. He glared at me with that sideways, head-cocked, bird-look and seemed to 

understand. 

 “Apples and oranges, good, good, good. Apples, oranges, apples, oranges... 

squawk, squawk.” 

 “So you are a vegetarian. Glad to hear that. I arrived with ten fingers, I’m leaving 

with ten.” 

 I changed the water in Renfield’s bowl, filled his birdseed tray and stepped back. 

 “Pretty bird,” he squawked. He preened in front of his full-length (parrot-sized) 

mirror, admiring his plumage and tilting his head from side-to-side. 

 All I needed was another vain male in my life. 

 I called Lucy. 

 This is the voice mail for Lucy West. I’ll be out of town from Friday, June 29 

through Sunday, July 8. I’ll be calling in once a day so please leave a message and be 

sure to include your phone number so I can get back to you. Have a great day and enjoy 



the fireworks! You can reach me on the cell, but you already know that if you have the 

number, so call it! 

 Lucy’s phone voice was entirely too chipper. I’d forgotten that she was going to 

be spending the week in the Hamptons at a friend’s place. I’d also managed to forget 

about July 4th. I was independent but I wasn’t in the mood to celebrate. I called her cell 

and left a message that I hoped she’d find the time to call me in between beach parties 

and tennis.  

 While I was with what’s-his-name, I didn’t think about making plans. I didn’t 

have to make plans because even if we didn’t go out we’d always have each other for 

amusement. A year with him and I’d forgotten the strategies of a single life. Lucy was 

very good at being single. She always had something interesting in her calendar — a 

business trip to an exotic location with a vacation tagged on at a discounted rate, dinner 

reservations with friends, theater tickets, dates... She once told me that she scheduled 

down time, just to relax.  

 I thumbed through the old-fashioned calendar/journal I’d bought on an impulse 

after Amy gave me her keys. I turned the empty pages, ripped out the first half of the year 

and began Willie 2.0 — me without HIM. That’s when I noticed that each day had the 

phase of the moon at the top of the page. I know shit about the moon. Oh, well…. My 

calendar and my life were empty. I went back to bed with the Sunday paper, dozing and 

reading, until late in the afternoon. 

 Quincey’s second walk of the day is his long walk. In good weather, Amy said 

she often combined her neighborhood errands with his walk and included lunch at an 

outdoor café with Quincey. Some of the smaller shops allowed Quincey inside but there 



were legal restrictions about food stores. Her note assured me that, if need be, he’d wait 

patiently outside when I ran in to a store to buy a quart of milk but that he’d lose patience 

if I asked him to wait during a major grocery shopping expedition.  

 The warning was wasted on me. I’m not a cook, so I’m unlikely to spend more 

than a few minutes in the gourmet food stores that so fascinated HIM. He could wander 

up and down aisles collecting ingredients and then spend hours preparing an elegant 

dinner — if we were having company. When we first met, he’d do that just for me but... 

 Now I don’t have to worry about being taken for granted. 

 In the food department, I subscribe to the Manhattanite philosophy — why cook if 

you can take out or call in for anything you desire? And lately I haven’t had much of an 

appetite.  

 I wasn’t exactly hungry but I knew I’d faint dead away during my next doggy-

sojourn if I didn’t get something into my belly. Amy had told me to help myself to 

anything in her pantry so I investigated. It was like visiting Mom — yogurt, dried fruit, 

fresh fruit, wheat germ, soymilk, grain beverage coffee substitute, mineral water, nuts 

and, curiously, a dusty bottle of slivovitz — a caustic plum brandy. I cut up an apple and 

mixed it with a few almonds and yogurt. Of course I had to share the apple with Renfield. 

 “Apple good, apple good, apple good!” 

 “Apple good, chocolate better,” 

 “Apple good, chocolate better,” he squawked in response.  

 I would have to be careful what I said to him. 

 On our way out for the second walk of the day, we ran into Dr. V. on the stoop. 

He was supervising a young woman watering the plants in his window boxes. 



 “The bleeding hearts don’t need that much water,” he instructed. 

 “Bleeding hearts?” I asked, suspiciously. 

 He broke off a blossom for me to examine. It was indeed heart-shaped, with a 

tear-drop-shaped projection. 

 “Here’s the heart, and here’s the drop of blood.” 

 I put the flower in my hair and continued west along the northern border of the 

park. This part of the park was dominated by playground facilities. I was never a 

playground kid — basketball hoops, swings, jungle gyms all seemed like the apparatus of 

a torture chamber when I was six. Thirty years later they were easy to pass by without 

much curiosity. 

 Quincey and I continued west and north, walking as far as Union Square before 

turning around and heading back toward Tompkins Square. It was hot and humid, but he 

seemed to enjoy the walk and the attention he received from strangers. They patted him 

on the scruffy, grey head; called him ‘good boy’; asked me what he was called; and 

inquired about his breed. At first I answered with the truth — “He’s a mutt and I’m just 

the dog sitter.” But by the third time around I’d switched to a more amusing tactic. 

 “He’s a Highland Ripper.” 

 “Never heard of that breed.” 

 “I’m not surprised, they’re very unusual and there are so few of them in the States 

that they’re not recognized by the Kennel Association.” 

 “Oh, how interesting. Looks like he was bred for flushing out game in a hunt.” 

 “You’re very observant.” 



 The Highland Ripper and I took an outdoor table at a cafe on Second Avenue. He 

slurped water from a plastic bowl while I downed a couple of Campari and sodas as we 

watched the East Village parade by. I wondered about the street show in Italy. Would 

anyone in Rome walk by with an albino snake wrapped around their shoulders? 

 Before I met you-know-who, I would spend Sunday afternoons at home reading 

the paper, drinking coffee, eating bagels and watching stupid movies on television. But 

HE liked to go out on Sundays. We would take long walks in Central Park or go to a 

movie. Sometimes we’d go to flea markets or street fairs. After our walks, we would 

always go out for big Sunday dinners.  

 I wasn’t hungry. 

 I picked up a few essentials at a deli on First Avenue before we returned home. 

The walk may have been more than Quincy needed. He was climbing the stairs slowly so 

I noticed that someone had put a little vase with a flower in the “coffin corner” on the 

first floor.  

I only learned it was called a “coffin corner” when I went apartment hunting with 

HIM. One of the real estate agents told us that the little strategic niches were carved out 

to give the extra inches needed to navigate a tight staircase while carrying a coffin. I’d 

always thought that coffin corner had something to do with aviation and airplane design, 

but the real estate lady insisted. Up on the second floor, my floor, the niche was empty, as 

if it were ready for the undertakers. 

I went back to the newspaper and bad movies.  

 At ten, I took Quincey out for his bedtime walk. In the hallway I caught my first 

glimpse of my temporary next-door neighbor. He had a thick head of snow-white hair, 



and he carried a large square case into the apartment. He smiled and nodded to me, but 

didn’t say anything.  

 Fifteen minutes later, when we returned, there was music coming from next door. 

I’m not an expert but it was definitely Tango music played on the violin and that weird 

accordion-thing from South America with a funny name. The music continued until after 

eleven, with short breaks and occasional bouts of laughter from the behind the shared 

wall by my head.  

 I fell asleep listening to the Tango. 

 

 


