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Because you asked for it. Since their first appearance in Not a Werewolf, readers have wanted to see more of Gary and Bill. Well, as Amelia Sharpe says, be careful what you wish for, because I’ll be writing more of these as time allows. Gary is one of my favorite characters to write, and I hope you enjoy this tale of how Gary and Bill became Gary and Bill.

Mesquite Springs, Texas

November 1975
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Officer Gary Novak looked up from the report he was typing, two fingers at a time, when the Chief stopped by his desk.

“Go check this one out, Novak,” Chief Stubbs said, tearing a sheet of paper from the notepad he was holding. “Mesquite Springs Savings & Loan.”

Gary stood and took the slip, scanning it. “Attempted burglary? Should I take back-up?”

“It’s all over with, and they didn’t take anything. Just left behind a mess, sounds like. Talk to Bill Prescott, he’s the assistant manager and called it in.”

“Yessir,” Gary answered, picking up his uniform cap and the squad car keys. He could have walked the eight blocks to the Savings & Loan, but he figured it would be more impressive if he took the car, especially if Bill Prescott happened to be looking out the window when he got there.
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Bill Prescott looked out the window of his office for – what was it now? – the third time? He loosened his tie and went to stand in the doorway, surveying the debris scattered around the lobby. The bank was supposed to open in half-an-hour, but he couldn’t clean up the mess until the police had come.

The slamming of a car door caught his attention, and he went to the entrance to see Gary Novak sauntering up the sidewalk. 

“Yes, Gary,” he muttered to himself, “we all see you looking like sex on wheels in your uniform, but some of us have jobs to do.”

Gary looked up then and made eye contact, so Bill dropped his eyes, focusing on unlocking and opening the inner door so the other man could enter.

Gary whistled out a long note as he surveyed the state of the lobby. “Hoo boy, they left a mess, didn’t they?”

“Yes,” Bill answered, hands on his hips and a frown on his face. “And we need to open in half-an-hour.”

“Anybody else here? Any of the tellers?”

“No, I was the first one in and I called the head teller and told her not to come in until right before opening. She called everyone else.”

“Gotcha.” Gary pulled out a notepad and pen, flipping to a new page. “So walk me through what you found when you got here, what’s out of place and so on.”

Bill took Gary to the back entrance and walked him through his morning so far. “I came in through the back door. What’s so funny?”

“Nothin’, nothin’,” Gary answered, stepping outside as he tried to force his face into a serious expression. He examined the door latches and the painted surfaces around the locks. “You didn’t notice anything suspicious at that point? No signs of anyone trying to force the door? And it was locked like usual?”

“Nothing out of the ordinary outside, or in here. I turned the alarm system off – it hadn’t been tripped. Nothing was disturbed until I got to the lobby and found... well, you saw the state of it.”

“Do you have a cleaning crew at night? Could they have just maybe knocked over some trash cans or dropped somethin’? You got any disgruntled staff who’d wanna make a mess of things?”

“No, nothing like that. The cleaning crew comes at the end of the day and either I or the manager stays here with them and locks up after them.”

“Uh huh,” Gary said, nodding as he made notes. “And who was here with ‘em last night?”

“Me.”

“Okay, so someone got in here last night, messed the joint up, but didn’t trip the alarm or leave any signs of breaking in. Who else’s got a key?”

“The manager, a couple of board members, that’s it.”

“You don’t think it could’ve been one of them? Playin’ a prank on you?”

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

“But they didn’t take nothin’?”

Bill shook his head and led Gary back to the lobby, stopping in front of the Christmas Club display. “This is the oddest thing,” he said, pointing to the vandalized illustration of a Christmas elf holding a chest overflowing with gold coins and dollar bills. 

“The elf? He’s kinda creepy, that’s true.”

Bill didn’t disagree, but he couldn’t say so while he was on the job. “The damage, Officer Novak.”

“Geez, Bill, we’ve known each other since we was kids and now you’re callin’ me Officer Novak all of a sudden?”

“Fine, Gary. But it’s not like we socialize. I hardly ever see you, except to nod to on the street or say good morning at the diner.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t hang out with the suit and tie crowd, do I?”

“Neither do I, Gary,” Bill said, turning back to look at the torn display. I don’t hang out with much of anybody, he thought.

Gary cleared his throat. “Okay, so what is it about this that strikes you as odd, compared to all the rest?” He waved his hand to indicate the lobby floor, littered with deposit slips and brochures.

“Everything else is just clutter, stuff scattered around. We could pick it all up and put it back in its place like nothing happened. This,” he nodded at the display, “is the only thing damaged. It looks like someone was hacking and scratching at the picture, especially the section with the money chest.”

“Maybe it was Commies or hippies, protesting the extravagant display of wealth and consumer culture.”

Bill turned to give Gary a hard look.

“What?” Gary shrugged, “I read the papers.”

“I hardly think the Red Menace is infiltrating Mesquite Springs. The Christmas Club is mostly housewives putting a few cents away each week so the family can buy little Johnny a bicycle for Christmas.”

“What could be more wholesome, right?” 

“Yeah, right.” Bill frowned at the display. Not like I’ll ever know.

Gary sighed and put his notepad away. “I’m gonna get the kit from my car and take some prints, but I don’t know how much good it’ll do. They didn’t take anything, so there’s nothing to keep an eye out for, you know?”

Bill ran a hand through his hair, scratched his head and nodded. “I was afraid of that. But I couldn’t not report this, you understand.”

“Yep. And if something else happens, maybe there’ll be more to go on.”

Gary took prints and gave Bill the all clear to clean up. He closed the kit, setting it on the high table in the center of the lobby as Bill straightened a stack of deposit slips and slid them into their slot.

“I’ll have the incident report ready this afternoon,” Gary said. “You can come by and pick up a copy any time after two o’clock.”

Bill nodded. “I’ll stop by, or my manager if that’s alright?”

“Sure.” Gary finished wiping his hands and checked they were free of fingerprint powder before reaching over to tighten and straighten Bill’s tie.

“What?!” Bill looked down and ran his hand over his tie.

“You can’t open the bank lookin’ messy, Bill.”

“Oh, no, of course not. Thank you Offic—Gary.”

Gary went back to his car, put the fingerprint kit on the passenger seat, and started the engine. 

“You’re a dang fool, Gary Novak,” he said to himself as he made a u-turn onto the street. “Bill Prescott’s too fancy for the likes of you.”

––––––––
[image: ]


There were no seats left at the counter when Bill got to the diner for breakfast the next morning. His usual waitress pointed at one of the tables and he took it, even though it was set for four people. He had almost finished eating when he realized someone was standing next to the table.

“You need all these seats?” Gary asked, “Cause they’re the only ones left.”

Bill looked around the packed diner. “Oh. No, of course not.”

Gary pulled out one of the chairs, and Bill looked up to see another man settling in across from him.

“You remember Chuck Ferris, don’t ya? From school?”

“Hello, Chuck. Long time.”

“Bill. Heard you’re working at the Savings & Loan now?”

“That’s right. And you’re an electrician these days?”

“Yep, yep. Been thinking about setting up on my own, though. Maybe I’ll come by and see you about one of those small business loans.”

“You should. We’ve got some special loan packages for vets.” He reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a business card. “Give me a call when you’re ready and we’ll talk about it. Sorry to run like this, but I’ve got to get to work.”

“You openin’ up again today?” Gary asked as Bill stood.

“I have that dubious honor.”

Gary watched as Bill paid his tab at the register and turned back when he heard Chuck make a tsking sound.

“What you lookin’ at?” he asked his friend.

Chuck shook his head. “Me? What’re you lookin’ at?”

“Nothin’.”

“Right.”

“He’s too classy for the likes of me,” Gary said, pitching his voice low enough that only Chuck could hear.

“Probably. Or maybe you could let him make up his own mind about that.”

Gary stood, adjusting his utility belt as he did so. “Chuck, you’re on your own for breakfast today.”

When Gary exited the diner he could see Bill crossing the street at the end of the block. He jogged to catch up to the other man. Bill had to be six-foot-two, putting Gary’s shorter legs at a disadvantage.

“Gary?” Bill said when Gary fell into step next to him. “What is it?”

“I’ve got a funny feelin’.”

“A funny feeling? About what?”

“Call it a copper’s hunch, but I just don’t think you need to be openin’ up the bank on your own this morning.”

Bill frowned. “Have you heard something?”

“Nope. Like I said
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