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Submitted for your approval...again.

Thirteen more stories as another tribute and homage to the late, great, Rod Serling and the Twilight Zone. Naturally, being the Zoner geek that I am, I had to do an encore. I had enough material, so I thought I owed it to Mr. Serling as well for his influence on me.

Once again, the stories vary. They venture into different realms such as fantasy, horror, science fiction, romance, and even humor.

Even when writing the first book in this series I knew I had enough stories for more than one book. In fact, I had enough for a series. This is the second book of that series. I found a lot of my short stories’ ideas had a Twilight Zone style or bent to them, no matter the genre or style. I also must add the Night Gallery influence as well since some are more horror related and Rod did create that show as well.

To tell you the truth, before I wrote In Rod We Trust, I had a list of well over twenty-five stories or more that I was thinking about putting into the first book. However, the bigger the book the costlier it would be. So, I decided to use the odd number of thirteen to put into each book. I wanted that odd number since basically the Twilight Zone itself was an odd, out-of-the-ordinary, but magically exemplary show to begin with.

I also found the more stories that I wrote like this, the more that I seemed to come up with. Naturally, watching the Twilight Zone helped with that writing process. In some ways writing Twilight Zone-ish stories helped with my writing mojo. The more I did, the more ideas that flooded into my mind.

Hopefully, I was able to unlock this door with the key of, my own imagination in the stories. I also hope this helps the reader to unlock this door as well.

Just like In Rod We Trust, I wanted to have a nice variety of stories. I wanted my books to emulate Rod Serling’s Twilight Zone and its various storylines. Hopefully, they are as entertaining as the ones in the first book of this series. I want the stories to not only be entertaining but a little thought-provoking as well. 

While I always lean towards entertaining, it does not hurt to emulate Rod Serling and his messages and lessons in many of his stories.

Hopefully, I have done Rod and his seminal television series justice. When I heard the opening to the show, I knew something good was coming on the television. Hopefully, you feel the same way about my book and the tribute to Rod Serling and the Twilight Zone.

Even now, I still wish that I could write as good as he did. Even half as good would be nice.

To me, and a lot of others, Rod Serling is still great, and his message still carries as strongly today as it did during the Twilight Zone’s initial run.

It is my sincere hope that you find this second tribute to Rod Serling as worthy a tribute as the first. I respect and enjoy Rod Serling’s work and the Twilight Zone too much to do anything less than worthy of him.

So, once again I have submitted for your approval more stories that involve different dimensions, shadow and substance, and things and ideas, that are an entertaining and respectful tribute to Rod Serling and the Twilight Zone.
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While the cold autumn rain had finally stopped, the allied artillery had started raining shells down the German positions in and around the Somme River area. The rain may have been a messy, inconvenient nuisance, but the artillery shells were much deadlier in their accuracy.

As the shells landed in and around the German positions, the soldiers hugged and huddled as close to the earth, as humanly possible.

While the shelling was horrific, the men knew what was coming next. 

Another assault upon their positions.

As the shelling decimated the Germans in the forward positions, not even the rear positions and soldiers were immune from this hellish onslaught.

After several hours of explosive death raining down upon them, it suddenly stopped.

Through the smoke and still falling debris the Germans prepared for the coming allied attack. This was just another day in the Battle of the Somme that had been going on since the first of July.

Soldiers Peter Muller, Erich Meyer and Christian Weber of the 16th Bavarian Reserve Division took shelter in a nearby ditch during the deadly bombardment.

“So much for us being in the rear,” Meyer remarked after the shelling ended.

“Did you really think we were just going to walk into Paris?” Weber countered. “I mean really, you had to expect some resistance.”

“I suppose not,” Meyer replied. “At least we’re not up front in the trenches, so at least we’re better off.”

Weber and Muller could only nod in agreement.

“Good, God,” Muller exclaimed, as he peered out of the ditch. “That last close one must have hit the commissary.”

“Shit!” Meyer spat in disgust and anger. “There goes tonight’s dinner.”

“Yeah,” Weber muttered.

“You think the shelling is finally, done?” Muller asked.

“I don’t know,” Meyer responded.

“Alright you men, get out of that ditch now!” yelled a corporal from above them on the road. “Get back to headquarters and get your orders! The enemy is going to attack!”

The men looked at each other then quickly climbed out of the ditch, joining the corporal, and briefly surveying their surrounding for damage.

“My God,” Muller gasped.

“Let’s go!” the corporal barked. “This is no worse than, the last time we were...shelled.”

“Alright, Adi,” Weber muttered. “We’re going.”

The corporal smiled and led the way to their headquarters. 

The men knew that they were in for a long and demanding day. Such was life during the battle of the Somme and the war to end all wars.

By that evening the dispatch runners of the 16th Bavarian Reserve Infantry Division were exhausted, sore, dirty, and dejected as they sat around their dugout.

“Well at least we managed to beat back the attack,” Private Albert Kruger stated.

“Thank God for small miracles,” Private Wolfgang Herr muttered.

“It was costly though,” the corporal announced. “We lost Fritz, Willi, and Hermann today.”

“Oh God, Adi,” Muller moaned, as the other men looked around sadly at each other. “We are sure getting whittled down.”

“Yes,” the corporal admitted. “But that is war. It has been costly for us and the enemy.”

While some of his fellow dispatch runners were taken aback by the calloused and flippant remark, they had also been seasoned and hardened by two years of war and were pretty much used to the hard, cold brutality of war. They had seen too much carnage, death, and destruction to take the corporal’s remark as anything other than the fact of life on the Western front. 

After eating their meager rations, some of the men sat around just staring blankly into space, thinking about their own survival. Others nodded off in various sitting, half-reclined positions, exhausted from all the running they had undertaken.

A few minutes later their temporary peace and quiet was interrupted by the appearance of Sgt. Werner Heinz and Lieutenant Rolf Fischer.

“Attention!” the corporal exclaimed as the two men entered the dispatch runner’s dugout.

“Rest easy,” Lieutenant Fischer said. “Sit back down.”

The men looked at each other uncomfortably then reassumed their previous positions.

“Alright, men,” Lieutenant Fischer began. “The high command believes that due to the costliness of the attack today, that there will not be another for a couple of days. Possibly anywhere from 24 to 48 hours. Possibly longer.  So, with that in mind, and due to your gallantry and bravery under fire half of you will be given a forty-eight-hour pass to the nearest town.”

“Really?” Muller asked, almost incredulously.

“Yes, Muller,” Lieutenant Fischer responded. “Unfortunately, it is only for half of you. The other half get to go next time. Here are the names, Weber, Meyer, Schmidt, Klein, Bauer, and sorry Muller, but you do not get to go this time. However, last, but not least, it’s you, Corporal.”

“Thank you, Sir,” the corporal replied.

“The rest of you will get a pass during the next break in the action,” Lieutenant Fischer announced. “I am sorry that you all could not get a pass. You have all definitely earned it.”

“Just remember us back here, when you go on leave,” Private Franz Hartmann said to the men getting a pass. “Maybe bring us back some wine or vermouth or even food of some kind, like sausages.”

“We shall,” Meyer responded. “We shall, Franz.”

“Well you had best get ready,” Lieutenant ordered. “There’s a truck leaving for town in fifteen minutes. If not, me and the others will gladly take your place.”

The men looked at each other, got up, dusting off their uniforms, tidied themselves up, gathered their personal belongings and headed out to the truck.

While the forty-eight-hour pass might not have been much, but it was a greatly welcome and hard-earned reprieve from the carnage and destruction they had faced earlier.

Minutes later they found themselves headed towards a small French town, miles away from combat or errant shells from any artillery.

“The first thing I’m going to do is get a good meal at the nearest café,” Schmidt announced. “Anything has got to be better than the rations we’ve been receiving.”

“Here, here,” Meyer agreed, echoing his sentiments.

“You can add some wine to that,” Meyer chimed in.

Several minute later the truck arrived in the small, but quaint town of Lohr. Once the truck stopped, the men climbed out and jumped down. A few of the men moaned and groaned in discomfort from the uncomfortable and bumpy ride. 

The men stood in the road surveying the town for a moment. To a man it looked like an island of humanity and tranquility just a few minutes from Hell.

“What’s the name of this town again?” Weber asked.

“Lohr,” Bauer muttered in response.

“Where to first?” Schmidt asked.

“The nearest café!” Klein exclaimed. “I’m famished.”

The men proceeded into the French village, determined to enjoy their forty-eight-hour pass. After a couple of hundred yards they came to a small café named Pierre’s. The men looked at each other, shrugged, and without saying a word entered the café.

The men were quickly seated, served bread, wine, and cheese as they all ordered Coq-au-vin for their meal. The men had not had such a sumptuous repast in quite some time.

“So, do you think there will be another Christmas truce this year?” Klein asked after swallowing some food.

“Hard to say,” Meyer replied, between bites of food.

“One can only hope,” Bauer opined. “It seems so wrong to be fighting during that time.”

“Whatever you say, Bauer,” the corporal responded.

“Adi didn’t take part in the truce,” Schmidt announced. “He had no stomach for being with those British Tommies.”

The other men looked at the corporal, expecting a response.

The corporal just nodded. “That is true,” he muttered. “We are at war. I am not going to be friendly in any way to the enemy, even during the holiday season. That is not for me.”

Schmidt and Klein nodded in acknowledgement.

“I can understand that point of view,” Bauer admitted.

From there on as the men continued to dine, they talked about everything from their families to the next possibly attack. Once they finished eating, they continued to sip on their wine.

“So, what are we planning to do next?” Schmidt asked.

“I don’t know about you, but I plan on finding an inn and sleeping on a comfortable bed until it is time to return to headquarters,” Bauer announced.

The others laughed. They understood Bauer sentiment about sleeping, especially since they had gotten so little of it since they had been part of the war.

Klein took a sip of wine, “I plan on getting better acquainted with the frauleins in this town,” he said.

“Definitely!” Schmidt agreed, with a wide, beaming grin across his face.

“Count me in on that! Weber added. “How about you Adi?”

“I don’t know yet,” the corporal responded. “I am sure that I will think of something.”

After a little more wine, the men left the café, heading in different directions. Schmidt, Klein, and Weber decided to try and find some women. Any would do, even prostitutes. Bauer headed towards the nearest inn that he could find to get some nice, comfortable sleep.

That left Meyer and the corporal to figure out what they wanted to do.

As the two men walked down the street, they saw a red covered cart, on up ahead with two horses. As they became closer both men saw a dark-haired woman climb out of the back of the cart. She watched them curiously as they became closer.

“Gypsies,” the corporal muttered.

“Yeah,” Meyer agreed.

When the two men reached the Gypsy cart the dark-haired woman smile and approached them. “My sister can tell your fortune,” she announced. “For a small payment, she can tell your fortunes and even your futures.”

Meyer and the corporal looked at each other and shrugged.

“I don’t know,” the corporal stated. “I am afraid I do not put much faith in these things.”

“Oh, come on Adi, why not?” Meyer asked. “It will kill some time, until we find something else to do.”

The corporal shrugged. “Oh, alright,” he muttered. “It’s not as if this place has any cultural areas or activities to offer like a museum or anything like that. So, I guess why not?”

“Don’t worry Adi, I’ll pay for your way,” Meyer offered. “It might be fun.”

“Very good, gentlemen,” the Gypsy woman responded. “I am Rhia. My sister is name is Mioara Daria. She will tell your fortunes. Please follow me, gentlemen.”

Meyer and his corporal looked at each other then, quietly followed her into the cart.

Once inside they found another dark-haired lady about the same age seated at a table with a crystal ball in the center of it.

“I bid you welcome,” she said. “I am Mioara. I will tell your fortunes and your future. Please sit down.”

Meyer and the corporal sat down directly across from the fortune teller. Her sister sat on a chair away from the table, but close enough to see everything. Meyer slid the fortune teller a mark which raised her and her sisters’ eyebrows. 

“That’s a bit generous don’t you think?” the corporal asked.

Meyer just shrugged. “I suppose it is, Adi, but I am feeling generous right now.”

“Thank you,” Mioara replied. “That is very generous of you.”

“Now, I expect our fortunes to be told very accurately,” Meyer explained.

“As you wish,” Mioara responded. “Whose fortune shall I do first?”

Meyer and the corporal looked at each other. “I guess mine,” Meyer finally replied. “No, wait, do Adi’s first.”

“Very well,” Mioara said, as she began to lay out Tarot cards on the table.

As Mioara placed the Tarot cards on the table she began to speak. “Once the war is over, I see grand things for you,” she stated. “You shall lead men. A lot of men. You will be their leader. A great or grand leader of a lot of people.”

The corporal just silently watched as Mioara placed another card on the table. “You shall have a future in politics,” she continued. “You shall be like a modern-day Caesar or Napoleon. You shall lead a nation.”

“Really?” the corporal asked.

Mioara, silently nodded. “A number of women shall kill themselves over you,” she added. “They will want and desire you but cannot have you.”

“You are really, quite the mystic, aren’t you?” the corporal asked. “Sorry Meyer, she almost had me. At least up until then. Sorry, Meyer, I think I will join Weber, Schmidt, and Klein or maybe even Bauer. I’ve had enough of this.”

“But Adi,” Meyer protested, feebly.

“Sorry, Meyer, but I have had enough of this,” the corporal explained. “I think I’m going back to our lines. I belong there. Maybe I’ll send Muller back in my place.” 

The corporal then stood up and stormed out of the cart.

“I apologize for my friend,” Meyer stated, once the corporal left. “He had a rough day.”

Mioara nodded. “I understand,” she said. “Shall I continue?”

“Yes, please,” Meyer replied. “I am intrigued by Adi’s fortune and future. Can you continue?”

Mioara nodded.

Before she could continue with the corporal’s fortune and future, they were joined by Weber, who stuck his head in the Gypsy cart.

“What’s up with Adi?” Weber asked. “He says he is heading back to our lines.”

“His fortune,” Meyer replied. “He didn’t like part of it. Sit down and join us, Christian. Let’s hear the rest of this.”

Weber entered then headed over to the table and sat down.

“So, what brings you here?” Meyer asked. “I thought you were with Schmidt and Klein.”

“Not enough Frauleins,” Weber confessed. “I was the odd man out. So, I thought I would join you and Adi.”

“Shall I resume?” Mioara asked.

“Yes,” Meyer replied. “I want to hear more of Adi’s fortune.”

Mioara placed the Tarot card with the Grim Reaper on it on the table. She seemed particularly disturbed by this.

“What does that mean?” Meyer asked.

“Death,” Miorar responded.

“For Adi?” Meyer asked

Mioara shook her head in disagreement. “No,” she finally muttered. “For many.” She picked up the Tarot Cards. “Look into the crystal ball, gentlemen. The visions you will see shall show you the corporal’s future.”

Meyer and Weber watched as the inside of the crystal ball clouded up. Moments later it began to show images.  The first image showed the corporal making speeches in beer halls. The images then began to show him speaking to large masses of crowds giving impassioned speeches, where the audience cheered and saluted him in unison.

“My, God that’s Adi,” Meyer gasped.

The next image showed Germans breaking windows of shops, burning books, and rounding up people and shipping them off to some camps with barbed wire around them. These bothered Meyer and Weber.

From there the images showed Germany in another war. These images both shocked and disturbed Meyer and Weber. They watched as German soldiers invaded everywhere from France to Russia.

Soon the images showed the wholesale slaughter or men, women, and children in concentration camps. They witnessed naked and emaciated human beings that had been starved and tortured to death.

Meyer did not realize it, but he had a tear running down his left cheek.

Weber felt like he wanted to vomit.

The next image showed the cities of Germany being destroyed by air raids. They saw Dresden burning from the firebombs that had been dropped on it. They then sat in stunned silence as they watched Berlin being destroyed and overrun by the Russians.

“Oh, my God,” Weber gasped. 

“Stop, stop,” Meyer cried. “I’ve had enough.”

Soon the crystal ball went black. The fog inside the crystal ball returned and then it became clear again.

Meyer and Weber looked at each other in stunned and shocked silence. Neither knew what to think. Both could not help but notice that Mioara and Rhia were both visibly upset and had tears welling up in their eyes.

“Do you wish me to continue with your own fortunes, gentlemen?” Mioara finally asked.

Meyer took a deep breath and then exhaled. He tried to keep his composure. “No,” he said, shaking his head. “No. That’s alright.”

“Tell me Fraulein,” Weber started. “Are these visions, these images that we saw what will happen in the future?”

“If the present remains unaltered, then yes that is the future,” Mioara responded as she wiped tears from her eyes.

“Unaltered?” Weber asked.

Mioara silently nodded in agreement.

“Adi,” Meyer muttered. “That means Adi has to die.”

Weber appeared shocked at Meyer’s statement. “Oh, dear God,” he finally muttered in horror at the thought of their friend having to die.

They both looked at Mioara and saw how she looked at them. She too was filled with horror about these visions as well.

“Thank you, Fraulein’s,” Meyer said. “Come on Christian, I need a drink.”

Weber quietly nodded in agreement.

Meyer pulled out another mark and placed it on the table. “Be safe, Fraulein,” he said.

Soon both men left the Gypsy cart and headed for the nearest inn. Once inside, they ordered a bottle of Cognac and sat down at a table.

“I need something stronger than wine after seeing all of that,” Meyer explained.

“Yes,” Weber agreed.

“What are we supposed to do about the visions we just saw,” Meyer asked before taking a drink from his glass. “I can hardly believe it. Those visions were disturbing and horrific.”

“Do you believe they were real?” Weber asked before taking another drink. “I mean do you actually believe they foretold the future?”

Meyer poured himself another glass of Cognac, drank it down, and grimaced as the liquid went down. “Yes, I do,” he finally muttered. “The look on those Gyspies’ faces and how upset they were was telling to say the least. I believe they were as horrified as we were.”

Weber nodded in agreement. He then took a breath and exhaled. “I believe it too,” he finally said. “I also do not want to see my homeland devastated by a war like that.”

“Nor, do I,” Meyer agreed. “Our children and grandchildren will suffer even more horribly than we are now. I would have never suspected Adi had that kind of evil in him. I always knew that he was a bit of an odd duck but never thought he was capable of that. I don’t want to see him lead our country to ruins.”

“Me neither,” Weber admitted. “I just had a hard time reconciling that Adi will be the cause of all that. Yet, we both saw those horrible visions or images of the future. We witnessed the doings of an evil man. There is no doubt about that.”

“Maybe we can keep that from happening,” Meyer suggested. “Maybe the future is not set in stone.”

Weber nodded. “Even that Gypsy said this was the future if things remained unaltered,” he said.

“That word unaltered bothers me terribly,” Meyer admitted, before pouring himself another drink.

“Me as well,” Weber confessed. “If it means what I think it means, then Adi must die.”

Meyer just shook his head. “You know what that means?” he asked, already knowing the answer. “It means, as horrible as it is, that we
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