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Submitted for you approval...for the fourth time.

Another thirteen stories as a fourth tribute and homage to the late, great, Rod Serling and his seminal show The Twilight Zone. Naturally, being the Zoner geek that I am, I had to do another book. This is the fourth of a five-book series. I had more than enough material, so I wanted to show my appreciation to Mr. Serling for his influence on me.

As with the previous books the stories vary. They venture into different realms such as fantasy, horror, science fiction, romance, and even humor, albeit a little darker than before but humor, nonetheless.

After writing the first book in this series I knew I had more than enough stories for other books. In fact, I had enough for a series. This is the fourth book of that series. I found a lot of my short stories’ ideas had a Twilight Zone style to them, no matter the genre or style.

As with the other books, 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, uncanny, 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. 

It definitely helped with my creative process and overall writing.

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.

Most of all I want to make Rod Serling proud and his fans happy with 

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 genres and storylines. I wanted the weird and the whimsical, along with the strange and the wonderful, as well as everything else in between. Hopefully, they are as entertaining as the ones in the first three books of this series. I want the stories to not only be entertaining but a little thought-provoking as well. Hopefully, I was able to achieve that again with In Rod We Trust...Some More. 

While I always lean towards entertaining, it does not hurt to emulate Rod Serling and his messages and lessons in many of his stories. He was ahead of his time and right in a lot of his observations. Television’s angry man left an indelible mark.

Hopefully, I have done Rod and his seminal television series justice. I have tried to make him proud. 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 books and this fourth tribute to Rod Serling and the Twilight Zone.

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 fourth tribute to Rod Serling as worthy a tribute as the other three. 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, shadows and substance, and things and ideas, that are an entertaining and respectful tribute to Rod Serling and the Twilight Zone.

Submitted for your approval, In Rod We Trust. Some More.
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It was getting late.

For David and Barbara Marshall, the drive had been long, tedious, and stressful.

It had also been highly disappointing, personally frustrating, and at times quite unpleasant. A weekend getaway to try and rekindle some vestiges of love, romance, and togetherness had not just fallen flat but been up to this point a dismal failure.

As they drove home, both remained silent for much of the way, with both not knowing what to say or do after over twenty years of marriage. Somehow their personal connection and bond had slowly slipped or faded away the last few years.

The trip had been an effort to try and make their marriage work.

The emotions of sadness, anger, and frustration filled them as they lay witness to the slow and gradual disintegration of their marriage. While there had been cracks in the veneer of their relationship the past few years, they somehow muddled through, trying to keep their marriage intact and their family together.

Now that their children were for the most part adults, there did not appear to be anything keeping them together. The pressures and changes of middle-age, their careers, finances, their adult children, and other outside influences, had hit them like a 2X4, and the pain this caused was wearing on them.

Both at differing times suffered in silence from their own personal and professional battles. Neither knew or realized what the other was going through and the anger from these frustrations was usually reserved for each other.

Barbara was mad that David did not anticipate more of what she wanted or needed, and he thought it was better to leave her alone for fear of saying and doing the wrong thing. Since that was all, he seemed to be capable of anymore. 

To David it seemed like everything he did or did not do, just pissed her off and started another argument. He just wanted the animosity to end. It was almost like a never-ending cycle of anger and frustration broken up by periods of quiet tolerance and resentment.

Now as David drove their black Ford Expedition home both wondered in silence if it was all over. Both felt as if they had failed.

Both were filled with thoughts about different scenarios and what they should do next. Only uncertainty kept them from knowing how to proceed.

They generally argued over the typical household things such as kids, money, plans, etc. However even then it was only on occasion. For a while, the arguments had escalated to the point there was at least one major one a week with some smaller ones. Then at some point the arguing stopped. Both were too tired and drained to fight any more. 

But the silence was worse.

Both had in a sense quit.

Surrendering their marriage to the isolation of silence and despair.

Neither were happy about it, but at least it was a kind of peaceful truce for now. The problem was, this truce was filled with nagging doubts, sadness, and foreboding.

The thought of calling it quits after over twenty years did not really appeal to them either, but they also wondered if that was not their only recourse.

Despite that, David and Barbara still had sex. But that was more out of need than desire and more about sex than lovemaking. Even after twenty years, three kids and four pregnancies that had been one thing they were still quite compatible at.

Even then, it still felt like a spousal duty than want and desire.

Both were still attractive while being in their mid-forties. They had made an attractive couple throughout the years. They both had aged quite well, maintaining their good looks through a healthy and active lifestyle. David was tall, lean and in decent shape. His brown hair had barely any gray in it. Barbara was shorter, blonde, and still quite shapely. She complained about being ten to twenty pounds heavier than when they first met, but David still thought she looked great in a swimsuit or evening wear. She had managed to stay in equally good shape.

Even David had to admit if they did eventually split up, Barbara would be a hard act to follow. Barbara felt the same way. David had been a good and involved father and husband despite his busy schedule.

Both knew the other was not a bad person, but somehow, they, their lives and situation had changed. But now, in the present neither was very happy, and at times both were quite miserable.

It was as if they were watching their marriage crumble and dissolve before their eyes without knowing what to do about it or being able to do anything at all.

Both felt trapped and helpless.

There were still traces of love, but those seemed miniscule in comparison to all the rest.

David kept driving as Barbara remained silent. This silence made his drive that much longer and tougher. He would occasionally look over at her and give a weak smile. Barbara would return the equally weak and sad smile.

The feeling of loss and emptiness filled them. All they could do was take a breath and exhale in sadness. 

With every mile they became closer to home, an almost overwhelming sadness began to fill them.

David continued to drive despite this.

“Can we stop at a gas station?” Barbara asked a few minutes later.

“Sure,” David replied. “Do you have to use the bathroom?”

“Yes,” Barbara answered.

“I’ll stop at the first one we can find,” David said.

A few minutes later, David wheeled their vehicle into a Shell Service Center. He slowly, pulled up to the curb and parked. Barbara got out of the vehicle, closed the door then headed inside. David sat for a moment before heading inside as well.

While Barbara was using the restroom, David decided to get them something to drink. He thought about coffee but decided against it since the coffee that was in the gas stations’ pots looked like it had been there for quite some time. He then settled on a couple of Cokes.

He bought them and headed back outside to their Explorer. A few minutes later, Barbara joined him.

“Here,” David said, as he presented Barbara the Coke. “I thought we could use something to drink.”

“No coffee?” Barbara asked, as she took the Coke from him.

David shook his head. “No,” he replied. “It looked like it had been there for hours.”

“Probably days,” she suggested with a smile on her face.

Barbara’s smile made David feel a little better. At least she smiled a little.

Both climbed back in the Expedition. David then wheeled them out of the parking lot. Once out of the lot, he pulled up to a light. As he idled at the light, David looked over and saw an old, abandoned drive-in. 

It was the Skylark Drive-In.

The drive-in had been where they had gone on their first date and many other ensuing dates afterward.

“Oh, my God, that’s the old Skylark Drive-in,” David exclaimed, surprised by how it looked.

“Oh, my God, it is,” Barbara gasped, as she looked over at the drive-in.

From where they sat at the light, David and Barbara could see there were panels of the outside metal and wood fence missing, as well as gaps and holes in the panels that were still there. Many of the panels that were in place were covered with all kinds of graffiti. The ticket booths’ glass and doors were missing and the large sign that spelled our Skylark in bright lights was now faded and missing its bulbs.

He noticed the partially broken and dangling, off-center letters spelling ‘Now Showing’ on the marquee.

Weeds, tall grass, and brush was crawling up the outside wall all around the drive-in. Through the missing panels they could see weeds and brush and even a few small trees growing inside the drive-in.

All David could do was shake his head sadly and groan.

Barbara nodded in agreement. She thought it was almost symbolic of their marriage and how things had deteriorated.

Once the light turned green, David started to move forward. He then on a whim, decided to turn into the Skylark’s entryway.

“What are you doing?” Barbara asked, a bit irritated. “Home is that way.”

“I know,” David responded. “But I want to check the drive-in out. Maybe I am being nostalgic, but I just want to see how it looks. So, please bear with me on this. We did go on our first date here. I just want to see it for memories sake.”

“You are only going to be disappointed,” Barbara snapped.

David just lowered his head. “Probably. But I just want to see it. So please bear with me. It will only be a few minutes. Surely, we can spare that.”

“Alright,” Barbara replied, certain it was merely delaying the inevitable.

David wheeled their Expedition slowly down the old theatre’s entryway. They soon passed the dilapidated ticket booths. Once past the ticket booths, they rounded the corner and were inside the drive-in. 

Once inside the darkened parking area of the drive-in, David slowed down. They could see the old concession stand and film booth. It was old, covered in graffiti and had no doors on it. It was basically in shambles. The structure was surrounded by hundreds of old, unused speaker posts, many of which were without speakers, standing erect like in rows, as if in a formation.

David and Barbara looked around in curiosity and sadness since they had spent a fair amount of time there in their younger days.

“Wow,” David muttered as he drove down the rows.

“I told you that you would be disappointed,” Barbara remarked.

“I know,” David replied, glumly. “I don’t know why but I just had to see the old place. Maybe to say goodbye.”

As he turned out of one row and into the one behind it, he pulled into a spot with a slightly raised mound. The headlights of their Expedition shone brightly on the drive-ins large screen.

“I’m surprised to see the screen is as intact as it is,” Barbara commented. “It’s still in good shape.”

David nodded in agreement. “Yeah,” he said. “That is surprising.”

David hit reverse and backed out of the spot.

“Where are we going now?” Barbara asked.

“I thought I would pull into our old spot,” David replied.

“Why?” Barbara asked. “I imagine it is still there and looking like the rest of this place. If you’re thinking or rekindling some kind of memories, where we make-out and screw in the car you’ve got another thing coming.”

“I just wanted to see it,” David explained. “For old time’s sake, I guess. Call me nostalgic. I just want to see it.”

“Well, hurry up with the nostalgia kick,” Barbara snapped. “Because as far as I am concerned there is nothing to see here. This is just a place from another time in our lives. A past we cannot get back or return to.”

David just took a deep breath and exhaled, sadly, as he headed to the spot where they always parked towards the back of the drive-in. Once he reached the row and the general vicinity he pulled into a spot.

David then looked around. He noticed there was still a speaker on the post. David looked around some more. “Yeah, I believe this is the spot,” he surmised as he turned off the ignition.

“Good,” Barbara snapped. “We found the actual spot. The spot where we used to make out and screw in when we were young and horny. Great! So, are we done with this trip down memory lane? Because, I have had enough of nostalgia and want to go home.”

David took a deep breath and exhaled, nodding in acknowledgement. “Do you have to say it like that?” he asked. “I know you are right. But I just wanted to see a place where we had some great memories.”

“It’s just a side trip in denying the inevitable,” Barbara stated.

David looked over at Barbara. “And what is the inevitable? I’d like to know what that is exactly.”

“Don’t pretend you don’t know,” Barbara said, becoming angry, as tears welled up in her eyes. “We’ve been dancing around this for too long. Neither one of us want to be the first one to admit it’s over. Our memories have been the only thing keeping us together this long, and you know it. Neither of us are happy. We’re not getting along anymore.”

“So, are you saying we should call it quits?” David asked. “Tell me what you want to do.”

Barbara wiped her tear-filled eyes. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “We are both unhappy and miserable. I don’t know what else to do. I cannot think of any alternatives.”

“Maybe you’re right,” David snapped. “Maybe we’re too far gone and there is nothing else we can do. I need to think.”

David then got out of the Expedition and slammed the door. Barbara could see that he was angry and upset as he leaned against the vehicle looking forward.  He rubbed his face and continued to stand there. Barbara knew that he was every bit as tired of all this as she was. 

The fact that he finally agreed with her and admitted she just might be, right surprised her. She was taken aback by his confession. This was the first time she had heard him say anything about this over the course of their not getting along.

The fact that he said this frightened her a little.

Barbara began to cry.

After a few minutes, David climbed back into the Expedition. “Okay,” he said, with a curtness in his voice. “Let’s go home. We can work out the details of all this in the morning.”

Barbara wiped her eyes. “Okay,” she said, softly, with the realization that their marriage might really be finally over.

Before David could turn on the ignition, the large drive-in screen lit up before the two of them. The next thing to happen was romantic music began to blare out of the speaker as a movie started to play on the screen.

“What the he..?” David muttered.

The words “Now Showing” were plastered across the white screen with bright yellow letters as if at a movie premier. After a few moments, the words faded out, replaced by the words “Our Feature Presentation.”

“What is going on?” Barbara demanded to know.

“I don’t know,” David replied.

“Barbara looked over at David. “Come on!” she spat. “You must know something. You brought us here. You’re the one that had a sudden desire to go down memory lane. So, what gives?”

David looked over at her. “I honestly don’t know,” he responded, looking her directly in the eye, with concern and uncertainty.

Barbara could tell by the look on his face he was telling the truth. She had known him too long and too well to not be able to tell, as the romantic music played.

Before she could say anything else, the words “Our Story” filled the screen. 

The next thing they saw were their names on the big screen in large bold letters.

As the film progressed, it opened with their much younger selves and the first time they met, which had been a friend’s party. He was friendly and a little awkward in his approach, but Barbara had liked him right away. When the younger David finally got up the nerve to ask her out, she smiled and happily accepted without hesitation.

David and Barbara looked at each other with shock and uncertainty about what was going on as well as them seeing their younger selves up on the large drive-in screen. Neither one knew what to say or do, except to continue watching what was being presented before them.

Their very first date had them show up to the drive-in to watch a comedy double feature of Matinee and Loaded Weapon, which had been released two years earlier. David had picked her up in his old 1981 Grand Le Mans, that he affectionately called the “Brown Bomber” David and his buddies had snuck some friends into the drive-in before he met Barbara by hiding them in the trunk. 

While it was a battered, rusting hulk of a vehicle that still ran very well it had a large comfortable interior, which they later used to their advantage.

“Wow” David muttered. “What a jalopy.”

Barbara looked over at David. “How many times do you think we made love in that Brown Bomber of yours?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” David replied, trying to remember. “Ten or twelve?”

“Try again,” Barbara countered. “It was twenty-two times. I was surprised at how comfortable it was to do what we did in there. It certainly was big enough.”

David smiled and nodded. “It sure was,” he agreed.

They watched as their younger selves cuddled, laughed, and held each other while watching the movies. This was occasionally broken up by periods of necking.

Once the movies ended, David took Barbara out to a restaurant to eat some food before taking her home. He asked her for another date before she kissed him goodnight.

The movie then showed their other dates, where they totally ignored the same movie while they made out and eventually made love in the backseat of the car. By then it was apparent things had gotten quite hot and heavy and their relationship had grown more intimate.

The movie continued to show other dates where they had eventually ended up making love.

“God, we were so young then,” Barbara reflected. “I almost feel like I was like an easy slut back then.”

David looked over at her. “No, you were not,” he said firmly. “You were anything
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