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Imagine if you will an author that is such a Twilight Zone fanatic that he had to write another collection of short stories that are a tribute to Rod Serling and his seminal show. 

As with the previous two books in this series, the stories vary. These thirteen stories range from horror, science fiction, fantasy, thrillers, and more. Even with this variety of stories, there is still a horror or horrific element to them, whether it is supernatural, or the horror at the cost of ones’ own actions coming back to haunt them.

As I began writing this series, I already have several stories that were ready to go. Once I was under way, more stories came to me. So, naturally, I had to write them and add them to my series. Now, I have enough stories to fill about ten books.

In the process of writing them, it is amazing how many other ideas come to mind. Especially, when watch the old Twilight Zone. It seems to be my go-to show when I need to get my writing mojo back on track. 

Much like the Twilight Zone, I wanted my stories to be a potpourri of different styles, and genres. I also wanted them to take place in different places and times, with a variety of different characters in extraordinary situations. 

I hope that I have been able to do that.

I hope that you, the reader find that this particular collection of stories is as entertaining and engrossing as the previous two. This time around I have written more time-period stories that go from World War Two, to the Civil War and the Old West with Twilight Zone-like qualities to them. 

These are the ones I hope you like the best.

Hopefully, you will find the next books in this series worth reading and a little thought provoking as well. That is one of the things I strive for most. It is my goal to be as entertaining and compelling as possible. As a writer I want you to come back for more. 

Most of all, I hope that this is another and worthy tribute to Rod Serling and the Twilight Zone. He deserves no less than my best effort. For Rod Serling’s influence was what made me want to become a writer.

I hope you find this collection of short stories in this tribute to Rod Serling is considered as good and riveting as the others. 

I do try to put out as entertaining and interesting book as possible because I read the stories too. Like you I want to be entertained too, and if the story doesn’t grab me, then I know it will not appeal to you either.

I think I have done that. But the final judge is you.

Hopefully you, and of course Rod Serling as well his and the Twilight Zone fans find this worthy of being a good tribute. I feel that I owe it to him since he has been my biggest writing influence. 

He is the man that got me to want to tell stories like his.

So, submitted for your approval is my third book of the series, In Rod We Trust Again.
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The P-51 Mustangs strafing of the small supply convoy had been as lethal as it was effective. The column of vehicles and men were decimated and burning along the roadside in the Cotentin Peninsula of France. Multiple destroyed vehicles littered both sides of the road with several dead and wounded lying nearby.

Major Karl Becker lied in the tall grass wounded and unconscious several feet away from the Kubelwagen that he had been thrown from during the attack. His uniform was ripped and tattered and covered with dirt, while his sandy brown hair was matted with blood, sweat and grime.

The survivors, after gathering themselves, and checking on their dead and wounded slowly began to reorganize. Most of the men figured the P-51s were just hitting the deck, looking for targets of opportunity in order to use up their ammunition while on their return from escort duty on a bombing run to Germany.

The devastation of four P-51s attacking the small column was overwhelming to the men surveying the damage of the column.

This had been happening with much more frequency as spring was beginning to reach full bloom. Like the previous targets of other aerial attacks this one left death and devastation in their wake that was beginning to bleed the Wehrmacht Army dry on the Western Front.

Major Becker was barely conscious when medics finally got to him and began administering treatment. He could only groan as the medic began to treat his head wound and wrap some gauze bandages around his head.

“Is he alright?” asked Lieutenant Frederich Schlussel.

The medic finished wrapping the major’s head and nodded. “I think so,” he replied. “He needs to get to a field hospital where they can treat him better at the very least. Other than his head injury he doesn’t appear to have any other glaring wounds.”

“We have radioed for ambulances,” Schlussel explained. “We have several casualties.”

A sergeant ran up to the lieutenant. “Sir, we have twenty-seven dead and sixteen wounded,” he announced. “All but four of the vehicles are destroyed.”

The lieutenant shook his head in dismay. “Those damned Jabos did a number on us!” he spat in anger and disgust. “Now even the Mustangs are getting into the act along with the Thunderbolts and Tempest fighter bombers.”

“Where in the hell is the Luftwaffe?” the sergeant asked, his anger bubbling through his words.

“Unfortunately, those damned allies control the skies,” Schlussel replied. “Is there anything else, Sergeant?”

“Not at the moment,” the sergeant replied.

The Lieutenant nodded. “Thank you,” he responded. “Get the rest of the men ready. Leave six men to assist the medics. We’ll move out in fifteen minutes.”

“Yes, Lieutenant,” the sergeant remarked before heading off to assemble the men.

Major Becker was semi-conscious when Lieutenant Schlussel leaned over to speak to him. “Major, all of the other officers in the convoy have been killed,” he announced. “I will take the remainder of the column to the beach. We have an ambulance coming for you shortly.”

As Schlussel continued to speak, Major Becker once again slipped into unconsciousness.

The next thing Becker knew was that he was in a French Chateau that the German Army was using as a field hospital.

When Becker finally came out of his on-again-off-again semi-conscious state, he was greeted by an attractive blonde German nurse.

“Where..?” Becker grunted hoarsely, as he surveyed his room surroundings.

“So, you are finally back with us, Major,” she observed. “I am Heidi. I am your nurse. You have been in and out of consciousness for quite some time.”

“Where am I?” he finally managed to mutter, hoarsely and still a little groggy. “How long have I been here?”

“You are at the Chateau de Martragny,” the nurse named Heidi explained. “You have been here for a couple of weeks. This is our area field hospital.”

Becker looked at her still a bit confused. “Oh,” he muttered.

“Yes,” Heidi continued, as she checked his pulse. “Your convoy was attacked by some American fighter planes, and you received a very bad concussion. You have been in and out of consciousness ever since, for the better part of two weeks.”

“My God,” Becker groaned.

“I shall get a doctor to come in and check on you,” Heidi announced.

Becker just quietly nodded in agreement. He was too shocked and stunned at where he was as well as for how long.”

Soon the doctor and Heidi entered the room. “Good morning, Major!” the doctor exclaimed. “I see you have finally ended your slumber. I am Doctor Hansen. I have been treating you since you arrived. How are you feeling today?”

Becker took a deep breath then exhaled. “Better, I guess,” he replied. “My head and body still ache. So, I guess I am a little worse for wear.”

“Yes, that is understandable,” Dr. Hansen responded. “You were thrown from your vehicle a good distance I was told.” Hansen brought out an ophthalmoscope and proceeded to check Becker’s pupils. “You had a pretty severe concussion when you were first brought in. At first, we thought you had a fractured skull. But fortunately, you did not.”

“Really?” Becker asked.

“Yes,” Dr. Hansen “You were quite fortunate. Somehow you managed to avoid permanent scarring from your wounds. Also, almost thirty of your men were killed during the attack.”

“How soon will I be cleared for duty?” Becker asked. “I need to get back to my men.”

Dr. Hansen finished checking Becker over then put away his ophthalmoscope, He then looked Becker squarely in the eye. “That depends,” he stated. “The earliest that will be next week. I want to make sure your motor skills and coordination are fully regained and working before sending you back out.”

“Alright,” Becker replied. “So, when and how do I start working on that?”

“I will have Heidi bring you some food first,” Dr. Hansen explained. “You need to build your strength back up. You have been in bed for a couple weeks and need to get your stamina back up. I would say we start first thing in the morning after breakfast.”

“That is fine,” Becker replied. “Thank you, Doctor, for everything.”

“Good day, Major,” Dr. Hansen said. “I will be checking in on you again later.

Becker nodded as the doctor and his nurse left the room. He rubbed his eyes and head as they still throbbed a little. Becker could not believe that he had been in the hospital for a couple of weeks. He also wondered which of his men survived the attack.

“How had he survived the attack and so many of his men did not?” he asked himself.

After his meal, his nurse Heidi and an orderly came to help in out of bed to put him in a wheelchair. As Becker climbed out of bed, every muscle and joint in his body ached and screamed in pain. His two weeks in bed had weakened him.

The orderly helped Becker into his wheelchair. “There you go, Major,” he said. “I am Gunther, Sir. I will be helping you with your physical therapy.”

“Thank you,” Becker responded.

From there Heidi and Gunther wheeled him outside. Once outside, Becker, and two medical staff members were greeted by a warm spring day. Even in a wheelchair, Becker thought it felt good to be outside.

Better yet, it felt good to be alive. 

“Well at least it’s a pleasant day,” Becker observed.

The next morning shortly after breakfast, Becker was once again taken outside in his wheelchair. Gunther parked the wheelchair about ten meters from a large white pine.

“Do you think you can walk over to that tree?” Heidi asked, pointing to the white pine.

Becker looked at her and Gunther. “We will soon find out,” he replied.

Becker pushed himself up in his wheelchair and stood for a moment. He was a bit hesitant to move at first. He was almost afraid to, for fear of falling. His muscles ached and popped from the lack of use. However, his muscle memory soon kicked in and he felt in control of his movement. Finally, he took a step forward. It was soon followed by another and another. While somewhat weak, he felt alright. Soon, he was at the white pine, making his way back to Heidi and Gunther.

“How do you feel, Major?” Heidi asked.

“Good,” he responded with smile on his face.

“Very good, Major!” Heidi exclaimed.

Once he returned, to the spot where his wheelchair was, he decided to turn around and head back to the white pine. This time his movements were more fluid and not so stiff. He felt stronger. After a couple of more times, he ran back from the white pine.

He obviously felt much better.

“I need to get back to my men,” Becker stated. “I have been here too long.”

“That is for the doctor to decide,” Heidi explained. 

Becker nodded. He knew the doctor needed to make sure that he was fully recovered.

After another couple of days of walking and running further, Becker started to undertake a more rigorous physical regiment to get himself in shape to rejoin his unit.

“You’ve made quite a bit of progress in a short time,” Dr. Hansen observed. “I think we can release you tomorrow.”

“Why tomorrow?” Becker asked.

“It’s the Fuhrer’s birthday,” Dr. Hansen explained. “And we’re under orders to make sure all wounded soldiers are to partake in the celebration.”

“But I am no longer wounded,” Becker protested.

“That may well be, Major, but you are still under my care,” Dr. Hansen replied. “So, I outrank you on this.”

Becker grudgingly nodded in agreement. He knew they were both outranked on this.

The next morning Becker was set to be released. He was given a new, crisp, pressed uniform to change into. As Becker was gathering what few personal effects that he had, he was visited by his friends and fellow officers Captains, Hans Meisner and Peter Hartmann.

“Well, are you finished sleeping all day and malingering?” Meisner asked, as he grabbed Becker enthusiastically.

“We thought that we would come by and visit,” Hartmann added, as he patted Becker on the shoulder. “The previous times we visited you were asleep or only semi-conscious.”

“Well, I do apologize for that,” Becker replied. “But it is fortuitous that you are visiting since I am being released.”

“Really?” Meisner asked. “And here I was hoping we could help you chase some of the nurses around the hospital.”

“Well, they are kicking me out of here, so you both can give me a ride back to our units,” Becker replied. 

“I think we can accommodate you there,” Hartmann announced. “Our vehicle awaits.”

Becker looked around the hospital. He could not believe he had been there for weeks. It felt good to be leaving for his unit. That was where he belonged.

As Becker, Meisner, and Hartmann headed back to the Normandy coastline they saw the sky filled with hundreds upon hundreds of American bombers with their fighter escort heading towards Germany flying overhead.

Meisner who was driving stopped the Kubelwagen they were riding in and watched in awe. “My God,” he muttered. “There must be close to a thousand planes up there. It makes you wonder if the war is not already lost.”

Becker shot his friend a look. “You had better watch what you say,” he warned. “That sounds like defeatist talk, comrade.”

“He’s right,” Hartmann agreed. “Watch what you say and where you say it.”

“I know,” Meisner responded. “But ever since you were wounded, we have been getting strafed regularly and with impunity, I might add.”

“Well, not that much in our sector,” Hartmann said. “Well further back from the beach we have. We think the planes are just using up the last of their ammunition on the way back from bombing runs. The Pas de Calais has been getting pummeled.”

“Really?” Becker asked.

“Yes,” Hartmann replied. “It only seems natural since that is where the allies will most likely land when they try to invade the continent.”

“We believe they could be planning the invasion for there, sometime this summer,” Meisner added.

“Who did we lose when my convoy was hit?” Becker asked.

“You and Lieutenant Schlussel were the only two officers to survive,” Meisner replied. “We lost over thirty men from that attack, some died a few days later from their wounds.”

“That’s troubling,” Becker commented.

“Shall I continue?” Meisner asked. “Most of the planes have passed.

“Continue,” Becker responded, waving his right hand.

Meisner resumed driving. 

“You will be glad to get back,” Hartmann stated, his voice dripping with sarcasm. “When we have not been drilling for an invasion that will not happen here, we have been working on placing mines and other beach obstacles. It is all futile. But that is what General Rommel wants. So, we do it.”

“I guess being semi-conscious for a couple of weeks had its benefits,” Becker surmised. “It could be worse though, Peter. At least it’s not the Russian front.”

“That is true,” Hartmann agreed. “But this constant drilling and working on an area not expected to be attacked is just misusing our resources. Drill, drill, drill. That’s all we ever do.”

“So, why did you join the army then, Peter?” Becker asked.

“I thought I would see the world and be viewed as a great conqueror,” Hartmann said.

“Oh, that’s all,” Meisner commented.

“There was a long silent pause between the men. Then they looked at each other, smiled and broke out in laughter.

“I think you might have to wait a little longer before that happens,” Becker laughed.

“No defeatist talk, Major,” Hartmann joked. 

“Yes, I guess it is,” Becker laughed. “You had better tell the Gestapo.”

All three roared with laughter.

When they arrived back at their units, all three men were greeted by other officers and men.

“Welcome back, Major,” Colonel Wolfgang Seidl said, shaking Becker’s hand, after he saluted the colonel. “Glad you are back with us.”

“Thank you, sir,” Becker replied. “It is great to be back.”

“Well, there is no rest for the weary here, Major,” Colonel Seidl continued. “There is an inspection tomorrow. Of course, there will be generals and field marshals. So, I am glad that you are here.” 

“What do you need me to do, Sir?” Becker asked.

“Go to your men and make sure they are ready,” Colonel Seidl explained. “Lieutenant Schlussel will fill you in on the details. Meisner and Hartmann will take you there before they return to their men.”

“Yes, Sir,” Meisner replied. “We shall take him there.”

“Also, the inspection is at 0900 hours tomorrow,” Colonel Seidl announced. “Be ready.”

Once Becker returned and became reacquainted with the men, he began to get things in order. Becker checked on their ammunition stores and had the men do an inventory of food, ammunition, and other supplies. Becker then started to his paperwork.

“It’s good to have you back, Sir,” Lieutenant Schlussel said. “We weren’t sure you would be.”

“Thank you,” Becker replied. “How are we fixed for tomorrow. Are we ready?”

“I think we are alright, Major,” Schlussel admitted. “We have been drilling non-stop and working on the beach obstacles and defenses. I have the paperwork on my desk if you would like to check.”

“Thank you, no” Becker replied. “You are quite an efficient officer and have no doubt that everything is in order.”

“Thank you, Sir,” Schlussel responded.

The inspection began promptly at 0900 hours of which Becker, and all the other officers were part of. General Rommel was taking his position quite seriously. He would bark out periodically what he wanted and where he wanted it, with many of the junior officers taking notes.

It was the usual inspection with General Rommel and members of his command stating the need for more land mines and more beach obstacles at certain points and areas. He was not going to let the allies get any kind of a toehold in France, like they had in Italy.

The inspection went on for hours. Becker could not help but agree with General Rommel on much of this. He might have been wounded and out of commission for a time, but Becker had not lost his sense of command or knowledge of military strategy.

As the inspection ended, Becker stood on the bluff near one of their gun emplacements. He was surveying the beach area trying to visually get an idea where they were going to add mines and obstacles. Once the generals had left, he got the men together and began to implement the high commands plans.

The real work would start the next day.

Work on the beach defenses began immediately after breakfast. All the officers had their men working on everything from laying land mines, log ramps, hedgehogs, Belgian Gates as well as barbed and concertina wire. This kept everyone busy for hours.

As Becker stood on the shingle near the sea wall, his head began to throb. He rubbed his eyes at first hoping that would ease the throbbing. When that did not work, he began to rub his forehead. He closed his eyes as he rubbed both his eyes and forehead. He then blinked a few times then opened his eyes.

He then scanned the English Channel.

After a few moments, he saw the largest convoy of ships and transports heading directly towards them. Becker could not believe what he was seeing at first.

“Oh, my God,” he gasped, hoarsely.

Soon he could see almost every kind of ship there was. There were battleships, cruisers, destroyers, and multiple transports. It was an unbelievable sight. Soon all the warships began shelling the coastline and their positions. Becker hit the dirt to avoid the bombardment. He watched as shell dropped all around him. He looked out into the channel and saw landing craft approaching the beach.

Becker looked around frantically and saw the men going about their jobs without any notice or acknowledgment of the armada’s bombardment.

“Take cover!” Becker yelled, from the ground. “Take cover! Get off the beach and to your positions!”

The men looked at him in stunned silence and confusion.

“We’re under attack!” Becker continued to yell as he rose to his knees. “They’re coming! The invasion is coming.”

The men just continued to stare dumbfounded.

“What invasion?” a Sergeant finally asked.

“That one out there!’ Becker screamed, pointing in the direction of the channel. “Are blind? Are you...?”

The men turned and looked, seeing nothing. 

Becker looked out into the channel and saw nothing but the low tied waves rolling into the shoreline. There was no sign of any invasion force or armada.

“Are you alright, Major?” Lieutenant Schlussel asked.

Becker just sighed in exasperation. “Yes, yes,” he finally muttered. “I’m alright. Keep working.”

“Yes, Sir,” Schlussel replied.

The men stopped staring and went back to work. Becker just shook his head in confusion. He looked up and saw Colonel Seidl looking at him. He knew that the Colonel had witnessed the whole incident.

Becker just shook his head and went back to his next assignment.

Throughout the day Becker kept wondering if he was just experiencing possible side-effects with hallucinations from his concussion. The invasion had seemed so vivid and real to him. Then he wondered whether he was losing his mind. Either way he was troubled by it. 

He was not certain.

As Becker sat alone eating his lunch at a gun emplacement he looked back out into the channel. The high tide was rolling in and the men were either taking a break or working elsewhere. He was momentarily lost in his thoughts. 

Once again, Becker’s head began to throb, and he rubbed his forehead. He could tell something was happening to him. Time seemed to slow down, and everything went silent. Once again, he saw the large, allied armada heading towards their position. Once again, he could not believe its size.

He watched as the warships open fire on their positions. Shells began to rain down all around the German defenses. Becker hugged the ground close to some sandbags next to the gun emplacement. As Becker tried to look around to warn the others, he saw them causally going about their business without any acknowledgement by any of the men. 

Much to his disbelief they were completely oblivious to this.

After the barrage, he once again saw landing craft heading towards the beach.

“What is going on?” he asked himself. “How can they not see this?”

He knew something was wrong. This was not adding up to him. How could he be seeing these images? Becker rubbed his eyes, and the invasion force was suddenly gone.

There was nothing but total silence except for the waves crashing into the shore.

“Becker, Major Becker!” Colonel Seidl yelled, breaking up the silence.

Becker was snapped out of his short daydream. “Yes, Colonel” he replied.

“I need to speak to you, Major,” Seidl responded.

“Yes, Sir,” Becker said, standing up and heading towards Colonel Siedl. 

“Let’s go inside,” Seidl suggested. 

Both men headed inside Colonel Seidl’s bunker.

“Are you alright?” Seidl asked.

“Yes,” Becker replied. 

“Then what happened this morning?” Seidl asked. “Were you hallucinating?”

“I don’t really know, Sir,” Becker responded. “It must have been some side effects from my concussion, that is all. I am fine now.”

Colonel Seidl shook his head and looked at Becker handily. He knew Major Becker had been an excellent soldier with an impressive record, so he was not going to reprimand him. He feared that Becker might have been released too soon from the field hospital.

“Alright Major,” Colonel Seidl finally replied. “Get some rest. I want you on limited duty for a couple of days.”

“Yes, Sir,” Becker said.

Becker then headed to his bunker to rest. He took off his pistol belt and field cap and hung them on a chair next to his cot. While he had to admit that he was a little tired, it was no more than usual. He just could not explain what had happened to him.

As Becker closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep, he began to dream. He dreamed it was nighttime and he was outside. He saw hundreds upon hundreds of allied C-47’s flying overhead. Somehow
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