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Imagine if you will another tribute to the late, great Rod Serling and the legendary TV show The Twilight Zone. It is titled In Rod We Trust Forever! It is my fifth book and final book of the In Rod We Trust series. 

As with the previous four books in this series, the stories vary. Once again, these thirteen stories run the gamut of horror, science fiction, fantasy, thrillers, and more. There is only really a small horror element in four of them, otherwise the stories a laced with irony, karma, kismet, and the cost of ones’ own actions coming back to haunt them or in some cases help them. Anyway, I wanted them to be in the vein of the Twilight Zone. 

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. Originally, this was going to be a five-book series, then I toyed around with the idea of it being a seven-book series. Fortunately, I decided to limit it to five. I’ll save the others for something else later. For this is not the end of the Rod Serling influenced stories.

My main goal was to make these stories much like Twilight Zone episodes, while being as entertaining as possible for you to enjoy. I also wanted to do a fitting tribute to Rod Serling, and possibly make him as well as his fans proud.

Much like the Twilight Zone, I wanted my stories to be told in 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 also wanted to add a little subtle humor to some stories.

I hope that I have been able to do that.

I hope that you, the reader will find these stories as entertaining and engrossing as the previous four books. 

These are the ones I hope you like the best.

Hopefully, you will find the stories of In Rod We Trust Forever 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 pick up the book and not put it down until you have finished it.

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. He has made me a lifelong “Zoner”

I hope you find this collection of short stories in this tribute to Rod Serling is considered as good and riveting as the other books. Hopefully, with this and the other books you will be able to find your own personal “zone” and enjoy reading them. 

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

Hopefully, I have done that. But the final judge is you.

I hope that you, Rod Serling, 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 write stories like his.

So, submitted for your approval is my fifth book of the series, In Rod We Trust Forever!
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A hundred years.

God, I never expected to live so long.

Then again, who would?

I suppose you could say that I have almost seen it all. Maybe not all but I have seen a lot. I lived through the Great Depression and World War Two. Somehow, I made it through the war without getting a scratch. I was one of the very few lucky ones, I guess.  I have been fortunate to witness a lot in my lifetime. I have seen a world war, and lots of smaller conflicts, a president be assassinated, man reach the moon, the miraculous advances in technology, and all kinds of other events both great and terrible.

Hell, I even got to see the Beatles in person.

Yes, I have lived through a lot. For that matter I have done a lot too.

In all honesty, the one event, or experience that I can recall with almost crystal clarity was a bank robbery. Yes, a bank robbery. I was part of a bank robbery that was like no other. I wasn’t really part of it, but more like I was witness to it.

I was involved and there when it happened.

In all stories like this, I need to start at the beginning and give it some context.

Please forgive me, but I may digress here and there, so bear with me.

The roaring twenties had come to an abrupt end with Black Tuesday, on October 29th, 1929, and the start of the Great Depression.

This event, along with Prohibition earlier, helped to empower and embolden organized crime and its leaders like Al Capone, Lucky Luciano, and others. On top of that, the thirties and the depression also helped to create criminals like John Dillinger, Bonnie and Clyde, Pretty Boy Floyd, Baby Face Nelson, Ma Barker, and her boys, as well as others.

Eventually, it seemed like all of them were killed by 1934.

Anyway, getting back to my story, the depression put a lot of people out of work, including my father. My dad had been a construction foreman before he lost his job. Things were different then. There was no unemployment insurance like there is now. So, things were pretty damned tough not to mention bleak for a lot of people.

We were pretty lucky though.

Eventually, my dad was able to get a job as a maintenance man and part-time security for the First Baptist Bank and Trust in our small town. By today’s standards it was not much money, but back then it kept a roof over our heads, and food on the table.

So, it was really a lifesaver.

The First Baptist Bank and Trust eventually hired my mom’s brother-in-law, my Uncle Harry to be a full-time security guard. 

Looking back on it, I don’t know if Uncle Harry was an alcoholic, but I do know if he drank whiskey he was as mean as a snake. Anything else, like beer, wine, gin, or rum, he was fine. When he drank whiskey, he became abusive, and at times beat his wife, my Aunt Clare, and their kids. 

I never really did like him and kept my distance.

Anyway, with the stock market crash, there was a run on the banks, including the ones in our own small town.

Because of how the bank was situated and located in town, it sat between two roads that met like a large X, there was a lot of open area on one side. There were four doors to the bank building. The main front door between the two intersecting streets, the side door next to the parking lot, an employee entrance on the other side and a rear door for deliveries with a platform for armored cars. You see the bank was almost a diamond shaped building.

The bank manager, Mr. Evan Parker, let the farmers sell or barter their goods in the parking lot next to the bank. It was mostly on weekends. He also allowed it during the week early in the morning before the bank opened.  

Soon, some of the townspeople began to give hot meals and food to the more downtrodden and poorer people in the community. Our pastor Jameson Wellesley said a brief prayer before the start of each day there.

At one point some of the farmers that were not fans of Prohibition began to sneak in some of their homemade hard cider and corn liquor to pass around. This was usually done on Saturday’s only and amongst the men.

My dad always said there might be prohibition but, every now and then a man needs a drink to help him cope with things and forget about the harsh realities of life for a while.

This type of thing led to the First Baptist Bank and Trust to be affectionately called The First Baptist Bar and Grill by some.

Not surprisingly Pastor Wellesley frowned on this activity, and he began to lecture the men on the evils of alcohol. He also thought the food being distributed was acceptable for people in the community only and worried about this kind of thing attracting outsiders, hobos, and other undesirables to our town.

Some of the men were not fond of being lectured to by the pastor, and thought it was terrible that it took the bank manager and some of the mothers in town to think of the hot food and farmers bartering their goods as opposed to the pastor and the church. They thought the pastor and the church could have and should have done more during these times.

Some stopped going to church all together over this.

So, after a few years it is 1934. The Feds were able to get Al Capone on tax evasion and now there were some notorious bank robbers and criminals to deal with.

Little did we know, but four criminal gangs had set their sights on the First Baptist Bank and Trust. 

We had always expected it to be someone like John Dillinger or Bonnie and Clyde, or some other cold-blooded killers, but never four different and desperate gangs. 

Still, just the same four gangs of people willing to kill over money was bad enough.

I guess it all really started when my Uncle Harry went to one of those speakeasy joints in the city. The problem was when my Uncle Harry got drunk, he tended to brag and embellish how important his job was as full-time security at the bank. To make himself sound better he bragged that it was his responsibility to protect thousands of dollars in a small-town bank.

Apparently, either gang members or their friends, and associates heard this and passed the word onto the gangs and other members.

That’s where it started.

From there the rumor spread and the four gangs eventually converged on to our small town. They were like flies drawn to a sugar cake.

With information like this, it was too tempting for them not to try.

Looking back on it, the four gangs were really a bunch of wannabes. They were like four versions of the gang that could not shoot straight. A danger to themselves and us, but still a danger.

They still had to be taken seriously.

I learned about most of them after the fact. I was curious and needed to know more, and eventually did research to learn more about them.

The worst and most notorious and experienced of the bunch had been a gang from the east, run by a career criminal named Roger Stanton. He had several priors for robbery and assault. He was the leader.

His gang was also as bad. They had all met in prison.

His next in command was a criminal named Dwight Hanley. He had a record of robbery, assault, and was suspected of murder.

Rounding out the Stanton gang was Howard Blankenship, Russell Kirkland, and Ralph Norton. All three had been in jail or prison at one time for everything from grand theft auto, larceny, robbery, and a myriad of other offenses.

The funny thing was none of their robberies were ever for more than fifteen hundred dollars. They had always seemed to rob places with little or no money. They did manage to get weapons from an armory, so they were the best armed of the four gangs.

Next was a gang from Southeastern Louisiana, that my dad called a bunch of hillbillies. They were officially known as the Deveraux-Domergue Gang. They supposedly were related to some Confederate raiders back in the Civil War. Given how unsuccessful they were these men must have been related to the rejects or weak links of those Confederate raiders.

Anyway, they were originally some backwoods moonshiners that had some minor success with petty theft that turned their sights onto making a bigger score.

The authorities surmised that a couple of the gang members could not read, or had a lot of trouble reading, because their getaway driver parked on the wrong street or place, forcing the others to run some distance to find them before finally getting away.

The gang was run by Jordy Devereaux and Lester Domergue who were first cousins. The gang included friends Kirby Donaldson, Jesse Grossner, and Hoke Beauregard. 

The third gang was a bunch of guys from Kansas and Iowa. They were pissed off casualties of the “Dust Bowl” that was lashing out at the government, the banks, and just about anyone else.

The gang called themselves the Dust Bowl Raiders or the Dust Bowl Bastards.

Two World War One buddies, Sanford “Sandy” Jennings and Kirk “The Jerk” Bunton ran the outfit. They were joined by friends and compatriots Elliot Fister, Vernon Toffler, Elmo Furlong, and Roddy Pryce.

They had managed to get a couple of armored cars. They had not killed anybody and were still considered armed and dangerous.

Last, but not least was the Brimhauer Gang. They were like the Ma and Pa Kettle of the crime world.  They were truly a mom, and pop organization run by parents Everett and Evelyn Brimhauer. They were referred to as Ma and Pa Brimhauer.

Evelyn Brimhauer wanted to be like Ma Barker, but she definitely came up short in that regard.

Their children, sons, Daniel, Jacob, and Sam, along with their sister Casey robbed mom and pop stores, and other businesses throughout the Midwest. Even with that they barely made enough in their robberies to be considered very successful.

Anyway, all four of these gangs got wind of the story that there was a lot of money in our small-town bank and converged on it.

I remember that day, clear as a bell. It was Wednesday, May 23, 1934.

From the start, everything seemed off that day. My dad woke up late, which he never did. I know that he and mom were, well, you know, together that night. Both woke up later than usual.

Mom made us a quick breakfast, and dad then headed out to the bank after nine a.m. that day. Usually, he was out of the house by seven or seven-thirty.

We did not have school that day because our teacher Mrs. Kelly was sick with the flu or something like that. As a kid we did not care, it got us out of school. We figured we would be out the rest of the week.

Anyway, my dad forgot his lunch. My mom said I had to take it to him after I did my morning chores. 

I did not find out until later that my Uncle Harry went out the night before and got plastered with some friends. He did not get home until right before he was supposed to go to work. This was not the smartest thing to do, but it was typical of him. At least that is what some of us remember about him.

My parents thought he was an asshole, and he was right to the end.

That being said, my dad arrived at the bank. He let himself in the side door like he always did and proceeded to start sweeping and mopping the floor.

A few minutes later, the teller, Mr. Morey Templeton, arrived. He told my dad that Mr. Parker would not be in due to a death in his family.

Sorry, once again I have deviated from the story. Anyway, whether it was through pure, dumb, blind luck, or in this case misfortune or God’s providence and plan, each of the four gangs entered the bank through different doors. 

But forgive me, I am a hundred and getting ahead of myself.

Not long after my dad left for work, our neighbor Violet Bickerstaff stopped by to tell my mother that that our own small-town sheriff George Crabtree had died suddenly that morning. I can’t remember how exactly but I think it was a heart attack. He had been our sheriff for thirty years. I always remembered him always smoking cigars like a chimney. He always had one in his mouth. So, that could have been a contributing factor.

But that was just another one of those strange things that happened that day.

So, after my mom sends me to the bank to give my dad his lunch, the bank had only been open for a couple of hours. The only people in it were me, my dad, my uncle Harry, and Mr. Templeton.

My dad was working on a door to an office when I arrived with his lunch.

Before I could leave it seemed like all four gangs burst through each door yelling “Hands up!” or Stick ‘em up!” or “Get ‘em up!” while pointing several weapons at us and each other as well.

For the four of us, it was a mix of shock, surprise, fright, and confusion. There were like twenty people in the bank at one time other than us.

For the gangs their faces appeared to be surprised, confused, and quite irritated.

There was like a huge Mexican standoff amongst the gangs with all kinds of different guns pointed at each other as well as us. It was an intense sight with Tommy Guns, BAR’s, rifles, shotguns, and pistols aimed at everybody.

It was also the first time I heard certain swear words like the “F” word and other derogatory names thrown about.

“I think you amateurs are mistaken!” Roger Stanton exclaimed, as he pointed his Tommy gun back and forth. “This is our bank job!”

“The Hell it is!” Jordy Devereaux argued, aiming his shotgun back and forth.

“Yeah,” Ma Brimhauer agreed, pointing her pistol at different people. “This is our claim!”

“Nobody asked you, you ugly old battleaxe!” Stanton growled, pointing his Tommy gun. “Or you either hillbilly!”

“Whoa!” Sandy Jennings barked, as he swung his sawed-off BAR back and forth. “Who the fuck are you? Who the Fuck are you to give orders here?”

“Yeah, maybe it’s you that needs to leave asshole,” Pa Brimhauer argued.

“Who are you calling a battleaxe, you Goddamn shithead?” Ma Brimhauer snapped.

“You,” Stanton yelled. “You, dumb bitch!”

“You don’t stop calling my wife names, I am going to shoot you, right here, you Goddamned sonofabitch!” Pa Brimhauer exclaimed, as he pointed his rifle at Stanton. “You don’t call ladies names like that!”

“If she’s a lady, then I’m a Goddamned monkey’s uncle!” Russell Kirkland snapped, which caused some of the different gangs’ members to chuckle.

“You dirty sonofabitch!” Pa Brimhauer exclaimed.

“Shut up, you old bastard!” Stanton warned. “You ain’t doing shit! Me and the boys will take every last one of you out! This is our job!”

“You just try that you loud-mouthed Yankee!” Lester Domergue snapped pointing his sawed-off shotgun at different people. “We’ll shoot back!”

Stanton just glared, as a sinister smile spread across his face.

“Gentlemen,” my dad announced. “I don’t care who gets what money is in this bank, and have no bone to pick with any of you, but can my son leave here, before any shooting breaks out?”

All the gangs momentarily looked over at me, then at each other. They could see I was a kid. But they also could see I was old enough to warn the authorities about this robbery as well.

“Sure,” Ma Brimhauer said, before anybody else. “We’ve got no beef with a kid.”

“Now, just hold the fuck on!” yelled Dwight Hanley, as he held a Tommy gun. “First thing that kid is doing is running home and someone is calling the authorities! No dice! So, open up the safe bank teller.”

“I’m afraid those assholes are right,” Kirk “The Jerk” Bunton agreed as he held his shotgun. “Nobody leaves here except us and with the money.”

“There’s one problem, shithead,” Stanton responded. “We are leaving with the money. Not any of you! Not even that ugly, old, bitch, and her even uglier daughter.”

“Stay low to the floor,” my dad whispered to me softly.

I did. I got as low to the floor as humanly possible.

“That tears it!” Pa Brimhauer snapped, as he turned his rifle towards Stanton. 

“Start blasting boys!” Ma Brimhauer ordered.

Before Pa Brimhauer could shoot, Stanton shot him several times with his Tommy gun. Ma Brimhauer screamed and fired at Stanton, hitting him in the head with her pistol.

Soon everybody else opened fire on each other. It was like a huge battle inside the bank with the robbers shooting each other, some several times. It was surreal and unbelievable. Bullets and blood flew everywhere. It was a gruesome mess since everything was at reasonably close range with hardly any cover for anyone to hide behind. It was like a mix of the shoot-out at the O.K. Corral, the St. Valentine’s Day Massacre, and a small war with all the shooting going on.

It was a damned slaughter.

My dad pushed me to lie down on the floor, as he pushed us to try and crawl towards one of the offices. I caught glimpses of Ma Brimhauer being shot several times, and half of Dwight Hanley’s head being blown off by a shotgun blast.

Before he could duck for cover, Mr. Templeton had been shot by several errant bullets as well. Sadly, he had just opened the safe and was dead before he hit the floor.

I, for one did not have much time to dwell on it, or anything else, as we were just trying to escape and survive. We crawled to one of the nearby offices, occasionally turning to look at what was going on.

Uncle Harry still more drunk than sober thought he would try to take advantage of the confusion and carnage, pulled out his service revolver probably hoping to shoot some of the bank robbers and be a hero.

My dad yelled, “Harry no!”

But that was to no affect. One of the other gang members yelled “It’s a bank Dick!” about Uncle Harry, and he was shot by several different gangs’ guns all at once. There was not much left of him after that. It looked like he was shot a hundred times.

My dad and I finally managed to crawl and hide behind some heavy oak desks in one of the banks’ offices. I knew that I was scared but being with my dad had somehow made me feel better. After what seemed like several minutes, but was only a matter of moments, we heard sirens outside getting closer as the shooting continued.

Soon, the shooting was less intense and loud, as there were fewer gunmen still firing their weapons. At this point we could even hear some of them moaning and groaning in pain while others were swearing and cursing the others that had shot them.

After what seemed like an eternity, there was finally silence.

In some ways, the silence was worse than the loud shooting we had been in the middle of earlier. The silence was eerie and unsettling. We could hear muffled coughing and sniffling as well as continued moaning and groaning by those that were on the bank floor wounded and dying. 

“Stay down,” my dad said, as he slowly got up to look around and check on things.

“Come out with your hands up!” came a voice outside from a Police bullhorn. “This is the police!”

There was silence.

After a minute or two my dad came back for me. “Come on,” he said, as he pulled me out from under a desk.

I obediently obeyed and followed him back out into the bank lobby. Once out in the lobby, I was shocked and morbidly curious. I had never seen that much blood or carnage before. The bank lobby was strewn with dead bodies as well as the dying and wounded. I knew that this was something I should not be seeing, but deep down, I knew that I had to also witness it.

Even though it was horrific, somehow, I knew that I had to remember this. I had to be a witness to it.

As I passed through the lobby, one of the Devereaux-Domergue gang, I think it was Lester Domergue grabbed ahold of my leg, stopping me. He was shot at least three times, none of which were somehow fatal.

“Hey boy,” he muttered. “How much money is in this bank. I want to know if this was worth it.”

“I don’t know,” I shrugged.

My dad saw this and came over, “He doesn’t know,” he explained.

“Find out,” Domergue muttered. “I got to know. After all this I got to know.”

We both then saw another gang member hobble his way to a chair and sit down. He too was wounded. It was a man that was later identified as Russel Kirkland from the Stanton gang. “Can you tell us how much money was in there?” he asked my dad. “I hate to think this was all for naught.”

My dad quietly nodded. For some reason he helped one of the Brimhauer kids up to another chair. It was Sam Brimhauer, the youngest son. He was less than ten years older than I was. He then helped Casey Brimhauer to a chair next to him.

Still leaning against the lobby wall was Vernon Toffler of the Dust Bowl Raiders Gang. “Sonofabitch,” he muttered.

“I will check,” my dad said. My dad made his way to the safe. He walked inside and came out with a small metal tray. In it was two five-dollar bills. A total of ten dollars. He sat the tray down at one of the teller booths. “There is exactly ten dollars here.”

“What?” Domergue exclaimed. “Ten dollars? You’ve got to be shitting!”

My dad just shook his head negatively.

“Goddammit,” muttered a badly wounded Elliot Fister. “We shot each other all to hell, for ten Goddamn dollars? What the hell? Ten Goddamn dollars. That’s a paltry thing to die for. How stupid, how stupid.”

Fister then slumped down, dead.

“Ten dollars!” Toffler exclaimed. “Jesus Christ! I’ve got more money in my Goddamn wallet! What a Goddamn waste!” 

“That Goddamn Bank Dick told people he was guarding thousands of dollars,” Kirkland muttered. “He said there was thousands upon thousands of dollars in here.”

“He lied,” my dad said. “He was trying to make himself look more important. He had a bad habit of doing that.”

“That’s a hell of a price for vanity,” Domergue commented.

“It’s a hell of a price for anything,” my dad said, correcting him. “Especially for all this. Especially for ten dollars.”

“Ain’t that the truth,” Kirkland agreed, seething in pain from his wounds.

I walked over and stood next to my dad. He placed his hand around me, protectively.  

“Come out with your hands up!” the police called through the bullhorn again.

“Hold on,” my dad said. “Stay here, I am going to tell
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