


EPISODE #14: Newsworthy
New York: May 3, 2035

“It’s May 3rd, 2035. I’m Lydia Lewis and this is a Station One Intelligence Report.

“Tensions in Asia are mounting. Sources at the Pentagon have informed Station 

One the Chinese military is carrying out major operations to route out Resistance 

fighters in the Jade Mountains and a long the Taiwanese western shore. Satellite 

imagery shows large convoys of Chinese tanks and armor moving toward suspected 

hideouts. There is still no confirmation whether an alleged NATO unit was behind 

last month’s altercation leading to the shoot down of a Chinese fighter jet over 

the East China Sea.

“On the frontlines of South America’s Drug War, rebels accused of having links 

to The Revolution ambushed a Brazilian army division en route to assist Ecuador’s 

security forces. The ambush left twenty dead and over fifty wounded. Inside 

Ecuador, fighting raged near Quito where a dozen large explosions rang out early 

this morning. 

“Brazil’s minister of defense warned the situation was nearing anarchy along 

its northern border� as he ordered several thousand additional troops to 

secure hotspots alongside Venezuela. Already, an estimated ten thousand people 

are dead from fighting in Venezuela alone, and over two hundred thousand 

people have been displaced. 

“Defense Secretary Auten released a statement defending America’s policies 

in the region and voiced support for the South American Defense Pact signed last 

month in Rio de Janeiro. Auten declared the United States would increase its naval 

presence in the region and offered additional assistance for transporting food and 

much-needed medical supplies. The United States has sent over nine hundred 

million dollars in food and medical aid while taking in thirty thousand refugees 

left homeless from the Drug Wars. 

“In the European Union, panic is spreading through many communities after 

street battles with police left more than one hundred people dead or wounded in 
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Barcelona, Frankfurt, Prague, Milan, and several other cosmopolitan centers. The 

Italian interior minister said he’d never seen such blatant attempts by the mafia to 

openly confront state authorities. The EU issued a security warning to its member 

states and blamed most violence on criminal elements coming from outside the 

EU. The Revolution is suspected of either masterminding or supporting the spike 

in violence.

“In the United States, President Hawthorne is expected to sign into law the 

controversial new terrorism legislation granting the National Guard authority over 

U.S. gangs branded as terror organizations. Following the brutal execution of three 

more Chicago police officers who arrested powerful gang members, the bill has 

overwhelming public support. 

“There is no word from the White House on whether the president will attend 

the historic ten-year-anniversary of the Holy Land Accords in Jerusalem later this 

month. I’m Lydia Lewis and this has been your Station One Open Source Intelligence 

update.”
“Cut! Good job, Lydia,” said Damien, the station program manager.

      “Thanks, D.” Lydia collected her notes, shuffling them into a neat stack on her 

desk. A technician ran up and helped her unlatch the microphone chip connected 

to her dress. Lydia abhorred being plugged in behind a desk. The investigative part 

of being a journalist was what she loved. She had been relegated to reporting from 

behind the desk since her exposé on The Revolution stirred controversy. Her 

career never fully recovered, even though recent events around the world gave 

credence to much of what critics had called “sensationalized hearsay bordering 

fabrication.” Her inclusion of references to three shadowy ringleaders got the worst 

of it. Nobody would or could speak of them in detail, but Lydia believed they existed.

Lydia walked into her private office and thought about the report just filed. The 

world keeps getting crazier. Never liking work clothes, she took off her Versace dress 

and slid into her favorite jeans. Throwing on a faded green t-shirt, she checked her 

messages. “Nothing new from Nathan . . . again,” she said aloud. What’s up 

that’s so important? Ever since her brother started working at Peterson Air Force 

Base, there was less communication from him.
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When Nathan was a liaison for DARPA in New York, they would go out on the 

weekends and have a blast. She started to climb the journalism ladder around that 

time, never thinking she would become the biggest name in the field. Lydia missed 

the early days of her career when she just finished Berkley’s Graduate School of 

Journalism. The action was more fun back then. She was ready for another field 

assignment . . . if Station One would approve it. 

Lydia was the first major reporter to bring The Revolution story to the public. Her 

exposè flopped when reviews from the critics turned it into a joke. “Too much 

science fiction,” they said. The online New York Times skewered her, saying, 

“Lydia Lewis should stay behind a news desk where she belongs. Obviously in 

need of a thrill, the respected reporter lost a step and tarnished her image with 

her over the top documentary The Next ISIS and Al-Qaeda. Someone should 

remind Ms. Lewis, she works in New York, not Hollywood.” 

Bullshit, and after the CIA attributed the nuclear detonation in Iran and 

attack on NATO headquarters to The Revolution, people stopped criticizing. She 

fought hard, publicly defending herself on talk shows with desk jockey’s jealous of 

her success, it made her look desperate. Station One made a point to keep her 

grounded. Lydia never gave up her curiosity. The time had come to write her first 

book, The Revolution: Mysterious Conspiracy.

There was more to The Revolution than the government let on. For over ten years 

Lydia had covered national security issues, first with ABC News and then CNN before 

joining Station One, which ended up giving her the most flexibility, allowing her to 

report on everything from the signing of the Holy Land Accords to the invasion of 

Taiwan. She never investigated anything like The Revolution before, though. 

When Lydia first started her research, most people thought the group was a 

tease, an attempt by bored intelligentsia to get some attention. The Department of 

Homeland Security likened the Revolution Declaration to college professors in need 

of a blog. Lydia remembered her first conversation with a ranking Pentagon official 

on the subject. The deputy director of the Defense Intelligence Agency (DIA) 

suggested she stop chasing fantasies in a world all too real. She e-mailed him after 

NATO headquarters was attacked by The Revolution, asking if he “pulled his head 

out yet”. DIA sources were harder to come by since then. 
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Lydia knew there was something more to The Revolution from the moment she 

started research. She had never come across a subject so strange and interesting. 

Compelling rumors became mysterious leads into a highly organized underworld 

of anti-establishment forces bent on a fiendish conquest for power. Her first report 

on The Revolution kept the Pentagon hacking away at small errors to draw focus 

from the real story—the existence of a new nongovernmental organization far 

more powerful then ISIS or Al-Qaeda ever was. 

Lydia wanted to get back at those who took cheap shots. The false 

accusations and ridicule stung. There were other tidbits of information Lydia had 

decided not include in her original exposé––the most fascinating research to this 

day—creepy, cult-like aspects of The Revolution, and the evil it cast.

She interviewed dozens of villagers in Colombia and two of the captured 

mercenaries who attacked NATO headquarters in Brussels. Although the incidents 

had taken place in different parts of the world, the interview responses shared 

references to demons and a criminal underworld dedicated to an apocalyptic vision 

of Earth’s future. 

Several of Lydia’s closest sources in the Department of Defense had not 

confirmed, or denied, the rumors of Revolution ringleaders. Now they would not 

talk about The Revolution at all. Lydia’s book would include all her previously 

unpublished research and link new worldwide developments involving the group. 

The project was moving slower than she liked. She needed a way to jumpstart 

things.

In the elevator on her way to the ground floor of the Freedom Tower, Lydia 

dialed her brother Nathan’s cell. Third ring. About to get his voicemail again. 

“Well hello, sis,” Satellite said, picking up his phone and turning away from the 

CIA’s assessment of CONTRA’s discovery in the Amazon. 

“I must be special. Are you a stranger, or just too busy to talk with your boring 

sister?” Lydia asked.

      “Ummm . . . I’ve been kind of out of the loop. Sorry. On some business travel and 

we’ve been working overtime. I meant to call you this weekend.” The CONTRA 
Gray Team would be departing within the hour from U.S. Southern Command 
headed back to Colorado Springs. 
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        Satellite was not about to inform his sister of that.

“You said that last time. I left you, like, three messages, Nate. What’s up?”

  “There’s some classified program stuff I’ve been doing. It’s . . . had me 

experiencing new things and visiting new places.” 

 “Sounds exciting. I just finished filing a news report and am heading back to 

the condo. Work is burning me out. I might take some time off and write that book 

I told you about. My brain can’t get off it. What do you think?” 

“I’d buy a copy.”

      “I talked with someone staffed on the National Security Council yesterday. I’ve 

known the guy for a long time. He’s been a great source, but couldn’t say much. 

Told me some things were happening with The Revolution––some real heavy stuff. 

I think I’m onto something again with this.”

“A lot of crazy things going on out there,” Satellite flatly responded.

“The Pentagon has its hands full. Something is definitely going on by the reactions 

I’ve been getting from all sorts of people.” Lydia stepped out into the busy Manhattan 

sidewalk, where a taxi awaited her in front of the Freedom Tower at the same time 

everyday. The driver held the door open and smiled. Lydia looked at the dimming 

sky and swirl of clouds above the Manhatten skyline before stepping in. A storm 

was brewing.

“So have you heard from Mom?” Satellite asked, changing the subject. “She 

must love the sunshine in Florida. It’s been ninety degrees every day this week in 

Orlando. Hope it’s not too much for her.” 

“Mom is fine, Nate. She plays Bingo twice a day and has read every book that 

little library has to offer.” Lydia noticed her brother shifting the conversation again 

when it became security related. He was not always so secretive. Lydia talked to 

him for another ten minutes before arriving at her condominium. “You better be 

the next one to call!”

“You got it, sis.” 

       As Lydia approached her door, she noticed a package sitting next to her 

welcome mat. Unusual. Her doorman usually held everything too big to fit into her 
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mailbox. There was no return address, but the postmark indicated the package 

originated in Panama. 

Lydia wondered what it could be. The only contacts she had in Panama were 

fellow journalists covering the Drug Wars, but they never sent packages. None of 

those people even knew where she lived. 

 Lydia’s hands suddenly felt clammy. Nerves twisting, she put them in her jean 

pockets to warm them up as she considered calling the police. Maybe they should 

check this out? As a journalist, she knew the need to be careful about certain things. 

Receiving odd mail shipments was at the top of the scary list. Her prevailing curiosity 

pushed past her thoughts of anthrax and letter bombs. Lydia wanted to be brave. 

Just pick it up and take it inside. It was probably nothing.

Lydia bent down, putting her hands underneath the package. ✦
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