
GCS 
 

 It isn’t what it used to be; it is what it has become. What was once a hub of activity has 

been reduced to the home base of the rebellion. It’s smart really, as they can access all the 

tunnels that the subways and trains used to and therefore be granted passage surreptitiously 

around the City-State. 

 Grand Central Station serviced a city of about ten million, but that didn’t include the 

outsiders who paced its halls and rode its trains in the days before the water ran out. No one 

really knows how much traffic the great terminal saw in its heyday; now it sees relatively none 

except for the rebels that we have met and some who we haven’t yet, but we will. 

 What we see is more ragtaggers, worse-off rag taggers, hungry and thirsty rag taggers. 

They are milling about in anticipation, which has been brewing for quite some time since Cortez 

and his men went off to take the water train. 

 Water has been a commodity for years now. One day New York City was all hustle and 

bustle, as anyone who had been there back then would have remembered it. Then one day, the 

water was gone. There was an event of some sort, and it all dried up in a matter of days, or 

maybe it was months, but it was gone. It was gone like it was in a hurry to leave. 

 Not too long after that, the city was transformed, both the habitants of it and those who 

ruled it. The transformation must have been global, but that isn’t for us to know, not really, 

because now, we are where we are: in the City-State. 

 The stolen water train moves slowly into the station. The habitants cheer victoriously as 

much as one can do from parched lips and throats. It is a victory, or is it? Cortez is wondering. 

He has the train that he was after, but it concerns him that it came so easily. Nothing of value 

ever comes easily. 

 Regardless, he and his men roll in on the top of cars or hanging from the ladders off the 

sides of the holding tanks. It is as if they are a victorious local sports team on a celebration 

parade after a championship victory. 

 The train comes to a halt and is mobbed. It is sudden and out of certain control. These are 

the tired, the poor, parched of thirst so badly that skin is poorly hydrated and cracked. They chant 

loudly, so loudly in fact it is a wonder that the population of the rebellion doesn’t give their not-

so-secret location away to the very people from whom they stole. 

 “Water! Water! Water!” they chant. 



 Cortez has the unenviable assignment of not being able to quench the thirst of the masses, 

or his own, not without risk. It is too uncertain. He is the face of the hopeless, and he will need to 

address the issue. It is not a task he looks forward to. He wishes that he could back the train out 

of the station and report a failed mission, but he cannot. The ship is in port, and he will have to 

handle it. 

 The train comes to a stop, and the crowd of the thirsty is quickly becoming a throng. 

They scream and they grasp at the train while they yearn to be quenched. Cortez looks at 

Reynolds and nods. Reynolds nods and fires off his shotgun into the air. The crowd subsides as 

Cortez lifts his arms in the air, cueing the silence that follows. It is impressive and makes him 

realize the power of the doge is temporarily in his hands. 

 “This is not a cause for celebration. There is no victory here. Men have lost their lives 

today. Granted, these men supported the doge, who would rather see us all die from thirst, yet 

men, just like us, have perished this day so that our thirst may be temporarily satisfied. Now, I 

ask that you join me in lowering our heads in remembrance of those who have fallen today, and 

the days leading up to today, so that we may drink.” 

 Cortez bows his head, and everyone else follows suit. This is a man who commands and 

receives respect. He peeks up briefly and is blown away by what he sees before him. Ironic that 

the devout claim that these very people are faithless when, in fact, they mourn the dead of their 

own enemy. 

 Slowly, the people of the station raise their heads. They begin to chant; it is almost 

inaudible at first, but soon enough it becomes clearer. It makes sense as, on this day, he is their 

savior; he is the sliver of hope in their shitty, little world where there really should be none. Most 

of all, he is the one who has brought them something to drink, and from the looks of the train and 

its seemingly endless sliver transports, it is enough to last awhile. 

 “Cortez, Cortez, Cortez,” they chant, louder and louder. 

 The man himself is embarrassed. He climbs down off the train in search of information 

and guidance. It is in this man’s most powerful moment that he realizes just how weak he truly 

is. The crowd parts and allows their savior a wide berth. 

 We follow Cortez through the halls away from where the water train has been brought. 

The chants seem to change from “Cortez” to “water,” but it becomes less audible the further we 

go. 

 We move into narrow, unseen corridors, long since forgotten by those who used to run 

Grand Central before the Dry. Sure, if you worked maintenance or maybe security back then in 

less thirsty times, you may have known these passages that lead into the heart of GCS, the very 



core of the operation. That is where the rebellion is keeping what has now become their second 

greatest asset. 

 


