	Almost without warning, the following few days became very eventful. For me, for Lowell, my parents, the rest of the remaining cell members, surviving Defiant, and the rest of the world.
The Devout asked the Canadian interim government for a temporary ceasefire. Seriously, they did. Just as it was reported that not only did the Devout army experience mutiny along the Quebec-Windsor Corridor, but that the C.A.F. were already beginning to invade northern New England in retaliation. By then, according to BBC, Devout President Sara Nessen was already having her officials announce a ceasefire (not to the Western Republic though, who continued breaking the stalemate).

The nuclear missiles brought by the Devout military were discovered by Canadian resistance to be fake. Nothing but empty shells to intimidate those operating satellites. Well, most of them were fake. The one missile captured in Ottowa was disabled before rebels could capture them and decide to use it against the DSA.

Meanwhile, British and Canadian news broadcasters wouldn’t stop examining the terms and neither did everyone else. The Devout American officials didn’t cite domestic insurrections or rioting in Devout American cities as the reasoning for a truce, but it did result in negotiations by Saturday. During which, Lowell and I swore we could hear fireworks in the distance.

My dad mentioned at some point, “They’d be foolish to take them at their word.”

Honestly, I had to agree. The war wasn’t over. Far from it. None of it would be over until the last Devout soldier surrendered, and the flag of Old America flew overhead. Just like how the maple leaf flag swayed with the wind outside on flagpoles, from buildings, homes, and postered on the front entrance door of Sudbury Jail. 

Walking inside the bricked and brutalist structure, I could see the prison had experienced sudden ownership changes. Traces of torn-down posters on the walls and half-washed bloodstains on the floor made me question what kind of battle occurred. When I walked over to the badger receptionist’s desk, the cracked dividing window caused her smile to look crooked. 

“How can I help you?” 

Sighing, I said, “Here to make a visit for Stephen McConnell.”

She paused upon hearing my American accent but didn’t comment on it. Neither did the stoic security bear standing near a metal door. The receptionist politely asked for an ID, so I offered her the green card that Johanna gave all of us the day earlier. It not only made our stay in Ontario all the easier in the long run but also satisfied the receptionist. After answering several more questions as well as receiving a quiet ‘thank you for helping the resistance’ from the bear security guard, I was escorted to the visitor booth room. 

There, at the far end of the rows of seats and glass windows, I sat waiting. The basic, colorless walls reminded me of the conversion clinic, and trying not to remember the memories too much, I started recalling different, much happier days. Such as the morning after me and Lowell shared a bed together back at the Marigold, going out with my parents in the mid-afternoon to visit local shops, and enjoying the autumn wind on our faces. Lowell’s smile. My parents’ smile. Even Mr. and Mrs. Lange’s smiles, especially at seeing local children play at a nearby park. 

	The place seemed quiet, but I could hear filtered noise coming through the doors on the other side of the glass. Where the prisoners could be found. As far as I knew, several Devout soldiers and sympathizers were being housed until Canada’s interim government decided what to do about them. Likely, most of them would all face trial. If not, then the soldiers would be kept for prisoner-of-war exchanges. Of course, my former friend wasn’t going to be considered. Not when he held such valuable information.
	Finally, a buzzing noise stirred me from thought. A metallic door opened somewhere, and shuffling echoed on the other side of the separating glass as a stoic armed wolf guard towered above a red fox in orange and white attire. The former stared down at the latter, who glared at me with baggy eyes and a surprised gaze. Stephen didn’t say a word. He merely sat down, and watched me stare at him. 
	I absentmindedly grabbed a landline phone from the sidewall. He did the same. We could hear each other breathe against our ears, now perked attentively. 
	“I’m surprised,” the fox spoke up. “I’m…I figured you already said what you wanted to say.”
	“I heard you’re leaving for The Hague tomorrow, in Europe,” I told the former tithingman, trying not to sound broken or let him notice my tail curling tightly around my leg. “From what Johanna’s been able to tell me, the International Criminal Court’s interested in talking to you, and this might be…the last time we ever get to talk.”
	According to Johanna, Stephen’s role in the tithingman conspiracy would be useful for a larger case against Devout leadership, but his cooperation wouldn’t be enough to let the red fox simply walk away. The I.C.C. wanted to charge him for assisting in crimes against mammalkind, along with the other tithingmen captured by Defiant cells—at least, the ones who managed to escape from Devout America for the north. Not that there were many.
	“Yeah,” he said, nodding. “They wanna charge me for keeping my community safe.”
	I ignored his comment, instead glaring at the red fox. His tired, hunched back and repeatedly blinking eyes indicated a lack of sleep. His despondent frown was infectious, as I wondered how we got to where we were. Just over a year prior, he was still my best friend. Not once did I ever consider him the enemy. 
	

