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  Dedication


Filed on behalf of Jason Butterfield by NATDI archival staff

To Faye, Quentin, Reed, and Lucas—He carried your memory farther than most ever carry their breath. 
Through silence. Through static. Through snow. If this book finds the world, let it find you too.
— Office for Post-Annexation Studies, NATDI








  
  Epigraph


“This book should not exist. Which is precisely why it must.”

— Dr. Anja Kovács, 
Historical Memory Commission, 
European Free Zone (2067)








  
  Foreword


By Professor Anja Kovács, 
Office for Post-Annexation Studies (NATDI), 
European Historical Council
Geneva, 2067
The fragments that comprise this volume arrived at our Berlin intake desk inside a smuggled humanitarian crate. Inside were fused batteries, pressure‑sealed casings, obsolete data drives, and one faded photograph: a family on a dock, a maple leaf visible on one of the boy’s hat. 
We expected fiction. Instead, we uncovered what may be the most complete unofficial account of Canada’s erasure during the Unity Annexation.
These documents, written, recorded, whispered, and sometimes burned—defy the notion that silence is final.
What you hold now is a reconstruction. Its entries have been pieced together from voiceprint‑encrypted logs, intercepted Unity transmissions, manual transcripts, and scorched hardware buried across the Canadian interior. Where redaction was required, it was done only to protect surviving witnesses. “Scattered Inserts” represent data fragments discovered at non‑linear points during recovery.
We cannot verify every date or name. We cannot guarantee this is the whole truth. But we release it because silence has always been Unity’s most effective weapon—and because truth, even when incomplete, can challenge the lie.
Filed under Directive 7 of the Post‑Unity Historical Transparency Accord, this compilation has been preserved, annotated, and authorized for release by the North American Truth and Documentation Initiative (NATDI) in 2067, thirty‑seven years after the events began and twenty‑one years after the last confirmed personal transmission from Jason Butterfield. In the decades since, fragments from numerous sources have been recovered, and the search for additional testimony and documentation continues.
Our work is not finished. Fragments continue to surface: corrupted drives, coded testimonies, and smuggled personal records that may further illuminate this period. We release this volume as part of a living archive, knowing that what is incomplete today may one day be made whole.
— European Historical Council, 
North American Truth and Documentation Initiative (NATDI)









  
  Preface


By Jason Butterfield (annotated and preserved by NATDI)
I didn’t compile this for a classroom. Or a tribunal. Or a publisher. I gathered this information because forgetting felt worse than losing. Because I watched maps change before borders did. Because one day, my wife and sons stopped appearing in the system, and no one asked why. 
They didn’t invade us. They rebranded us. By the time we realized the anthem was gone, the new one had already been memorized.
This isn’t about heroes. It’s about memory, and what happens when a nation is erased from history. As a veteran, a witness, and a writer, I’ve spent years collecting these fragments: testimonies, redacted files, stories smuggled through silence. This collection is the result, a record of resistance that was never meant to survive.
This collection is what I salvaged. It’s part witness log, part resistance archive, and part obituary for a country that wasn’t allowed to say goodbye.
If you’re reading it,  they didn’t win.
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Prologue


Jason Butterfield – Recovered Journal Entry, February 2044
Before Alberta failed, I had two jobs: IT security during the day, and reservist “weekend warrior.” I got to see how systems failed—and how boots enforced the failures. 
People forget, Unity didn’t start in Canada. It started in the U.S.
An authoritarian administration planted the seeds. Then came the blueprint for "national restoration", not just a roadmap but a wrecking ball for the old systems. By 2028 (check date?), they rewrote their Constitution. They called it the Continuity Amendment—sold it as a patriotic safeguard, a way to “preserve stability in times of national crisis.” They pointed to economic freefall, unrest in half a dozen cities, and the fear of another contested election. It carved out a legal path for the administration to name Hastings as his successor when he stepped down. Not an election. A handover.
Hastings followed. In 2029, he made it official—the Unity Doctrine. That’s when the U.S. stopped being fifty states and became the “Unified States of America.” Most people just called it Unity.
It was fast. Too fast. First they scrubbed words like “federalism,” “states’ rights,” and even “republic” from the broadcasts. Then came the new maps. Then the flag—stars and stripes stripped away, replaced by a single oversized star in a gold circle where the fifty had been, the red, white, and blue recast as the so-called Three Pillars of Unity: Nation, Strength, Obedience. A simple, blunt message: one nation, one power, no room for the rest. The hardline nationalists ate it up.
By the time Canada was “invited to comply,” we weren’t joining an ally. We were being absorbed by something entirely different.
They told us it was a partnership.
By 2030 (maybe earlier?), when they raised the Unity flag in Ottawa, America as we knew it had already disappeared.
Written by them, history will call it peaceful. Orderly. Voluntary. But I watched the feeds. I read the memos. It wasn’t a merger. It was a hostile takeover.
Alberta was the lynchpin. The entry point for Unity. And the world bought it with our land, our people, and our silence.
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Chapter 1
False Dawn


“Unity is Peace. Peace is Prosperity.” 
— U.S. National Integration Broadcast, March 2030

The First Convoy
[Cabin, East of Baie-James – August 2044] 
I shouldn’t have made it here. The last archive burned behind me, plastic casings popping in the heat, words and images curling into ash as I dragged what fragments I could carry north. I remember the hiss of scorched metal, the crack of rifles echoing too close. Frozen air in my lungs, the fever chewing through my chest, the thought that if I stopped for even a minute I’d never start again.
But I did start again, somehow.
Not with servers or broadcasts. With a pencil. But the pencil feels heavier these days; my fingers shake as I grip it, the graphite catching in the grooves of callused skin. I set it down every few lines, waiting for the tremor in my hand to quiet. But the quiet never comes like it used to..
The cabin creaks around me as if in sympathy, wooden boards shifting under the weight of ice clawing at the eaves. The wind rattles the windows, carrying with it a sound like whispered names I once knew. My breath fogs in the cold. I lean closer to the stove, but the heat barely registers anymore. It’s like trying to thaw yourself against stone.
A folded photograph rests beside my journal on the rough pine table. Its edges are crisp where the flames licked it once, but never quite consumed it. On it, a dock, sun-bleached and peeling. My wife, Faye, stands mid-laugh, hair caught in a summer breeze. My oldest, Lucas, stands stoic, arms crossed as if already older than his years. Reed grins wide, hair dyed bright blue that summer, rebellion shining in their eyes. And my youngest, Quentin—Q to us—still barely grown, stands straighter than any boy should have to, arms at his side like a soldier already. The water behind them is pure light.
I haven’t turned the photo over today. I don’t need to. The image is branded into me, as permanent as old wounds. Sometimes I reach for it and pull my hand back before my fingers can touch it. The paper feels too thin. Like it would vanish if I held it too long.
I remember that day. Faye complaining about the mosquitoes, swatting at her arms. Reed, always protective, trying to drive them off with a beach towel. Lucas darting playfully after Q down the dock, Q mimicking every move like his shadow. The smell of cedar and sunscreen, the thud of bare feet on sun-warmed boards, their laughter spilling out across the lake. I can still hear it, faint beneath the wind clawing at the cabin walls— 
A cough seizes me, dry and ragged, driving a bright spear of pain through my ribs and snapping me back to the present. I press a palm to my chest and wait for it to ease. The air tastes like rust. My breath sounds louder in the silence afterward, as if the cabin itself is listening for me to stop.
But it’s easier to remember the convoys than the faces I lost. Steel and tires don’t look back at you.
I shut my eyes for a moment, force the pain down, and refocus.
I start writing again.
March, 2030.
We weren’t supposed to ask what was in the trucks.
We were told to check fuel levels, maintain the perimeter, and log the convoy timings in neat columns. The orders called it “interprovincial resilience.” A phrase that tried to sound technical, humane. But what we carried wasn’t aid. It was silence.
Three years had passed since Alberta voted itself out of the country. Since the day democracy set fire to itself and left the ashes blowing eastward over the prairies. Officially, no one called it a war. No one dared say “annexation.” They called it “recovery.” They called it “partnership.” As though changing the name could make it clean.
But the dust hadn’t settled.
It had simply spread.
My first Unity deployment wasn’t supposed to be a Unity deployment at all. Not on paper. The word didn’t exist yet in our orders. The patches on our shoulders were still CAF, still my brigade and div, though the threads were beginning to fray. But the language in the comms had already started to change. Orders came coded in sterile phrases. Euphemisms like rot creeping behind wallpaper.
We were posted along a corridor between Kingston and Ottawa. A logistics route, they said. Not frontline. Not combat, not like the kind that flared in Alberta. Just escort and observe.
“Guard the supplies, Sergeant,” they told me. “Don’t talk to the civvies.”
But what we were guarding wasn’t food or supplies. Not really.
It was normalization.
The convoy rolled out before sunrise. Eight transports, their sides painted a blank civilian white, temporary license plates screwed on over the CAF plates. From a distance, they could have passed for disaster relief trucks, that was the goal. 
Stenciled across some of the trucks was a new crest: a stylized star encircled by a broken ring. The Civil Integration Element, someone whispered. Part of the Civic-Military Operations Task Force. I didn’t know what any of that meant then. Only that the men stepping out of those vehicles wore black coats and quiet smiles. They carried tablets instead of rifles. One of them wore a lapel pin with that star, and when I asked him what unit he was with, he only smiled and looked past me like I wasn’t there.
I’d find out later who they were. Unity planners. Architects. Men and women whose job wasn’t to conquer but to rename. To replace borders with corridors and flags with slogans.
By midday, the convoy reached the outskirts of Ottawa. Snow gathered like chalk dust along the highway shoulders. Salt and carbon stained the slush a sickly grey. The air smelled of thawing gravel, laced with the briny tang of winter salt as we pulled into the checkpoint.
VCP Bravo-3 had been thrown up in the dark hours, cement bollards narrowing the lanes, turning the road into a choke point that felt more like a trap than a checkpoint. My breath hung around me in slow spirals as the first truck braked. Beyond the distribution depot the skyline of Parliament Hill, its windows black and lifeless. Across the street, a vinyl banner twisted in the breeze:
WELCOME POLICY TEAM – PHASE I DEPLOYMENT
INTERPROVINCIAL INTEGRATION OFFICE

I remember staring at that banner and thinking how strange it looked without a flag. Later they’d add the Unity stars. But that day, it was just words floating alone in white space. Like even the ink wasn’t sure which country it belonged to.
I went over my clipboard at staging. The header on the mission brief had changed from CAF Internal Support Directive to Joint Resilience Initiative. No signatures. Just barcodes. The language was the same disease creeping outward, infecting every order we touched. Digitized. Depersonalized. Deniable.
That night, I stood in the dim barracks lounge and watched the first Unity Day broadcast flicker across the screen. All polished smiles and perfect slogans. Nothing like my middle son’s stream, unfiltered, alive, before it went dark a few weeks earlier, right after one of his broadcasts was flagged for “non-compliant emotional tone.” The thought of him, vanished into static, made my throat close.
The broadcast footage spilled across the TV: children waving dual flags, synthetic applause swelling and fading like ocean tides. A woman with perfect hair stood on marble steps, speaking of cross-continental harmony and economic alignment. Behind her, a child reached out toward a digital display of a maple leaf burning, sparks dancing along its edges. He peeled a star-shaped sticker off its backing and smoothed it over the image until the flames vanished beneath the glossy film.
Someone beside me in the lounge muttered:
“Guess that’s that.”
I didn’t answer. 
I placed my pencil down as another cough claws at me, sharp enough to make me curl forward over the table. For a moment the edges of the room tilt, and the cabin swims around me in grey smears. When I steady again, my pencil is still there, waiting. So is the photo. And so is the wind that sounds like distant boots on snow.
No one says the word Canada out loud anymore. It’s not forbidden.
Just… fragile.

      [image: ]Unity Day Broadcast Excerpt
Source: UnityNet – Public Channel Broadcast
Date: March 15, 2030
Title: “North American Unity Day: A Shared Future Begins”
Recovered Fragment: Archive Node 7C-B / Broadcast Loop Version
Transcription: Compiled by Unity Comms Group under directive “Narrative Harmony Push – Phase I.”
[BEGIN BROADCAST]
[0:00]
Black screen. Soft orchestral chords rise, major key, bright strings weaving a theme not recognizable from any pre-Unity anthem. Underneath, a low electronic thrum pulses with the rhythm of an artificial heartbeat.
[0:10]

VISUAL:
A diverse group of children runs through a schoolyard, golden sunlight pouring through budding trees. They wear neat, brightly colored clothes, some in red-and-white, some in star-spangled blues. Faces glow, scrubbed clean of any trace of worry.
Close shot: One child pauses beside a low brick wall, where a faded maple leaf has been spray-painted and scorched at the edges. She peels the corner of a glossy sticker and presses it carefully over the leaf.
NEW SYMBOL:
A five-pointed star inside a broken ring. White against vivid blue. Shining under digital light flares.
NARRATOR (Voice Over):
“Today, we mark a new chapter in the shared destiny of our continental family. Through unity, we have found peace. Through peace, prosperity.”
[0:22]
VISUAL:
Cut to a municipal building’s wide marble steps. A woman in a tailored gray blazer stands in sunlight, hair perfect under a mild breeze. A soldier stands beside her, bearing a folded Canadian flag. The woman gently takes the flag, folds it tighter, and places it into a glass case held by a small child. Then she lifts a new flag: the Unity star-ring standard. The soldier raises it on the pole overhead.
Background: A staged crowd claps on cue, smiles too wide, eyes glancing off-camera for unseen prompts.
NARRATOR (VO):
“From sea to shining summit, we come together, not as neighbors, but as kin. North America stands whole, guided by shared vision and integrated hope.”
[0:36]
VISUAL:
Quick cuts:
A family sits at a dinner table, bright fluorescent lighting overhead. Plates are stacked with neat servings of canned goods labeled “Harvest One – Freedom Nutrition.” The packaging is sleek, all English, with star emblems printed in metallic foil.
An elderly man hands a smiling border officer his new identity card. Close-up reveals a tiny Unity symbol glinting beside the microchip.
A teenage girl stands in front of a smartboard that reads:
“Canada’s Proud Past – Unity’s Bright Future.”
She smiles directly into the camera.
NARRATOR (VO):
“No more shortages. No more borders. Just solutions. Just strength. Just Unity.”
[0:52]
VISUAL:
Drone footage sweeps over Parliament Hill. Trucks snake through the streets, identical white exteriors reflecting gold sunlight. Camera filter is warm, casting the city in a dreamlike glow. No civilians visible. The convoy glides smoothly toward the federal buildings.
Cutaway to cheering actors in tidy rows, waving small Unity flags.
Audio overlaid with bright choral chords.
NARRATOR (VO):
“As delegations arrive to help usher in this next chapter, we welcome their hands, not as foreign, but as familiar.”
ON-SCREEN TEXT:
Welcome Policy Teams: Your Wisdom, Our Future.
[1:07]
VISUAL:
A classroom scene. A young teacher stands by a smartboard. Behind her, a cartoon animation plays, stars and rings swirling into the new Unity emblem. She gestures toward the words:
“One North. One Family.”
A boy raises his hand, recites loudly:
“I’m proud to be part of Unity. My grandparents were Canadian, but I’m a Unity kid!”
The teacher beams.
“And that’s why you’ll help build the Unified North.”

[1:23]
VISUAL:
Rapid-fire sequence:
A factory floor lined with conveyor belts, boxes labeled “Liberty Textile Group,” a sign overhead reads:
“Continental Efficiency Targets Exceeded by 11%.”
A clinic nurse in a pristine white uniform administers a vaccination under a Unity flag banner.
A digital map displays with new regional designations glowing on screen:
“Northern Liberty Zone.”
“Midwest Resource Sector.”
“Coastal Prosperity Corridor.”
NARRATOR (VO):
“We stand on the threshold of greatness. Together, we write a new history, one aligned future, one unbroken horizon.”
[1:36]
VISUAL:
Back to the little girl at the schoolyard wall. The sticker she placed over the maple leaf now gleams under digital rays of simulated sunlight. The camera zooms in, pixel by pixel, until the maple leaf beneath becomes invisible.
As the Unity symbol fills the screen, a single spark flickers in one corner, the faint glow of the leaf’s original red peeking out from behind the sticker.
NARRATOR (VO):
“Unity is peace. Peace is prosperity.”
[ON-SCREEN TAGLINE]
Together Forward. Together Forever.

[1:52]
VISUAL:
Fade to black. Orchestral chords resolve to a soft digital chime. A Unity star slowly spins against empty white space.
Tiny text crawls along the bottom edge of the screen:
“This broadcast is a product of the Unity Communications Group, in partnership with the Civic Narrative Alignment Council. All media content subject to Narrative Optimization Protocols. Broadcast approval code: U-51-PhaseI.
[2:05]
NARRATOR (VO):
“The past is a foundation. But the future… the future belongs to Unity.”
[END BROADCAST]
[Jason’s Annotation – margin note, recovered on physical transcript]
We watched the broadcast in a lounge, rifles propped against our chairs. The convoy had arrived hours before this aired. No one in the footage was real. No one smiled like that. No one waved. The maple leaf was already gone. The flag burned off-screen, but they made sure the sticker was in focus.
All mention of provinces, territories, or the word “Canada” is absent.
They didn’t just replace the anthem. They dubbed over the memory.


      [image: ]Miles of Silence
Recorded: March 7, 2040
Location: Undisclosed Safehouse, Quebec Corridor
Subject: Sgt. Aaron Collings (pseudonym)
Status: Presumed deceased. Last contact: 2041, en route to Nunavut extraction point.

[RECORDING BEGINS]

[Recorder clicks. The faint static of the device hums like a distant highway. Wind buffets against thin walls. A cough rattles off-mic.]
COLLINGS: This is—was?—Sergeant Aaron Collings. CAF. Logistics. Non-combat classification. Though I don’t even know what that means anymore.
[Long breath.]
I’m gonna say this once. After that, I don’t want it on loop. Not in my own head. Not for anyone else.
[He clears his throat. The scrape of a chair leg echoes softly.]
I drove trucks. Not tanks. Not LAVs. Not troop carriers. Just trucks. Civilian-pattern cabs retrofitted for military comms and permafrost tires. Half the time we weren’t even supposed to carry rifles inside the cab. Just clipboards. And blindfolds.
My first Unity Class B contract was Kingston to Ottawa. Early 2030. Everything felt normal, until it didn’t.
[Pause. Wind whistles through a gap in a wall. Collings speaks again, voice lower, more cautious.]
No insignias on the cargo. No logos. No unit designations. Just instructions.
Follow the lead vehicle. Maintain formation. Do not engage with passengers unless medically required.
We were told they were “Non-Combat Logistical Analysts.” That’s what the manifest said.
But they didn’t talk much.
Some carried tablets. Others stared out the windows with blank eyes like mannequins waiting for stage lights. A few wore black coats, heavy, out of place for the spring thaw. One guy wore a patch, a white circle around a broken five-point star. I asked about it once.
He looked at me like I’d mispronounced the national anthem. 
Said, “You’ll know when the rest do.”
That line stuck in my skull like a bad chorus. I still hear it sometimes when I’m trying to sleep.
[Static crackles. A deep inhale. Collings continues.]
The roads were dead quiet. No civvies anywhere. Just cones. Checkpoints. Spray paint covering the highway signs where the province names used to be. My GPS still called it ON-417-Ontario Eastbound. 
But the new routing display said, “Transit Sector L3 — Capital Integration Zone.”
[He gives a short, humorless laugh.]
“Capital Integration.” Like we were laying a pipeline instead of erasing a border.
[Paper rustles. His voice grows more hesitant, trembling slightly.]
There was a girl in the second truck. Maybe twenty. Curly hair tucked into her collar. Eyes shifting all over the place. She clutched a binder like it was body armor. I caught her reflection in my side mirror once. Her mouth moved, just for a second.
I think she said “sorry.” Or maybe “hurry.” I couldn’t tell.
That was the only time I saw one of them look scared.
[Collings scratched his cheek. The scrape of fingernails against stubble.]
The briefing said we were moving advisors. Policy experts. Schedulers. The kind of people who draw maps no one’s ever allowed to see. The kind of people who rename cities and call it progress.
I didn’t ask questions.
You don’t, in transport.
That’s the rule. Keep the engine running. Keep the line straight. Don’t look behind the curtain.
[Silence stretches out for several seconds. Collings’ voice returns, brittle and quieter.]
But I noticed things.
None of them had personal effects. Not a photo, not a snack wrapper, nothing. No rank. No unit identity. Nobody stepped out to stretch their legs. Not even on ten-hour hauls. They just… sat there. Like cargo.
[He sighs, deeper this time.]
When we reached Ottawa, the drop zone wasn’t a base. It was Parliament Hill. Sealed gates. Armed guards in CADPAT, but the boots weren’t ours. American issue. I know the difference. I’ve done cross-training. You don’t forget.
That’s when it hit me.
We weren’t guarding them.
We were delivering them.
[Another long pause. Wind whines like a kettle in the background.]
They unloaded fast. Kept their heads down. A couple of them carried silver cases that looked like computer towers. One had a sticker half-torn off. 
I caught a glimpse. “Cultural Narrative Alignment Unit.”
The trucks were wiped down afterward. Full scrub. Data logs deleted. Even the fuel receipts were shredded. Struck me as odd.
[Recorder clicks. A gap of several seconds. When it resumes, Collings sounds closer to the mic, voice lower, more conspiratorial.]
There was this guy I knew, Lachlan. He swore he’d driven a full team to the CBC archive building. Said they went inside and came out with crates labeled Retention Assets. A week later, the building caught fire.
“Electrical fault,” they said.
Sure.
[He gives a low, shaky laugh.]
I tried to report a manifest discrepancy once. We were supposed to have fourteen passengers listed. I counted sixteen.
Filed it with ops O. Thought I was doing my job.
At 2 a.m. that night, I got a knock on the trailer door. 2 a.m. Anyhow, two guys in grey jackets. No ranks. No insignia. They looked like they’d just stepped off a clean sheet of paper.
One asked, “Did you make a counting error under fatigue?”
I looked at one, then the other and I said, "yes."
He smiled.
They left.
I didn’t sleep for two days after that.
[The chair creaks as Collings leans back. A distant crash of wind-blown debris outside.]
Later, they started calling us Unity Transport Liaison instead of CAF Log drivers. Our badges disappeared. Our unit patches were replaced with black Velcro squares. Nobody ever said “Canada” anymore. Not in the routing logs. Not even in the casual chatter over radio checks.
We stopped saying it too.
[His voice drops almost to a whisper.]
It’s strange, the things you remember. The things that stick.
[Another pause. The rustle of clothing as he adjusts his seat.]
I remember driving westbound, sun setting, pink over the highway. Snow melting off the shoulders. A civilian truck passed us in the opposite lane. The driver locked eyes with me for half a second.
Then he looked away. Like he’d seen something contagious.
Like he knew.
[Long silence. The wind rises and falls. Collings clears his throat.]
I don’t know what I delivered.
But I know what I didn’t.
I didn’t deliver aid. Or food. Or peace.
Whatever we were moving… it wasn’t meant to be seen.
[Recorder clicks as he shuffles papers.]
They told us we were helping rebuild. But we weren’t building anything.
We were paving over the past.
And me? I kept my engine warm. Kept the mirrors clean. Kept my mouth shut.
[Another silence. When he speaks again, his voice has a brittle edge, almost breaking.]
Miles of silence. That’s what I remember. Not what I saw.
Just what I didn’t hear.
Like we were hauling ghosts.
[END RECORDING]
[Jason’s Annotation – margin note, handwritten in faded graphite.]
Transmission degraded. Recovered from partially scorched memory drive, Cache Delta-4. Last two minutes corrupted.
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Broadcast in the Barracks
The memory comes back in pieces. I try to write it down but the pencil drifts in my hand, as if my muscles have started forgetting how letters work. Each line costs me breath. Each stroke pulls heat from bones that haven’t felt warm in months.
My chest rattles like loose change when I cough. Sometimes the blood’s there. Sometimes not. Either way, the copper taste lingers. I’ve stopped checking the handkerchief.
The cabin’s walls pulse in the wind. Shadows ripple across the table where my journal lies open beside the photograph. The family frozen in summer. My wife’s laughter caught mid-air. My oldest, a stoic smirk, my middle son, defiant grin half-obscured by a sun flare. My youngest, posture too straight, eyes too wary. All that bright water behind them, sparkling like liquid glass.
I can’t look at the photo too long. The shapes swim. The ache presses into my ribs like a bayonet turned slow. The fever comes in waves now, and when it breaks, I’m left soaked in sweat, blinking at the world through a lens of static.
I keep writing.
We were in Ottawa the night the broadcast aired.
Not the real city. Not the Parliament Hill I remembered from school trips or Remembrance Day ceremonies. This was a city emptied out, humming with trucks and hushed orders. We’d been moved off convoy detail and parked in a converted barracks lounge north of the canal. Plastic chairs, battered coffee urn, paper notices peeling from the walls. The kind of room that smelled like damp wool and machine oil.
They’d set up a make-shift lounge with an old projection TV in the corner. The TV throwing pale rectangles of light across faces that didn’t want to meet each other’s eyes. Someone flipped the feed to UnityNet at 2100 sharp. Orders, they said. Public Relations wanted troops “aware of harmonization messaging.”
Nobody said anything. We just watched.
The Unity anthem started low and synthetic, strings climbing into a bright crescendo. On screen, children waved dual flags under digitally perfect sunlight. The narrator’s voice glided over phrases like “continental harmony” and “shared future.” Somewhere, fireworks burst in silent loops behind the new star-ring emblem. I could almost hear the programming script ticking off keywords in the background.
A civilian woman appeared next, standing on Parliament’s marble steps, holding a folded Canadian flag. She handed it to a child, who pressed it into a glass case. The camera zoomed in on a sticker covering a charred maple leaf, the flames digitally scrubbed beneath a perfect layer of plastic sheen.
One of the guys beside me whispered, “It’s like burying someone alive.”
No one laughed. Not even the corporal with the loud jokes. He was staring at his boots, fingers curled tight around the sling of his C8.
I tried to send a message to my wife that week. Nothing went through. Southern Ontario blacked out. Comms flagged as “restricted.” My middle son’s channel vanished off the mesh. One moment they were online, spitting jokes into a webcam. The next, silence. Their last stream was flagged for “non-compliant emotional tone.” A phrase that sounds sterile until it starts eating holes in your memories.
I keep thinking of the night I found an echo of their voice bouncing around a pirate feed. Just five words.
“You’re not forgotten. For now.”
Then static. I never found the feed again.
On screen, the broadcast rolled on.
Children stood in perfect rows in classrooms renamed “Alignment Pods.” The teacher smiled too wide, reciting slogans about belonging. 
One of the children declare, “The old ways are gone. I am a Unity kid. I live forward, I live strong, I live United.”
My stomach knotted at the way she said it. Bright. Certain. Like the words were soldered into her tongue.
Someone in the lounge muttered, “Guess that’s that.”
I didn’t respond. My rifle lay against the chair beside me. Cold metal under my palm. I’ve held weapons through ice storms and training exercises. Through dust storms on prairie ranges. Alberta. But I’ve never felt so unarmed as I did in that room, at that point.
A corporal with the red hair pulled a laminated Unity handout from his breast pocket. His voice echoed through the silence as he read it aloud, flat and mocking.
“Canada’s proud tradition of cooperation enters a new era of transnational resilience and strategic alignment. Together, we build not only roads, but a future.”
Everyone was silent. Somebody in the back laughed once. Muttered, "fucking joke," like a cough. Then nothing.
The TV flickered as the broadcast looped. Footage of white trucks rolling past Parliament Hill played over and over. The filters were warm and gold, trying to convince us the streets hadn’t been empty when they filmed.
But we’d stood there earlier that day.
The streets were bare. No kids waving flags. No smiling crowds. Just the echo of our own boots and the frost turning black around the manhole covers.
I remember one soldier, young, barely twenty. He asked me if the maple leaf was coming back. His voice cracked on the question. I didn’t know what to say.
Instead, I watched the sticker being pressed over the burning leaf, frame by frame. Each time, the maple leaf disappeared a little more. Until even the flames were erased.
Sometimes, late at night, the glow of the stove fades into shadows, and I catch myself staring at the photo beside my journal. I see my wife’s hair caught in the breeze. My son’s grin. The water glinting behind them. For a few seconds, I can almost hear them laughing over the sound of waves lapping at the dock.
Then the pain hits again. A sharp spike like rebar driven through bone. The taste of blood comes back. My hand shakes so hard I nearly knock the journal off the table.
Outside, the wind howls against the cabin. Branches scrape the siding like fingernails. Somewhere far off, ice breaks on the lake with a gunshot crack.
I keep writing because I’m afraid if I stop, the memories will vanish under a sticker the same way the leaf did. Like Unity’s anthem overwriting every song we ever sang. Like convoy manifests listing the word “humanitarian” instead of “occupation.”
We used to tell ourselves we were helping.
That if something was truly wrong, someone higher up would step in.
But it’s easy to stay quiet when everything official is already whispering.
We guarded silence those days.
Nothing more.
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SCATTERED FILE: Convoy 9A Logistics Memo
Recovered from a charred drive discovered near Lac Saint-Jean, 2049. The metadata suggests this document was part of an internal Unity planning packet circulated to Canadian Forces units after redaction. The copy presented here is partial; formatting errors and erased lines indicate deliberate tampering before recovery. What remains illustrates how humanitarian language masked the true nature of the convoys.
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[Handwritten Annotation – margin, partly illegible]
Don’t let local units see this version? Use the scrubbed packet for CAF West?
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Chapter 2
Unity Doctrine


“Democracy works best when it’s streamlined.” 
— Unity Policy Brief 3.2, 2029

The Calm Collapse
[Shuttered Polling Station, Halifax Sector, November 2041 (approx. transcription from smuggled notes)] 
The smell hits first. Mildew and scorched paper. Rain still finds its way in through the cracked corner above the back window, soaking the edge of a tattered voting poster that hangs limp over an empty ballot box. The ink’s run long ago. All that’s left are water stains shaped like bruises.
I’m writing this from inside a decommissioned polling station just outside Halifax, a shell of a building that once believed it mattered. They never bothered locking it. Maybe even the guards forgot it was here. Or maybe, like me, they came once to remember how something could look official and still be a lie.
I’ve been in a room like this before. Calgary, 2027. Referendum week. I was a uniformed presence then, posted outside what was supposed to be a secure voting site. The instructions were simple, maintain order, reassure civilians, uphold democratic optics.
There were no booths.
Just crates. Pre-sealed. Labelled for “logistics handling.” A few troops joked they were full of shredded ballots from the last federal election. No one laughed.
The order was to “stand by.” Not guard. Not escort. Just stand there. Still, uniformed presence had a weight. Cameras passed by once, a handheld from a freelance media stringer. They didn’t film long. Too quiet. Too sterile. Not enough footage for the narrative they wanted.
By then, Alberta’s vote had already passed—51.2% in favour of independence. Technically legitimate. Psychologically lethal. The margin didn’t matter. What mattered was that the numbers said “go.” And so they went. Right off the cliff.
Canadian federal authority collapsed west of Ontario. The banks froze accounts first—a panic move meant to buy time. It bought collapse instead. ATMs locked up. Groceries emptied in days. You could watch the lights in Edmonton go out one neighbourhood at a time. I was never posted there directly, but I met a medic from Lethbridge who said the worst wasn’t the hunger. It was the silence. No broadcasts. No instructions. Just void.
By January, Alberta wasn’t just a province in crisis—it was a sovereignty vacuum. Ottawa couldn’t reassert control without risking open conflict, and under the Sovereignty Act, Alberta treated any federal move as trespass. So the CAF went in like it was foreign soil: a stabilization mission. Humanitarian patches on our sleeves. American Unity pins on theirs. A joint task force, but with Unity in command. The tents had clean logos. The contractors had startup names. And the Americans drew new borders with GPS tags and oil leases. No one fired a shot. They didn’t need to.
We were told they were partners.
I remember being briefed on “integration posture protocols” the same week I was reassigned from security detail to “infrastructure coordination.” My unit’s div badges were replaced, no ceremony, no explanation. Just patches that read North Guard in black thread. Someone cracked a joke about becoming Walmart greeters with rifles.
Again, none of us laughed.
I don’t know when the Unity Doctrine became policy in Alberta. Not officially. There was no single announcement, no Charter-burning parade. Just a series of updates. Language updates. Command chain reshuffles. Media phrasing tweaks. Like paint flaking off a nameplate to reveal something else underneath.
And then it stuck.
They stopped calling it “Canada.” First on internal memos. Then in training decks. Finally in our own patrol logs. The word just… vanished. Like it had been smudged out of the air.
This building, this empty polling station, still has a government seal etched into the glass door. Faded. Scratched. But it’s there. I ran my fingers over it this morning. Not for nostalgia. For evidence. Something tactile to remind myself that I didn’t hallucinate it all.
The last polling station I “secured”, and I use that word bitterly, was in a Calgary school gymnasium. The official line was that it had been selected for redundancy drills. When we arrived, it was already full of crates, same as before. Except this time, the boxes weren’t sealed. They were open. Empty. Like the vote had already been removed.
We guarded silence that day. Nothing more.
A corporal from another unit muttered, “We’re babysitting ghosts.” He was reassigned a week later. No reason given. He just stopped showing up.
You can’t track an erasure in real time. That’s the genius of it. The collapse wasn’t loud. It wasn’t a coup. It was a slow denial of oxygen. You don’t even know you’re suffocating until the edges blur.
They made sure the collapse looked calm. Alberta imploded behind news feeds full of ribbon cuttings and economic forecasts. The American networks ran stories of cross-border cooperation. “Unity Through Recovery.” The name stuck. Plastered over the wound like that made it heal.
I started journaling around then. Not publicly. Not even on digital nodes. Just notes, paper scraps, napkins, field rations sleeves, FMP’s. Anything that could hold ink. Because memory had started to feel fragile. Manufactured. And I didn’t trust the feed anymore.
There was a moment, weeks after the Alberta vote, when a protest sparked in Winnipeg. Small crowd. Handwritten signs. One read 51% Is Not a Mandate. It didn’t last. Unity drones hit the square with dispersal foam within five minutes. No warrant. No RCMP liaison. Just a foreign task force running crowd control on Canadian soil. And then, just as quickly, they were gone—like they’d only stopped in to remind us who could.
A man in a faded Bombers jacket held a cardboard sign so damp the marker had bled into a blue-black smear. He wasn’t chanting, just watching the street like he knew something was coming. When the drones dropped low over the square, he flinched, then stared at his sign as if seeing it for the first time. He folded it in half and tucked it under his arm, like bringing it had been a mistake.
No charges. No reports. The Manitoba government even thanked them in a press release for their “swift stabilization response.”
That was the start of it for me. The edges blurring. The realization that they weren’t just helping Alberta. They were expanding. Quietly. And we were letting them.
I’ve tried to find that protest footage since. It’s gone.
UnityNet claims it was fabricated. “No verified sources.” One of the protesters was labelled a “stability risk” and her record was scrubbed. She had a public library card. That’s how I found her name, on a damaged hold slip inside a copy of The Stone Diaries. I kept it. Still do.
This polling station, like the one I stood beside in Calgary, was never meant to count votes. It was built for stagecraft. Democracy, repackaged for export.
I don’t know how many guys figured it out before me. Maybe some knew and stayed quiet. Maybe that was their resistance, to bear witness and do nothing they were told to regret. I wasn’t one of them. I obeyed too long. Even after the orders began to reek of euphemism.
We were told we were preserving democracy.
Turns out, we were just escorting it off the premises.
In later memos, the polling station was designated a “Narrative Harmonization Site.” It was part of a wider shaping campaign, civil-military presence used to simulate legitimacy. Unity’s doctrine outlined it clearly: “Visible security in civic spaces reinforces implied consent.” There was no vote. Just optics.
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The Numbers Game
Recorded: April 3, 2040 
Location: Newfoundland Safehouse
Subject: Clara Elgin, American Dissident
Status: Unverified location, last seen entering the Avalon Refuge Corridor.
Role: Former Policy Analyst – Unity Integration Task force (Alberta Bureau)
[BEGIN TRANSCRIPT]
[audio distortion, wind and surf faintly audible]
CLARA ELGIN (CE): You’re recording, yeah? Good. If I stop making sense, cut me off. I haven’t slept right in two years and I drink too much of whatever passes for coffee in this region.
JASON BUTTERFIELD (JB): Just talk like it’s the last time anyone might listen. And you mean Canada.
CE: That’s the only way I know how anymore. And, I know, sorry, I meant Canada.
[short pause, faint sound of pen tapping]
You know what we called it internally? Not the public version, the Unity Doctrine thing with the flags and smiling children, but the actual ops layer.
They called it Project Optics.
Not a joke. That was the real label. My clearance file literally said, “Behavioral Sentiment Calibration – Optics Phase III.” That’s what happens when you let algorithms do your branding.
Believe it or not I was brought in before the Alberta vote. Our Alberta bureau. Policy modelling division. My job was… well, to monitor the referendum, and provide U.S. Unity aligned media with statistical narrative assurance. That’s what it didn’t say on the door.
What it meant was, make the numbers say yes.
Make the country look grateful.
Make disbelief sound like a fringe malfunction.
We didn’t run polls. We wrote poll results. Scrubbed the bad percentages, smoothed the regional noise, fed it through something called the Unity Sentiment Integrator. Fancy way of saying, a script that learned how to echo itself until the lie sounded native.
They used Alberta as the sandbox, it was the door in. First it was referendum sentiment tracking. Then it became perception injection. We fed our media, which in turn fed your media. I saw a model, real-time sentiment shaping, that pushed “stability confidence” up by 18% overnight just by changing the anchor headline in eight metro zones.
Eighteen percent. Off a headline.
And no one asked where the data came from. Because it felt true. And in Unity work streams, feeling true is enough to issue policy.
[pause, paper rustles]
I faked a 92% approval rating in November 2027. You want to know how many actual responses that was based on?
Forty-three.
All from the same Calgary shopping corridor. Mostly retirees and shift workers, Christmas shopping. We stopped differentiating by demographic. The system needed one thing, affirmation. If it didn’t exist, we built it.
But we weren’t lying, not technically. We were designing belief.
The scripts were tagged as outputs from Unity’s Belief Convergence Model (BCM), an AI suite designed to create the perception of consent before deployment. You don’t need truth. You just need enough harmony to drown out dissent.
That’s the real shift. That’s what Alberta proved. You don’t need tanks when you’ve got trend lines. You don’t need conquest when your graphs already show consent.
The weirdest part? No one told us to fake anything. Not directly. The dashboards just started calibrating toward “stability.” At first we flagged it as a bug. Then the order came down: “If the model flags instability, retrain it on aligned optimism vectors.”
That’s how belief became self-replicating. We didn’t write policy. We nudged perception.
The system learned to protect its own illusion.
You think anyone on your Parliament Hill knew? I doubt it. By then the PMO was fire-walled under “Partner Narrative Security.” Even their inboxes came pre-sorted by sentiment flag.
We killed democracy with a spam filter.
[long pause]
The worst moment?
Seeing my own name quoted in a UnityNet op-ed. “Senior analyst Clara Elgin confirms broad public support.” I never said that. But the attribution was accurate. Because I was the senior analyst. And the system used my name like a signature.
And I let it.
Because by then, I was too tired to argue with software.
[sound of lighter flick]
I kept the briefing packet from that week. Not the digital version, that was wiped. The printed one. It still smells like toner and deceit.
[paper thuds lightly against table]
The top line “Phase Zero Alberta Outcomes – Narrative Traction Achieved.”
Not stabilization.
Not security.
Just “traction.”
Like we were selling running shoes, not erasing a country.
You want to know the real trick? It wasn’t just the polls. Unity didn’t stop at opinion. They got into the numbers—the ones the remaining Canadian government still published. Food distribution, employment rates, even resettlement figures. All of it was “harmonized.” That’s what they called it. Harmonized.
They’d push out press kits saying Unity was “feeding 8.3 million Canadians across five stability corridors.” Total fiction. But the spreadsheets looked clean. Bar graphs trending up. Percentages that felt reasonable enough not to question. Nobody checked the baselines. Nobody asked how those numbers lined up with what we were actually seeing on the ground.
That’s how they sold it. Unity as the benevolent saviour. Canada as the grateful partner. The food, the aid, the “employment programs”, all fabricated just enough to feel real. And the government didn’t fight it. They put their name on those reports. Because what else could they do?
[long silence, waves louder now]
There’s one more thing.
After Alberta, we received a memo from the Unity Metrics Division, meant only for regional leads. It said, and I quote: “Silence is the cleanest form of consent.”
That’s what they were counting on.
That you all wouldn’t scream.
That you’d just go quietly.
And guess what, you did.
[END TRANSCRIPT]

      [image: ]
MEDIA INSERT – Unity Metrics Division (Confidential Use Only)
Document Ref: UMD-CAN-PhaseI-2030. Distribution: Tier 3 Policy Personnel & Above. Status: Archived copy, recovered from a destroyed Unity node in Sudbury Sector.
This file was part of Unity’s master calendar for absorbing Canada. Each line item looks harmless— Quarterly milestones, revised terminology, adjusted “narratives.” But taken together, it reveals the methodical dismantling of a nation’s identity. Rather than announce conquest, Unity simply rewrote the language around it until “Canada” disappeared from official use.
Jason Butterfield’s handwritten annotations accompany this fragment. His notes circle phrases like “Deactivate the word Canada” and “Spreadsheet war.” They remind us that what appears to be a policy exercise was, in practice, the erasure of a country.
[image: Chp2-MEDIA INSERT – Unity Metrics Division]
[image: Chp2-MEDIA INSERT – Unity Metrics Division]

[HANDWRITTEN MARGIN NOTES— Identified as Butterfield, J.]
"They didn’t rename the country. They wrote around it until it disappeared.”
“Deactivate the word Canada!!! Not destroy. Just delete.”
“Redaction before invasion. A spreadsheet war.”

      [image: ]Recovered Messaging Snippet
Source: Intercepted UnityNet Feed
Timestamp: December 14, 2027
Security Tag: Tier 2 Narrative Sync – For Immediate Broadcast (Modified Queue)

HEADLINE (Pre-Scheduled):
“Historic Mandate: Unified Partner Canada Embraces Stability Leadership”
SUBHEADER:
“In a sweeping national realignment, Prime Minister Carney formally steps down to enable a ‘Seamless Transition Framework.’”
INLINE META-NOTE [visible only in staging layer]:
→ Confirm placeholder name for Stability Partner role: ‘J. Reinhardt’ polled highest in Trust Index simulations.
→ Insert pre-rendered footage package: waving crowd, cross-flag imagery, Quebec Sector celebration.
AUTOCUE MARKUP:
“Today, Canada chose continuity over chaos. Under Unity, we rise together, stronger, safer, seamless.”

[HANDWRITTEN MARGIN NOTES— Recovered from edge of packet, attached to Jason’s note folder]
There was no speech. Just a press kit and silence. I checked Carney’s feed. Last post was five days earlier.
The comments said: ‘Your leadership made us whole.’ I think they were bots. 
 — J.B.

      [image: ]Polling Station Bravo-6
[Northern Corridor, classified note margin(attached to redacted PDF bundle), Date unknown (believed transcribed from 2027 field log)]

I didn’t ask questions that day.
We were flown in under cover of a weather delay, six of us in light kit, told to rotate guard on what was listed as Polling Station Bravo-6 outside Calgary city limits. It was supposed to be routine: maintain posture, check manifests, deter interference. Democracy theatre at half-pay.
The building was a community rec hall. Lights worked. The coffee machine didn’t. Windows had been blacked out with Unity-standard vinyl sheeting, same as every other “secure” site we were posted to that month. You couldn’t tell if it was morning or midnight. Time just sat there, flat and artificial—like our being there.
The ballot boxes were already inside when we arrived.
Sealed. Stacked. Shrink-wrapped in tight rows like organ coolers for a country about to flatline.
I remember one corporal, no name, just red hair and a limp, joked, “Guess we’re protecting history now.”
Someone laughed. Not me.
I was watching the delivery manifest get signed by a man with no insignia and a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. The clipboard he handed me had a section marked Observer Count. It was blank. I asked if we should update it.
He said: “History’s already been observed.”
I signed.
That detail won’t leave me.
I later found the

      [image: ]SCATTERED FILE – Unity Metrics Division Brief
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Subject: Canada—UnifiedPartner State

Phase | Scope: CivicRealignment & Cultural Optimization

Project Lead: SeniorMetricsOfficer L. Wilcox (Unity Metrics Division)
Date Generated: Q3 2029

Version: 3.4C

Q4 2026 — Alberta Event Trigger

1.Initiate media narrative on “Democratic Reassessment” in resource-fracture zones.

2.Begin offshore polling asset deployment (non-localized aggregation encouraged).

3.Deploy sentiment suppression via Influence Dampeners in Calgary Metro, Edmonton
South.

4. Activate “Vote Integrity Partnership” branding package for public reassurance.

Note: “Confidence Index” must exceed 67% regardless of actual turnout.

Q1 2027 — Post-Referendum Containment

1.Phase out term “Independence” in official feeds. Replace with “Provincial
Transition.

2.Freeze federal banking outputs; reroute PR blame to national mismanagement
narratives.

3.Begin Al-driven flagging of “Restorationist” content.

4.Assign U.S. stabilization forces under label: Humanitarian Infrastructure Partners.

Q3 2027 — Narrative Consolidation

1.Initiate Fracture Exploitation Model (FEM) simulations to forecast additional
provincial drift.

2.Pilot “Civic Narrative Alignment” briefings for embedded provincial liaisons.

3.Deploy prototype Unity Poll Builder 2.0 in Maritime zones.

4.Introduce keyword biasing in mobile search (“Canada” — “Northern Liberty
Zone — Legacy Reference”). —_—

Q1 2028 — Emotive Terminology Redaction Cycle

Begin removal of the following redacted terms from broadcast and speech) generation:
, by
Confederation 7% M/ﬁw co /

Sovereignty

. Treaty 4 MW/WW%%/W(’/

. Maple Leaf
Indigenous
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4. Service & Support

-
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Phase I Media Package scheduled for broadcast 15 March 2030,
synchronized with Unity Day programming.
Content includes: ceremonial “arrival footage,” child flag
handoff, and anthem overlay.
@ Broadcast product simulated via controlled reenactments
filmed prior to actual movement.
Voiceover provided by U.S. neutral dialect actor per Unity
Comms Group Script Rev. 4.2.
Installation of Unity Sector signage (Markers 1-12) is ongoing.
Disarmament of legacy symbols (flags, plaques, historical
markers) to commence within 72 hours of convoy arrival.
Coordination with Curriculum Standardization Subgroup to ensure
Phase II alignment in designated educational =zones.

5. Command & Signals

-

-

-

Operational Liaison: Unity Planning Corps - Continental
Integration Division.
Reporting Chain: Unity Liaison Command - CAF Integration Cell

(Ottawa) — Civil-Transition Cohort Group.
Public Messaging Directive: Use approved tagline across all

Phase I rollout materials:

“Together Forward. Together Forever.”

Operational Liaison
Continental Integration Division
Unity Planning Corps
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Replace with:
. Regional Alignment
. Cooperative Partnership
. Cultural Unity Cohort
. Foliage Emblem (deprecated, if necessary)
. Pre-Unity Locals

Q4 2029 - Flag Reconciliation Campaign
1.Launch iconography realignment across high-visibility zones (capitals, transport
hubs).
2.Phase in Stars Above North emblem on uniforms, schools, and civic centers.
3. All prior flag imagery marked “Legacy Content — Visyal Drift 37/
700

g s Wy
Q1 2030 - Digital Feed Complianceﬁ J W
oty 7 '
1.Deactivate “Canada’ as a searchable keyword acro a{ i% Ugyapartner nodes.

2 Tmplement Memory Optimizer script bundle in civilian infotainment platforms.
3.Enforce minimum approval rating of 88% across all official Unity polling outputs.
4. Note: Ratings below threshold will trigger Re-Alignment Messaging.

Notes & Metrics M 47%/ s
(27
- B

1. Project Harmony ID: #U-51-UX-NORTH /

2.Citizen Sentiment Calibration: 91.3% (simulated targe%%/%MM.
)

3. Cultural Drift Index: 12.5 (within absorption tolerances
4. Narrative Integrity Breach Risk: < 3% (containable)
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CANADIAN ARMED FORCES - OPERATIONAL DIRECTIVE MEMORANDUM
Reférence UL Q1-CLASS-RED

Date: 14
From: Unity Planning Corps, Op Liaison-Continental Integration
Division

To: Unity Liaison Command; CAF (Redacted); Civil-Transition Cohort
Group

Subject: Convoy 9A - Kingston-Ottawa Transfer Summary

1. Situation

Convoy 9A has successfully completed Phase I transfer of Unity
Planning Corps operational personnel from Kingston Holding Site to
Ottawa Central Complex. ] M/yﬂw‘

Personnel delivered include: UM/ %Jk}d/ ;ﬁ%r
=> Cultural Narrative Alignment Te Z%U/
- Economic Pathfinding Units M ;7/
u

-> Regional Metrics Oversight Gro

No deviations or disruptions were recorded during trané;>.

2. Mission

Convoy 9A will transport Unity Planning Corps assets under civilian
visual identifiers to Ottawa Central Complex in order to support
Phase I Integration Operations. This movement facilitates non-kinetic
shaping activities within the National Capital Region, ensuring
civilian perception of infrastructure support rather than military
presence.

3. Execution

=> All Unity assets transported utilizing reserve vehicles with
civilian plates and neutral branding.

Arrival operations conducted without public interaction; no
media presence authorized on route.

Civilian/military interface minimized per Information Control
Protocol 3.7.

Convoy personnel to be referred to as “non-combat logistical

support” when questioned by reserve or support elements.
No disclosure of personnel roles or destinations to unvetted

units.
Convoy officers instructed to use Phrase Set 7B when queried:

“Routine inter-agency logistics movement.”
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