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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Dear reader,

Thank you for coming back. In Book One, two people tried to keep a name alive across a frozen border. In this book they have crossed an ocean, and the question has changed shape. It is no longer only who will remember us. It is who will write us down, and who will profit from the writing.

Valmarche, the Helvane Confederation, the Directorate, the Settlement Board, the Company, and every ledger, camp, and register in these pages are invented. So is the Canada they land in, in the sense that Port Tolland, Saint-Aurèle, Tamarac Reach, and Camp Nine are places I made, though I hope they feel like somewhere you have been. I chose invented history on purpose, so that nothing here would speak for any real people or any real injustice, and so the story could ask its question plainly.

The cipher is invented, and the arithmetic of the Reading is, I hope, forgiving. A clerk will tell you a column that will not foot is a column that is lying. I wanted a love story in which two people refuse to sign one.

Names in this book come from many parts of the world because a name read aloud with care is the smallest act of dignity there is, and because readers of every background should be able to find themselves on the page. The two animals carry more of the book than they know.

I hope you reach the last page with someone’s name in your mouth.

With thanks,

Felix N.BBA.MA.
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THE LANDING
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Landfall at Pier 14

[image: Trish on Pier 14 in the dawn beside the landing line, the manifest in her hand, Gaspard sitting on Socca's boot.]

FOUR HUNDRED AND TWELVE people came down the gangway of the Calder Hollis, and not one of them was called anything.

Trish Haddad-Fournier sat at a folding table at the foot of the gangway, under a paraffin lamp that hissed like a kettle, with a rubber stamp in one fist and a pencil in the other and her toes curled inside her boots against the cold. Pier Fourteen ran out into the harbour at Port Tolland on black pilings, a long wet tongue of planking with lamps on poles, and the November dark had dropped on the Nova Scotia shore at twenty to five, all at once, like a lid on a pot. The tide slapped under the boards. The air tasted of coal smoke and tarred rope and the fish-meal plant across the water, and beneath those of something sweetish and wrong that she had decided was the harbour itself. A rainbow skin lay on the black water between the pilings. Nobody on the pier looked at it.

She had polished her boots. She noticed this at the table, with irritation, because the Register Hall inspected boots on the first of the month and this was the twelfth. She had also pinned up her hair twice. These were facts. She set them aside the way a witness sets aside whatever is not evidence.

Witness was what the Hall called her. Under the Sponsored Hands Act, every landing of contract labour in the province required a clerk of the Register Hall at the foot of the gangway to certify, by stamp and signature, that the persons put ashore matched the persons on the list. It was a dull rota. For nineteen years it had fallen, by his own choice, to Desmond Achebe-Lavoie, who held that a witness's whole art was to hear what was said and write down only what was so. This morning Desmond's chair had been empty, his thermos on the sill with the cap screwed on. He had not telephoned, and in nineteen years Desmond had never failed to telephone, if only to say he would be a quarter hour late.

"Take the pier," the senior clerk had said, without raising his eyes. "It's a landing, Haddad-Fournier. Nothing happens at a landing."

She had already begun the report. Four hundred and twelve persons landed at Pier Fourteen, Port Tolland, on the twelfth of November, Year Seven. Count verified against list. Nothing irregular observed. The Hall's registers carried two dates in every entry, the civil date and, in the margin, the Occupation count, which the exile congregations had asked for in the first winter and nobody had had the heart to withdraw. It was a good sentence. It was the sentence of a woman who was furniture, and she wore it as she wore the grey coat, buttoned to the throat.

The manifest lay open under her left hand. It had come in a board folder, and on the cover, pressed blind into the grey with no ink at all, was a bell inside a hexagon. She had found it with her thumb before she read a word. Her breath had gone out of her and stayed out for a count of four.

Inside were four hundred and twelve lines. Each had once held a name. She could see it, because whoever did the work had done it as a clerk does: every name was struck through with one ruled line, neat as a bank's, so that the correction could be audited, which is the oldest honesty in the trade. Over each ruled line, in a second hand, stood a designation. H-0001. H-0002. H-0003. And in the column headed Skill, down the whole length of the page like a stammer: Unskilled. Unskilled. Unskilled.

"You'll find it in order," said the man at her elbow. "We took some trouble."

His card gave his name as Teodor Abara-Lindqvist, Placement Officer, Vossberg Placement Ltd. He was a long courteous man in a camel overcoat, forty-odd, with pleasant teeth and a lapel pin the size of a thumbnail. A hexagon. A bell. He stood slightly too close, as people do who have never been refused.

"The names are struck through," Trish said.

"Withdrawn." He corrected her gently, the way one corrects a child on a point of manners. "For the term of the contract. It's a protection, Miss Haddad-Fournier. Many of these people have family on the wrong side of the Corvane. A Hand with a number can't be traced. A Hand with a number can't be passed over for the sound of his surname, either." He tapped the back of the folder. A maple leaf had been printed there in green, above a line in a cheerful typeface: A Fresh Start Needs No Surname. "We're rather proud of that."

"The Act requires the civil identity of each person landed."

"The Act requires the witness to certify the count against the list." He smiled. "Four hundred and twelve on the list. Four hundred and twelve on the pier, I trust."

She looked at him a moment longer than manners allowed. He believed it. That was the dreadful part. He had the face of a man who gives up his seat on trams. He had thought the matter through, and somewhere in the thinking he had arrived at a place where taking a person's name was a kindness, like lending a coat, and he stood in that place in perfect comfort with the lamp shining on his pin.

"Clause Fourteen," she said, because she had read it that afternoon and been obliged to sit down on the Hall stairs afterwards.

"A standard provision." He opened his hands. "No Hand shall solicit, receive or exchange communication with any person of record in the registers of the former Greffe. It spares everyone a great deal of unpleasantness." He glanced, politely, at her stamp, her pencil, her coat. "You'll have no cause to worry about it, of course."

"Of course," said Trish.

Under the table, on a folded horse blanket, lay Gaspard. He was ten years old, and a constable had told him at half past four that animals were not permitted on the pier. "He's a witness's dog," Trish had said, and the constable, looking at the grey muzzle and the left ear torn long ago into a ragged flap, had let his baton drop. A length of old rope tied the dog to the table leg. His red leather collar, closed with a knot she had tied herself on a barge in the fog, had worn pale along the creases. He slept the way the old sleep, with a shudder every minute or so, as though the dreams were crossing a bad road.

She glanced across the lamp-poles at the harbour office, a tin-roofed shed with a crooked chimney. On the ridge of the roof sat a grey shape with its paws together and its one eye turned toward the gangway. Trish had left Safiya asleep on the radiator in Saint-Aurèle, a morning's train inland. She had stopped asking, years ago, how.

––––––––
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THEY CAME DOWN IN THE order of their numbers, one by one, from the dark of the gangway into the circle of the lamp: men mostly, a hundred or so women, a handful of boys not long out of school. Valmarche coats, too thin, cut for a milder winter. A canvas tag through a buttonhole on each, stamped with its number. Their faces wore a look Trish knew





























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ROMANGE - SUSPENSE - MYSTERY

THE HOUR OF NAMES, BOOK TWO

Felix N.BBA.MA.





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





