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1 - COSMIC WANDERING




I have

been traveling the Universe since time immemorial aboard my

spaceship, which generates its own energy from starlight. Its speed

exceeds that of light, and the future is the past. I do not age, and

life imposes

immortality upon me.




Where do I come from? I do not know. I

have never known those who, before me, were at the very origin of my

existence. I have met no one but myself, and I am alone in a universe

that seems empty to me. I expect nothing from life. The truth about

my origins is lost in the mists of time. It matters little to me, for

I do not know the reason behind my actions.




Throughout my endless days, I observe a

black sky dotted with stars that never changes. However, before my

eyes, nebulae, stars, and supernovas die, projecting magnificent

colors whose origin I cannot explain. As the guardian of the

Universe, I scan the sky blindly and write its history. Was I

entrusted with this task on purpose, is it my destiny?




I have no feelings about life and I am

ignorant of what it represents. For me, everything looks the same and

goes on forever. I am not sure I exist, I do not know what existence

is. I do not know who I am or where I am going.




I expect nothing and have no ambition. I

don't know if I am alone or what it means not to be alone. I don't

know what to do to be anything other than alone. I have no memory of

anything and know nothing about memory. I forget everything as I go

along, without worrying about the importance of remembering anything.




I have never experienced an emotion or a

feeling and do not feel the need to. What is the point of traveling

through the universe? Does it serve any purpose? I do not know and

have never questioned it. Why all these questions about what cannot

be explained? I travel through the Universe relentlessly and do not

seek to understand why.




Time has no hold on me, and I know nothing

about time, except perhaps one dimension: ancient time. Ancient time

has always existed and represents the future time that has never

become past time and the future time that has already become past

time, without which ancient time would not exist.




For me, the Universe is comparable to

nothingness, because nothingness has no beginning and no end. In

nothingness, there are no limits and no boundaries; we travel through

it endlessly, and distance, like time, never ends. That is why I ask

myself no questions, because it seems to me that there are no

answers. So I do not want to know who I am or where I come from.




There has only been one occasion when I

encountered someone other than myself, and I don't know if it was

real. An Elder from ancient times crossed my path like a comet in

front of a planet. Before disappearing or dying, he uttered these few

words, which meant nothing to me: “Between the Milky Way and

the Pacific, you will see a world unlike any other.” And he

died without saying anything else.




I would like to forget those few words,

but I can't. Why is it so important? Those words, like a spell, will

never leave me.











2 - PENGO PALLEY IS NO LONGER RESPONDING


The

wind blows dry and arid over the bare rocky hills in a rarefied and

sterile atmosphere, hurling gusts of mineral particles onto other

hills rounded by erosion, where gray dominates. The pale light

reflected by a few satellite asteroids barely manages to illuminate

the shapes that can be discerned, frozen in a cold, morbid silence.




The ink-black sky is dotted with a

senseless multitude of luminous points, reproducing a static and

immutable pattern. The wind still blows silently, without direction

and without obstacle. The sight of this nightmarish landscape sends a

chill down our spines. We dare not imagine this void filled with a

substance as dense as it is immobile.


Pengo

Palley no longer

responds and will never respond again, as if encased in a void that

has engulfed him.




Time has sped up, but we can still

recognize the gray rocky hills devoid of vegetation, revealing a few

veins filled with white quartz. Night has fallen on this cosmic

landscape for a whole day, a whole season, or a whole lifetime. The

intense cold freezes, stiffens, and isolates everything in its path.




A rustling sound in the deafening silence

accompanies the wind as it sweeps up the debris it encounters,

whipping it up and throwing it far away. The once rounded shapes

flatten silently. Without a single sign to warn of it, the pervasive

greyness spread over everything in sight fades, dies away, and lights

up with a penetrating glow, changing the appearance of everything

that moves and remains. Day breaks over the stellar taiga.




Pengo Palley appears on the horizon and,

in a whirlwind of foam, deposits its passenger, who immediately

becomes one with his surroundings. A few minutes later, a fog rolls

in, making radio contact impossible. 






In the distance, a pack of wolves can be

heard searching for food in the arid steppe, chasing it until it is

exhausted. Climbing mountains, crossing rapids, freezing winds, and

scorching heat are the daily lot of the stone tracker, the one who

seeks to understand the history of the planet, searching for clues,

evidence, and anomalies that will allow him to interpret its genesis.




Throughout the ages, orogenies have caused

mountains to rise, tortured rock to fracture, valleys to form, water

to accumulate, and erosion to forge the sumptuous landscapes we see

today.




With no age-old obstacles, the wind

continues its work unabated, stunning even the most playful mind. A

landscape of titans, consisting of a horizon of green hills

interspersed with lakes stretching as far as the eye can see, spreads

out in all directions to create complete isolation. This is the Far

North, vast, empty, silent, and luminous.




The dense, sudden fog coming in from the

bay, blocking all visibility, further reinforces this feeling of

isolation. The taiga, frozen in time with its gentle, gently sloping

hills, sparse, short vegetation, lichen, and caribou moss, paints a

landscape that changes little. The trees are so small that they grow

like shrubs, forming sparse embankments that shelter one or two

broods of rock ptarmigan. The wildlife adapted to this hostile

environment is as rich as it is diverse.




Once back on solid ground, one is quickly

engulfed by an unforgiving reality.




Pengo Palley, on his first visit ten

thousand years ago, is concerned. Already, a void is forming in his

memory to dispel the fear of the unknown and the instability caused

by the blurring of his vision. 






His thoughts bear witness to this:


“What

a strange planet! I've never seen anything like it.”




Debris swirls in the wind and settles in

every crevice. Fractured and cracked hills of various shapes fade

into shreds with rounded tips. Erratic blocks scattered everywhere by

the passage of glaciers create a disorderly mess. 






"On the slopes of the hills, rising

from the bottom of small valleys to the summit, green silhouettes,

boots, and greenish carpets spread out, disturbing, unlike anything

I've ever seen anywhere else.”


"Even

more intriguing is this translucent, supple, and moving layer that

hugs solid forms like a mineral in liquid phase, reminiscent of what

elsewhere is hard as rock.”


"And

this bright blue that dazzles me and prevents me from seeing

clearly.”


"Filled

with fear and torpor in the face of this new unknown, I decide to

flee, but not before noticing intriguing objects in constant motion.”


"Fearing

that I am escaping the concrete reality of the known Universe, I feel

only the urge to leave this place.”


"An

unlikely traveler, the abyss in which I am stuck must disappear. From

all my travels, I have learned that what is different can be

dangerous. Suddenly, I feel myself leaving, a sudden acceleration

occurs and everything is behind me, except for this impression, this

maddening obsession that I still feel.”




Just like Pengo Palley, but much later, in

this same place, as the taiga gives way to the tundra, the scientist

parachuted into this wild world feels his emotions:


"In

the midst of this world where silence and space coexist endlessly,

where gray and green are the only colors, where distance unfolds,

forcing the gaze into the distance, we feel the tundra enchanting us,

imbued with its peace, with no influence to prevent it from

inhabiting us. What charms us quickly becomes what frightens us, as

we let the wind blow without being able to stop it.”




"The mosquitoes are everywhere and

relentless, harassing us to the point of mental exhaustion. In the

midst of this ambiguous and peaceful world, the camp is deserted,

there is no one to welcome me.”


"I

turn to the lake in front of me, which invites me with its calm to

look at it and listen to it. With tales and adventures, every rock,

every hill, every grove, and every body of water invites action. The

surface of the

lake ripples in a breeze that marks the end of the day. Is this a

perfect world where, at the end of the summer, it will teach me all

the flaws we no longer want to endure?”




At ten o'clock in the evening, the first

voices that will accompany me throughout the summer echo in the dark.

The camp comes back to life.











3 - THE CAMP


I

arrived on July 25,

1984, in the small town of Kuujjuaq,

with a population of just over 1,800. The temperature was just a few

degrees above freezing. A bush pilot was waiting for me at the

airport to drive me to the camp.




On the road leading to the lake for the

seaplane takeoff, the driver swerved across the road, veering first

to the left and then to the right. Laughing, he told me that there

were few cars on the road and people had adopted this bad driving

habit.




During takeoff, the fuselage of the

seaplane, a Beaver that had seen action in the Korean War, vibrated

as if it were falling apart, but nevertheless rose effortlessly into

a clear sky offering a breathtaking view of a horizon stretching as

far as the eye could see. In no time, we were already flying over a

region dotted with small green hills interspersed with a multitude of

lakes. A camp of a few rectangular white tents timidly appeared south

of a lake that the pilot identified as Lake Rachel.




The impression of isolation in the region,

whichever direction you looked, was complete. One might wonder why

anyone would settle here rather than elsewhere. The answer to this

question was buried beneath the surface, where one observes what does

not speak, but which reveals itself when approached. History then

unfolds like the plot of a film recounting lives that cannot all be

remembered.




Gray and green, such is the tundra. The

Far North is cloaked in a stunning solitude, with the only background

noise being that of mosquitoes beating incessantly on the canvas of

the tents. This is the tundra that cannot be known unless you live

there in wild self-sufficiency. To truly understand it, you have to

listen to it and guess at it.




Once we landed on the lake with an

impressive slide, a visit to the camp convinced us that the place was

deserted. The effect of solitude in an already deserted place

confused us enough to feel the need to train our eyes to easily spot

familiar shapes.


“How

do we know if this is the right camp?” I asked the pilot.




In the office tent, the geologists' work

maps provided me with information about the region under study. 




“To

be really sure, when you return to Kuujjuaq, stop by the camp and if

there are any changes, I'll let you know,” I told the pilot.




After a first tour of the camp, I decided

to settle into the office tent to familiarize myself with the

environment. For foreigners, the hustle and bustle of cities

contrasts sharply with the deep calm that can be felt in these

places. Only a discreet background noise that can be heard everywhere

manages to reassure us. It is the soundtrack of the tundra that an

imaginary conductor forgot to interrupt.




The resident animals are used to it. It

calms them and represents their balance. Without it, they would

become anxious and close to panic. The residents familiar with this

environment are caribou, ptarmigan, polar bears, muskoxen, wolves,

and hares. They encounter each other by accident and live together

out of habit. They gather together to protect them-selves from

predators and help each other raise their young. There are many

ptarmigans, and not a day goes by without us disturbing at least a

dozen of them during our excursions. 






The tent was in a state of disarray

typical of scientists' offices, who, in order to find themselves

after a brief break, carefully leave all their work items in the same

place.




Is it possible to work here for a whole

summer? Some cannot manage it and have to return south, while others,

captivated by their research, forget everything except the essentials

and find themselves at the end of the summer without having given it

much thought. Some live day to day, embracing the adventure that

comes their way. They are attentive to any change that might enrich

their daily lives. For them, the summer will pass quickly and they

will return home with a head full of lasting memories. 






I arrived at the camp at 1:45 p.m., and

four hours later, there was still no one there. After a frugal lunch,

I heard the seaplane landing.


“This

is the right camp, don't worry, the workers will be here shortly,”

confirmed the pilot.




And the plane took off again as quickly as

it had arrived. In the North, the days stretch late into the evening

and workers take advantage of this to extend their working day.

That's how I understood that the clock in the North didn't run at the

same pace as in the South. Time and space are linked together and,

here as elsewhere, affect human activities.




So I decided it was best to enjoy the

moment and remembered that the team leader had told me about lakes

teeming with fish. By evening, the camp was full and everyone was

already busy with their personal activities. I settled into an empty

tent that would be my home for the season. In the North, people are

sparing with words and few presentations, I got to know the team

members.




A geologists' camp in the tundra is like a

lumberjack camp without a forest. The tundra remains silent until

nightfall, when the silence becomes even heavier and more pronounced.


“Now

I am comfortably settled in a clean tent that is about four meters

wide and five meters long. It's a great luxury for a camp lost in the

wild immensity of the Far North,” I wrote to my family to

reassure them.




The fog often lifts when the cold coastal

breeze settles over the warmer land. This makes it difficult to

predict the teams' movements to satellite camps for a few days. It is

often impossible to return at the scheduled time because the

seaplane's movements are affected by the weather. The scheduled

meeting must then be postponed for a few days. 






Supplies are delivered by plane. The lake

water is drinkable and the lakes are rich enough in fish to ensure

survival at all times.




This is how the work season unfolds for

the geology team. Everyone must contribute to the joint work in

addition to the specific tasks assigned to each team. Depending on

the weather, outdoor work is carried out continuously, while rainy

days are used to compile the data collected in the field. Sunday is a

day of rest to recover and maintain the pace of work. Some plan their

work, while others take the opportunity to explore the surrounding

area.




A typical workday begins at 7 a.m. After

breakfast, we get ready, gear up, and set off for the day in teams of

two. When the weather is nice, we don't return to camp until 7 p.m.

If it rains early in the morning and throughout the day, we choose

not to go out, otherwise we return earlier in the day.




The wild animals of the tundra are our

daily companions. We encounter some of them regularly, such as

caribou and ptarmigan, while others, such as lemmings and arctic

hares, are so elusive that we never see them. 






During a day off, while I was out on an

excursion on the eskers and nearby hills, absorbed in analyzing a

vein of massive hydrothermal quartz, I heard a powerful breath behind

me. Busy detaching a fragment of pure quartz that I wanted to keep,

my attention was drawn to the source of the unusual noise coming from

the lake near the hill where I was standing. I looked up to see a

herd of caribou blowing in short, sharp bursts as they swam across

the lake. They were heading towards me. The males' antlers above the

water and the foam they kicked up as they swam created the effect of

a proud and pompous procession. A quick assessment told me that a gap

in the rock face would allow me to hide from their view.




The males were the first to reach the edge

of the lake and climbed the rocky escarpment to the top of the hill

with great force. Hidden in my hideout a short distance away and

slightly below, I could see their hooves slipping easily into the

cracks between the rocks and guess at their graceful strides to the

top. The females followed more slowly, accompanied by the young.




It was a little emotional, but how

satisfying to have witnessed such a magical scene up close. During

their ascent, none of the animals in the herd had the slightest

suspicion of my presence. It was a brief moment of synchronous

privilege.




Caribou have been omnipresent in the

tundra for millennia and follow the same well trodden and flattened

migration trails. They can be observed just a few meters away, going

about their natural business, unafraid of our presence.




Yesterday, during an outing, we heard a

pack of wolves on the move. Their howls were distinct despite the

wind. Such encounters are rare, and fortunately, they did not see us.




The conditions for washing are quite

rudimentary, with only lakes available on days when it is not too

cold. If it is too hot, there are too many mosquitoes. Far from

civilization, there is no pollution, and the water in all the lakes

is safe to drink.




The areas under study are all located in

the Labrador Trough, also known as the New Quebec Orogen. It is a

huge shear zone more than 800 kilometers long, crossing Quebec from

south to north to the west of Ungava Bay.




When analyzing rock formations, the dip

and direction of the strata are noted; for folds, the axial plane and

dip are no-ted; anything related to faults and unconformities is also

noted. With regard to mineralogy, note is taken of everything that

changes from one outcrop to another: the type of rock, the minerals

present, and any significant anomalies. An anomaly is the abnormal or

excessive presence of a mineral in the rock. Samples are taken

throughout the visits and will be used to supplement the field

analyses. 






When reconstructing the geology of a given

area, it is necessary to establish correlations between the various

rock formations in order to determine the sequence in which they were

formed and their age on the geological time scale. What can be

observed on a small scale in nature is often reproduced on a larger

scale nearby. This is why it is important to note everything that

could be useful in the overall study. The interactions between rock

formations will help reconstruct the geological sequence, while

climatic and temporal factors will help complete the geological

pattern of the area.




The camp is well supplied with food

transported by plane. Travel in the field is done on foot, and there

are three threewheeled motorcycles and two inflatable boats for

transportation and the team's needs during missions. There are three

tents for sleeping, one tent used as an office, one tent used as a

kitchen, and one tent used as a warehouse, for a total of six tents.

The main camp is located on the shores of Lake Rachel, which is 16

kilometers long and 1 kilometer wide.




The end of the season was approaching. Our

team leader entrusted my colleague Réjean and me with a

mission. We had to retrieve equipment and an inflatable boat left at

the beginning of the summer on a tributary of the great Lake Gerido.

The plane was to drop us off at the lake, and from there we had to

walk around it and up the river to find the inflatable boat on our

route. The plane was to pick us up the next day at an old mining camp

upstream from the lake.




We arrived at the lake without incident,

as did the hike to find the inflatable boat. But once we got there,

we found that the inflatable boat was deflated and had a tear at

least two inches long. The only tools we had were some thread, which

we used to try to sew up the fabric, and a little anti-inflammatory

cream we found in the first aid kit to fuse the rubber. To our

surprise, on the first try, the inflatable boat reinflated, but it

also quickly lost air.




Despite everything, we decided to go back

up the river, one of us continuously pumping air into the inflatable

boat and the other maneuvering the boat as best we could through the

rapids and currents. With some difficulty, we reached the mining camp

at the end of the day. Several barrels of oil left behind by the

mining exploration teams were lined up in the center of the camp.




Réjean, with a mischievous look in

his eye, suggested blowing up a barrel. I looked at him briefly and,

after a moment's thought in which I considered going along with his

idea, I finally said to him, “Enough adventures for today, it

might not be a good idea!”




A flock of geese bathed in the golden

light of the late afternoon brought the adventure to a close with

their fading cries, like a silent parenthesis closing at the end of

summer. The next day, we left for base camp. A few days later, we

were back in the South.











4 - THE OLDEST ROCKS ON EARTH


Two

years later, I returned to the Labrador Trough

to

conduct geological mapping of an area north of Gerido Lake as part of

a master's project.




The season had gone well, and the end of

summer was already approaching. Until then, the days and nights had

flowed naturally, and the season was passing quietly and

uneventfully. However, that was without taking into account the days

that were to follow. At the beginning of the summer, I had been

informed that the area under study was of particular significance to

the Inuit of the region.




The origin of the oldest rocks on the

planet dates back to the Hadean eon, the first eon in the Earth's

geological time scale, dating from the beginning of its formation

4.56 billion years ago to 4 billion years before the beginning of the

next eon, the Archean.




They are found in this area, where they

form ancient fragments of volcanic rock from the Nuvvuagittuq

greenstone belt that have been spared by tectonic plate activity.

Tectonic plates overlap and cover each other in a continuous

movement, so that remnants of ancient rocks on the surface are rare.




The Inuit have therefore always associated

these ancient rocks with the creation of their world according to

highly imaginative models. It was therefore natural that, as good

guardians of their places of origin, they should come to find out

about my work. However, since the beginning of the season, I had

never had any interaction with anyone following my intrusion into

this sacred place. So I had already forgotten the warning I had been

given at the beginning of the summer.




One day, during an outing, I came across a

site where the outcropping rocks were partially aligned with a rock

block in the center, set back but also higher. I remained deeply

absorbed in analyzing what are considered the oldest rocks recorded

on Earth since its formation in our solar system. I carefully

examined all the observable information about their mineralogy and

structure with a magnifying glass, seeking to decipher a common link

between these rock outcrops. Most of them we-re severely eroded at

ground level. Only one stood out above the others.




Samples with certain well-defined

characteristics are always of interest. It is important to pay

attention to them, as they contain additional information that often

provides unexpected insights. It was intriguing to see that, due to

their age of just over 4 billion years, these rocks had all been

subjected to very long periods of erosion, flattening them at ground

level, but that only the outcrop I was analyzing had been spared and

even showed signs of uplift.




It was a dark, compact, dense rock,

magnetized in various places. It had a glassy appearance with a

melted grain on the surface, as is the case with tektites, which are

remnants of heated and remelted rock. The mineralogical composition

did not appear to be siliceous, unlike tektites, but rather consisted

of iron and nickel, as meteorites do.




Tektites differ from meteorites in that

they are fragments of terrestrial rock with a siliceous content that

are projected into space during an impact with a meteorite, whereas

meteorites come from space and do not contain silicate. Earth's rocks

are mainly composed of silicate. After being thrown into space,

tektites are subject to the rotational gravity of our solar system,

which explains their rounded, flattened, saucer like shape.




Completely lost in these thoughts, my

attention was drawn to strange marks at the bottom of the rock block

under study, as if there were inscriptions carved into the stone. On

the surface of the rock, which appeared homogeneous, there was a disc

of what seemed to be foreign material that must have been projected

with force and fused into the rock block like a solid intrusion. The

stone around the impact had heated up and vitrified on contact with

the disc. I had never seen anything like this in nature, so my

interpretation was limited to a simple literary description. Small

rock fragments scattered on the ground littered an area that had not

changed over time. These fragments were heavy and partially

recrystallized.




I was captivated by my observations of

this phenomenon and confirmed this rather strange anomaly in my

notebook. I had to resign myself to leaving the place so as not to

delay my mapping work. Intrigued by this unusual discovery, I decided

to return to the site a few days later for a more thorough

examination.




On my second visit, while I was absorbed

in my analysis, I sensed a presence but saw no one. A little later, I

sensed this presence again, but this time, glancing over my shoulder,

I clearly saw a small group of Inuit watching me. Surprised, I

greeted them politely. They looked serious and seemed different from

the Inuit I had met before in my work. Inuit people are very

observant and tend to smile spontaneously when they meet someone,

revealing a toothless but sincere smile.




These people seemed upset and disturbed.

One of them finally stepped forward and, using broad gestures to

describe the small rocky promontory, made me understand that I had

desecrated a sacred place. I thought of the rock fragments and, after

rummaging through my sample bag, I placed them back where I had

picked them up a few days earlier. He gave me a very slight smile.




He explained that they were the elders of

the region and that their role was to protect these places. They also

understood that my actions were not guided by malicious intentions

but were rather scientific in nature.




I asked the leader of the group about the

inscriptions at the bottom of the rock, and he suddenly seemed very

annoyed. He didn't seem to want to talk about it.




"Our role is to protect this place,

but also to ensure that it remains secret.”




"You ask me about the inscriptions,

and even though we don't want them to be known, you ask us to talk

about them. We know both little and a lot about them. The Inuit must

not tell the story of these inscriptions. However, you already know

too much. ”




I explained that my interest was purely

scientific. This seemed to reassure them. I made it clear that I

greatly respected their beliefs.




The group leader immediately resumed

speaking to continue his explanations:


"This

rock is the oldest rock in the Inuit world. It is said that the Inuit

world was created from this rock. This is what we know from our

elders, and this belief has been passed down through the ages. We

also know that the inscriptions are a sign of the coming of Pengo

Palley. In popular language, Pengo Palley means “I miss you.”

In the language of the wise, Pengo Palley means “He who came,

he who will return.” Pengo Palley is not a creator or a savior;

Pengo Palley is an observer who witnessed the birth of our world.

Pengo Palley also has a third and final meaning that only he knows

and that he will reveal to the Great Shaman when the time comes.

Thus, the one true Inuit Nation will be completed and consolidated.”
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