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Our proposal stems from a first-year MSc 
design studio in Sustainable Architecture, 
where over the last three years, 140 
students from around the world have 
explored architecture’s relationship to the 
Anthropocene through research-by-design 
projects combining theory and practice. The 
studio revolves around one key question: what 
is the architecture of  a non-extractive, non-
racist, non-singular life? This question invites 
both concrete and conceptual reflections on the 
extractive, racialized, and toxic mechanisms 
embedded in spatial planning.

Rather than seeking to “solve” climate 
collapse through form and function, the 
studio encourages students to stay with 
the trouble and imagine future forms of  
inhabitation through “otherwises” to capital 
and carbon logics. These “otherwises” emerge 
from the present’s contested conditions, not 
hypothetical pacified futures. Student projects 
are thus spatial investigations forming an atlas 
of  contested geographies, where precarious 
forms of  life arise through frictions.

Students conduct research-by-design on 
contested territories of  their choice, often 
linked to their positionality or ethical concerns. 
The studio unfolds in two phases: first, 
mapping the complexity of  human-nonhuman 
relations and ecological histories through 
multispecies, multiscalar, and multitemporal 
cartographies; second, developing imaginative 
yet grounded design proposals—small-scale 
interventions, infrastructures, or hacks 
of  spatial regulatory frameworks. These 
speculative scenarios prefigure entanglements 
and spatial arrangements that help imagine 
non-extractive architectures, rooted in what 
is already there Here, imagination resists 
solutionism, offering an ethical stance 
concerned with other assemblages of  life that 
transcend calculative sustainability metrics.

The studio aligns with EAAE pedagogical aims 
in several ways. First, it positions research-
by-design as central to translating complexity 
into spatial narratives and tackling urgent 

questions on architecture, environment, 
and politics. Second, it critically examines 
architectural education’s tools and premises—
challenging market logics, solutionist 
mindsets, and positivist future prefigurations. 
Third, it adopts innovative pedagogies: the 
classroom becomes a safe haven for critical 
thought, resisting market-driven demands. 
Students benefit from external guest lectures, 
rich discussions, and a seminar on Political 
Ecology and Space, with collective readings and 
open debates on the world’s state.

The studio’ objectives are ethical and 
pedagogical. Ethically, it argues that 
architectural education in the Anthropocene 
must move beyond technical solutions for 
climate disruption. Technological innovation 
alone cannot address architecture’s complicity 
in the Anthropocene’s conditions; rather, 
critical spaces are needed to question 
technology’s instrumental use, which often 
overlooks the intangible or incalculable 
aspects of  life on Earth. Pedagogically, 
the studio fosters independent, inclusive, 
and experimental learning. We encourage 
horizontal discussions on topics beyond 
architecture, offering diverse perspectives and 
tutoring modes.

Students experiment with outputs beyond 
canonical drawings—for instance, producing 
artifacts that add layers of  meaning through 
other media that can be listened to, watched, 
or touched. The studio itself  acts as an ecology 
of  exchange, blurring boundaries between 
academia and practice. The staff’s diverse 
backgrounds—from architecture and planning 
to humanities and social sciences—redefine 
practice beyond building, embracing fields 
like development aid, exhibition design, or 
social history that share architectural research 
concerns. Ultimately, the studio seeks to 
foster a radical architectural education for the 
Anthropocene, where practice and pedagogy 
are inseparable ends.

Migration in the Central Mediterranean route is a product of 
different kinds of movement : human movement, resources 
movement, power movement. By overlapping all the data 
related to movement in all its forms, this upside-down map 
shows the complexity of migration and the intertwined 
relations between different components. Those movements of 
resources and power materialize themselves in the form of 
restrictions, shaping the movement of migration : laws, racism, 
conflicts, terrain… As migration paths go over restrictions - 
often through the smuggling network -, restrictions evolve and 
paths adapt in a never-ending pattern.

Restricted Current is a study case inspecting migration : it 
focuses on migratory flows in its causality and structure. This 
research aims to unveil the multifaceted nature of migration 
within the context of imposed constraints.Extensively 
examining migration routes in East, West and North Africa 
leading to the Central Mediterranean route reaching Europe. 
The project surveys diverse sources of migration and the 
various paths converging to the Libyan coast leading to 
Italian territories, and the features influencing their 
formation: the routes are not a reflection of migrants' 
preferences, but a manifestation of the restrictions they face.
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DAMS OF AFFECT
territorial and emotional disturbance of hydroelectricity dams on the Romaine River, Québec

Quebec is a territory shaped by water. The expertise conquered in 
hydroelectricity since the early 20th century lives in the pride of the 
citizens, and its nationalisation in 1962 was a turning point for a 
major economic and political independence of the marginalized 
French-speaking province. However, many of the dams lay on the 
used-to-be virgin territories of enormous rivers and ancestral lands, 
where native communities still belong. This is the case of the last built 
series of dams on the Romaine River, home of Innu nation. Tensions 
are of economic, social and environmental orders, but most of all they 
are sensible, vivid, passionate. We therefore chose to analyse the 
territory through affects, as a methodology for including all the actors 
involved, voluntarily or not, in the hydroelectricity project. As the 
subjectivity of an emotion-based research may be critical, our 
approach is based on pedagogy as a way of enhancing collective 
reflexions and communications web, to consider the participation of 
everyone. We believe in the importance of bringing the personal and 
sensible experience at the center of such a heartfelt dialogue. 

Simonetta D’Ovidio
Frédérique Gélinas
Roberta Longo

200 m

- 8000 PRESENCE OF NATIVES ON COTE-NORD
-150  INDIAN ACT CANADA

FROM SOUTH TO NORTH, SEA TO WOOD

Even the /sea is silent. The waves and their rattling are fixed in a frozen time. She does not have the strength to 
oppose herself to the coldness that had her neutralized on her own shores. She will have to wait until spring to 
attack for good those ice patches that accumulate insistently on her back and on the beach. Meanwhile, /water 
is doing its regular back and forth, gently, as if it was trying to spread frosting on a really fragile cake. Out of sight, 
the dark sanded beaches are now covered by a white and thick wadding. When I walk, my entire legs get eaten 
by the snow. I think of Lawrence of Arabia’s quicksand and desert’s heat becomes the fireplace of my thoughts. I 
wonder if it is the same silence that flows in between the golden dunes, in the infinite of a horizon as 
well-defined as the one of the coast. 

Who doesn’t come from a northern territory, or has never lived a Nordic country, can’t know the /silence of a 
winter night. It is different than the one you can find in houses, in forests, or even in caves or mines. 
Underground /silence is tangible, it is almost filled with flavor. In the darkness of the Earth, /silence is 
taken for granted; no surprising at all. It is as much evident that nature’s one might be interrupted by birds, or 
by the rustling of the leaves. The /silence of winter is dimmed instead. It is like… it is like if you could see 
every sound, but not hear them. You see the wind blowing the snow in huge polar rusts that strike your cheeks 
in violent knives stabs, but the enemy is dumb. The streetlights are flashing steadily in the penumbra, reflected 
by the snow, but you cannot hear their /metallic sizzling. People’s voices seem thud and distant, even if by 
looking at them you can see that they are laughing so, so loud. The only perceptible sound is the one of your steps 
that crush the white carpet. As if every one of them was an offense to the storm’s purity. And that you were all 
alone in the middle of a frozen world. 

Difficile de traduire le mot liberté
je dois t’emmener sur le territoire
marcher dans la neige
le froid sur tes joues
toucher l’eau de la rivière
lever ton regard vers l’infini
Rita Metsokosho

When I come across Havre-Saint-Pierre,  the houses and their warm lamplight condense the /cold air, creating a 
flaky pattern on the windows. It seems like      the frost is trying to isolate the glass, and so, the racket of family life. 
Outside, space remains pure of             any sound. Even passing by the bar, I can only hear the door that closes behind 
a man who, like other            insomniacs, chose alcohol as a down duvet. I almost envy him. I can barely feel my 
fingers despite the              /fur mittens that cover them, and my hair got accumulated in an ice spaghetti along my 
temples. But            tonight, I will go up the river as used to do these ancestors that are not mine, and I will walk the 
451km of              Romaine River. 

The Grande-Chute’s silence is opposed to winter’s one. You can hear the ghost of tumultuous water shaping the    
   ground, but you cannot see it anymore. It is as though it just vanished, as if it would come back in an eye blin          
     and take back everything it left behind. Imagine the violence with which it would do it. Imagine breaking      
   the dam. The strength of /water that frees itself, and utters in every crevasse, in every fault across its way,     
    among roots and sediments. Imagine it coming over the cliff of the Grande-Chute; the sudden rumble, the  
          insolence of a tsunami, as a revenge. And then, the first contact with the ground, while falling. It would  
          make the Earth tremble, like an enormous scream, retained for years; accumulated in a stagnant basin. 

Every step that takes me up North seems to take me one degree down on the thermometer, but still, even if I hate      
    being cold, I feel stronger. In-between Romaine-2 and Romaine-3, the ravages of the flood spread like two arms on    
           the territory, and like a wall on my path; a wet wall that seeks to embrace me. I let myself go to this spontaneous   
                          love    story, as they are the ones I prefer. Slowly, I get into the dark /waters, the weight of my clothes crushing  
                     me    down, but, as on the Dead Sea, a stronger force keeps me on the surface. It may be a lunar phenomenon, or  
      some physic effect involving the difference of temperature between my warm flesh and the frozen /water   
     particles that push me up. Or maybe it is just the river that would not take another lifeless body in its midst.  
      Deep down the waters lay an enormous vegetal and animal cemetery. I am floating above it, hoping  
         that this dawning love might be enough to generate a prayer that I would not know how to say. I  
         am swimming on my back, fixedly gazing the celestial greatness and lulled by this aquatic caress,  
        peaceful like in the sheets of a lover. From my eyes slip out some tears of gratitude, salt grains in  
          the middle of the basin. My head already hits the ground and the stones of the shore. We  
                 always leave too soon the ones we loved. 

Arrived at Romaine-2, the /cold becomes even more glacial, and silence is troubled by acute sighs. It is the effect     
 of /metal, and of the wind caressing its angles. Here, closed to the river, the forest is made of pylons, powerful, erected    
 in military rows. Damned monument that rises over the memory of the tall pine trees, that were still there some years    
 ago. Those who have not been cut, a bit further, stand against this giant /metallic presence. In the night, and reflected    
 by the river and the snow, the moon allows me to see their silhouettes, tapered and bowed by the wind. They look     
 like long and thin bodies, wearing dresses, like the triangular ones that children draw. I get closer and deeper into     
   their branches alley, making my way to the dam’s surge chamber. I have been told not to get closed to it, but I inherited    
   from my mother a deep desire to violate the rules; especially if they involve fences. These ones, frosted, are too repelling   
           for me to jump over. The only contact of my body, even dolled-up in skins and /furs, with the crystalized lozenge patterns  
                          of their /metallic grid, would freeze me. If I put my tongue on the fence, it would stick there, as it sometimes   
                          happened to children at elementary school. I remember their /blooded papillae, the horrified cry of     
                           pain that mixes to the shocking vision of one’s own interior. The red /liquid in the limpid snow. I stared    
          helpless at their anguished eyes, at their plea for help. Here, in the middle of the wood, there would be    
                              nobody to help me, and I would get sucked-in by the enormous fenced dark hole, which I do not see the bottom.    
            Its depth evokes me the vertical tunnel that brings Alice to Wonderland. I try to think that the abyss ends up with a tiny   
     door and some glass flasks, not with the vivid wounds of Earth’s crust that would rather have never seen the sunlight.

       I arrive at the last dam, still freshly shining from its recent inauguration. The /water creates       
       some mist, as if it was a hot tub. It is tempting, but I know the mirage. Still, the mysterious effect            
      is achieved. The Romaine-4. Maybe the last big hydroelectric project. An engineering gem.        
      I wish I could feel the same enthusiasm the workers felt while excavating the ground that is now       
         probably sticked into this giant waterproof wall, but I do not. I was never interested in        
            prepotent heavy machines. I prefer them inert, forgotten in the landscape as ruins,         
 recovered by the same dust that they once blew up. All I can think of is the flow of          
              things. It seems all fluid, /liquid.      Right now, liters of /water are        
            passing through a     turbine and teasing         
             electrons to the urge of           
              creating an energy so powerful it can illuminate    
                persons, kilometers away. Who are they? Who is now innocently   
                reading lines in the night thanks to this one drop I just saw passing  
                 by? No answer. Just the bored vibration of the machines climbing  
                up my legs from the ground.
         Passed Romaine-4, silence is gone. The forest is denser, and so is its population. No wonder why the Innus   

         came all the way up here for hunting. Owls are singing their peculiar yet fascinating hymn, while other small   
        animals are moving through branches I cannot even see. Maybe they are not that small after all. As if they   
        could read my mind, I can now hear wolf howling, closely. I feel colder than the snow, colder than the ice on   
    the shore of the river and colder than I ever felt. /Cold as a dead body. My historic enemies are all around   
  me. Desperate, I try to get along with the wolves that had been haunting my childhood and still do   
     sometimes, when things get darker. Although just the sight of their yellow eyes in the glooming night  
        are sending shivers down my spine, I stare back at them with a recklessness I did not even knew I   
          had inside. Time goes by… how long? 10 minutes? One hour? Until I break the ice of this tensed   
     encounter and risk a step forward. The initial reaction of roaring and howling almost makes me  
     lose myself. I close my eyes strongly and raise an arm towards them, as an innocent gesture of   
         hopeless peace. Just like the arm of Adamo on the Sistine Chapel ceilings, or the delicate   
           goodbye of a Kundera’s character. I am ready to be eaten alive and have dreamt of this so   
    many times that the distress feels somehow familiar, comfortable. I have flashes. Screams   
    in the night. Running in the woods. The opal water in the swimming pool full of wolves.   
        Dust from my lifelong nightmares. As I am waiting for my faith, I strangely do not feel   
         teeth devouring my skin, nor the rashes of claws reducing my face to shreds.  
       Only a heavy breath warming my hand, and the porous wetness of a   
          sniffing nose on my fingers. I open my eyes and am crushed by the   
               tenderness of those facing me. In these round wide eyes rest all the fears I  
        had kept inside for years. Loved one’s deaths. Fire. Men. Wolves.    
          Everything suddenly feels lighter; the /cold, the ground, the snow   
             underneath my feet, just as if I was melting with it. Maybe I am. My   
          body cannot resist anymore, and I feel so tired of this long-lasting  
             walk. I lay in the snow, so do the wolf, covering me like a    
             blanket, and so do all the others, as the sun begins to rise on the  
                      opposite side of the river. This long night has come over. In the   
             shining of a new day sun, I will sleep all the hours I have lost in  
             27 years of insomnia. 
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COMFORT À la Romaine-1, ils ont trouvé des tacons en aval de la grosse chute. Et là ils ont fait oup! Ça change toute la programmation.3

C’est drôle parce que la maison c’était comme ici quand on était petits, tsé, ça rentrait là! Là je disais

ben là mes filles sont en train de souper… Ils s’assoyaient sur le sofa et les attendaient. Ils a
llaient pas dehors là

, j’ai dit ok c’est ça ici.

C’était l’fun.3 / Les Innus sont traditionnellement un peuple nomade, occupant et parcourant de grandes distances sur un vaste

territoire qu’ils nomment le Nitassinan, ou « notre terre » en innu-aimun.14 / Le shaputuan permet le rassemblement.2

EUFORIA

S’il y a de quoi avec la Romaine, je pourrais peut-être dire que ça va peut-être... être avantageux... qu’il va y avoir pour la première fois, dans 

certains cas, des Innus pis des non Innus qui vont travailler ensemble.
15 / Ça c’est une rivière à éperlan [Aisley], je suis allé en fait, j’avais un 

ami qui avait une maison, 2-3 p’tites cabanes. Je suis allé pêcher avec lui, écoute on en sortait des centaines, ça avait pas de bon sens, 

c’était l’fun, c’était fou là.
3/ L’été il y a plein de monde sur les plages.

3 / L’après-projet Romaine, c’est très intéressant pour nous.

Ça donne 70 emplois emplois réguliers ici, au Havre, et plus d’une centaine dans la région!
6 / C’est nous autres qui construisions le

STABILITY

La revendication de la chasse et la pêche chez les autochtones est vraiment très forte.
1

Il faut se rencontrer davantage pour justement se comprendre mieux et cesser d’avoir cette crainte-là de ne pas arriver à se parler.
1

 J’aim
e ça ici, on travaille tous les jours, c’est épuisant parce qu’on fait 28 jours de suite, mais on se fait une famille.

13

At the Romaine, they found salmon eggs before the great waterfall. It c
hanged all their plans.3

It is funny because at the house it was like the old times, you know people would just come in. I was like

well, my daughters are having dinner... And their friends would just wait for them on our sofa. Not oustide. I w
as like... h

ere it i
s like this.

It was nice.3  / Innus were traditionally nomad people, occupying and moving along great distances on a vast 

territory that they call Nitassinan, or « our land », in innu-aimun.14 / Shaputuan allows to meet all to
gether.2
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W
aterways serve natural cycles which have been observed by Native people since time immemorial, providing for all the necessities of

life.
14 / M

on territoire de chasse, c’est de l’affection familiale, c’est mon devoir, notre responsabilité.
18 / Nearby, they have formed

cœur. Le barrage qui monte de même, c’est nous autres qui étions au milieu. C’est nous autres qui ont tout bâti ça.16

T’apprends beaucoup plus en accéléré. Tout est plus intense en plus ici.
16/ All that freshwater, bubbling with oxygen, carrying

 nutrients out to sea to create the unique ecology of the Mingan Archipelago, will no longer flow.11

Une minorité de travailleurs admet se sentir davantage chez-soi au chantier qu’à leur résidence principale.16

com
m

unities in seasonal camps, meeting places and departure points. And here they have given birth to their children,

raised their offspring and buried  their own.
20/ Il y a des Innus maintenant qui ont commencé à avoir des chalets près de la 

rivière M
ingan, pour changer d’air un peu.

3

The revendication of hunting and fishing is extremely high in native people.
1

W
e need to m

eet m
ore to finally understand each other better and stop haing this fear of not being able to comunicate together.

1

I like it here, we work every day, it is exhausting because we do 28 days in a row, but we build up a family.
13

W
aterways serve natural cycles which have been observed by Native people since time immemorial, providing for all the necessities of

life.
14 / M

y hunting territory, it is family affection, it is my duty, our responsibility
18 / Nearby, they have formed

com
m

unities in seasonal cam
ps, meeting places and departure points. And here they have given birth to their children,

raised their offspring and buried  their own.
20/ Now there are Innus that begun to have chalet near the 

M
ingan River, to change air a little bit.

3

If ever, maybe I could say that Romaine river could be... advantageous... that there could be for the first time, in 

some cases, innus and non innus working all together.
15 / This is a smelt river[Aisley], I went there actually, I had a  

friend that had a house, 2-3 little shacks. I went there to fish with him, listen we brang uphundreds, it did not make any sense,

it was fun, completely crazy.
3 / In summer, the beaches were loaded.

3 / The after Romaine, it is really appealing to us. 

It brings 70 regular jobs here, at the Havre, and more than a hundred in the region!
6 / We are the ones building the

heart. The dam rising like thise, it is us that were in the middle. We are the ones who built all of this.16

You learn a lot in an accelerated way. Everything is more intense here.
16/ All that freshwater, bubbling with oxygen, carrying

 nutrients out to sea to create the unique ecology of the Mingan Archipelago, will no longer flow.11

A minority of workers admits to feel more at home here at the woring camps than at their own residence.16
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many kayak routes have been 
closed because of the change 
of flux caused by the dam

Stopping in the woods after a long walk. Listening to the 
sound of nature, the crackling of animals far away and the 

splashing of water nearby. Feet are firmly on the ground and 
despite the bulky boots, feet can feel the /cold snow. The 

face is caressed by the air and the eyes observe the thousand 
shades of green. The rhythm of breathing connects with the 

outside world and the body is pleasantly involved in 
surroundings.

Somewhere in the woods
North of Ekuanitshit, 

South of Labrador

Feeling part of a chain of work that accomplishes great 
feats. Dig, dig, and dig some more. Seeing the rock 

shatter unleash a certain contentment. Sweat trickling 
down the forehead and arms getting strong to push 

down the shovel and retrieve the last piece of rock of the 
day. The relief of having achieved the goal ignites ringing 

laughter. The face relaxes and the eyes seem brighter.

Carrière La Romaine-2, 
Havre-Saint-Pierre, 

Quebec, Canada
G�G�P�

Crossing long stretches of ice with skidoos, anything seems 
possible. The heart beats fast and the body feels strong. All of 

a sudden, the breathing stops and a large crack lets /water out 
of what was previously a large white expanse. The eyes open 

wide and the mouth remains tight. Everything seems to stop. 
The breathing becomes short and heavy, hands lose strength. 

The route to the chalet is drowning.

Natashquan
Québec, Canada

Waking up in the morning in a dark, small, sometimes 
cramped room. Work waits outside and strength is in short 

supply. Every day seems the same and time passes by inertia. 
Routine suffocates freedom and an overwhelming feeling 

takes over. Confusion. Lacking control over what will be yet 
another day dedicated to work. The chest tightens, feels 
compressed, the throat constricts at the thought of not 
having your own little corner, in which to feel fulfilled. 

Walking outside and seeing everything the same, unable to 
connect with who and what the body is surrounded by.

Camp Mista-La Romaine 3, 
Mingan Regional County Municipality, 

Quebec, Canada
G�G�N�

/Patience in waiting for a fish, time dilates and the gaze goes 
far. The trees from the lakeshore continue as far as the eye can 
see. The breath is deep and the hands move frantically. Nature 
seems silent, and the slight movement of the /water connects 
the body to the outdoors. The fish takes the bait. Arms contract 
quickly, the line rises with just the right amount of force. The 
chest is panting, and the hands are trembling. One has finally 
got the upper hand. A shiver runs down the spine, the colours 
and smells seem now more intense. The mouth widens into a 
sweet smile and the forehead flattens. An intoxicating feeling 
runs through the body. 

Rue du Quai, 
Longue-Pointe-de-Mingan, 
Quebec, Canada
G�G�V�

The gaze takes in every detail. The houses are lined up almost 
maniacally, the white walls of the church make it a lighthouse 
in the distance. The voice of children resonates in the 
background and the warm sun caresses the face. The landscape 
seems still, motionless, almost stuck in this planning that has 
made houses spring up where once there was only ice. A time 
that now seems distant and makes this new landscape 
legitimate. A breath of wind enlivens the body and as eyes 
open, heart feels lighter. A hint of a smile arises on the face. 

�� Rue Mistameshkanau
Mingan
Quebec, Canada
G�G�V�

POSTCARDS FROM THE NORTH

/SILENCE

Silence is black or white, it is one of contrast, it does 
not have in-betweens. It is the voices that are not 
being heard. The oppression of loneliness that keeps 
your lips sticked. The tears dropping without a cry. 
But it is also finally hearing your own mind, the peace 
of a long walk and the sound of contemplation./ELECTRICITY

Electricity here has an ambivalous meaning. 
Technically, it is the strenght of a river passing 
through a turbine, activating an alternator’s 
rotor, where a magnetic field generates 
movement of electrons. The electrons are 
reponsible for the creation of electricity. Or 
maybe it is the river itself, after all. 
Physically, it is walls of cement, forests of 
pylones and big camions going back and forth 
on a new 400km route. 
Emotionally, it is the constant confrontation 
with an enemy (or an ally?). Electricity creates 
its own human magnetic field.

/METAL

Metal has so many scales, from the minerals in the 
ground to the mastodontic dams. It travels through 
the shell of the skidoos and the belly of fishermen 
boats. It is invasion, growing from the ground up to 
the sky in big forests of electric towers, with 
branches of wires, creating a skyline of perspectives. 
In this case, it can be related to /violence. 

/VIOLENCE

As /metal, violence has different scales and 
prospectives. Its viciousness resides in the fact 
that it secretly hides in details. Mostly because 
people are afraid to name it, just like me right now. 

/COLD

/FUR

Fur is real, not a stereotype nor a 
myth. With an average 
temperature around -15°c in winter 
months, moccasins still keep 
people’s feet warm. But mostly, fur 
warms the animals whom it 
belongs too, the few capable of 
living in such a cold climate. 

/PATIENCE

Patience there goes back to 8000 years. When you 
needed to wait for long cold months just to get the 
fresh taste of a wild fruit on your tongue. How much 
patience do you need when winter does not come to 
and end? When you hide from the perfect prey? 
Patience is for the wise and those who understood 
that it is the chance of a ripened fruit*.  

*from Paul Valery’s Palm

/SACRED

  It is that particular kind 
of recollection in which the 
thought is focused on 
something outside the own 
mind, bringing it inside. It is a 
/silence we all know. It can be 
practiced in solitude, but gets a 
special strenght in togetherness, 
for example during a ritual, a 
prayer, or a meaningful pagan 
activity. Everything can be 
sacred, depending on its history, 
and on who looks at it. Today 
the word is becoming obsolete, 
replaced by others that hide 
carefully our vulnerability, such 
as dear, important, essential, 

precious.

/EXTRACTION

/CRY

*see /liquid

/BLOOD

 *see /liquid

/LIQUID

Take, take without relief, from what is around 
you, to survive in the world that we built, or 
often to satisfy the perverse pleasure of the 
own capitalist ego. Take something for 
granted even if that those not belong to 
you, without doing nor giving anything 
in return. The extraction of /electric 
energy from the Romaine River is 
essential for adapting to the world as 
it is, for heating a comfortable 
canadian house lost in a -40°C 

winter night.

/SEA

In French, the sea is woman. La mer (the sea), and mère 
(mother), have the same sonority. Mer, mère, mer, mère. 
You can confuse them like if there was no difference 
between a sunset swim and a maternal embrace. They are a 
point of reference where to look out of the blur. They both 
evoke the smell of a summer day. Still, they keep secrets 
from you that you could not even imagine. While some 
fishermen know some of them, some did not 
came back to share their tale. The sea, 
just like the mother’s youth, 
remains a perpetual 
mystery.

There are so many synonyms for the word cold. 
Frozen, glacial, cool, polar, frosty, frette (for que-
becers), shikatshu (for the innus, who bring 
more than 20 other expressions to the glossary). 
All these words apply to the Romaine territory. 
They are used to describe your state when 
everything around you has a lower temperature 

than yourself, on the thermometer and in 
the   heart. For example you feel cold 

when you are taking a swim in La 
Romaine on a winter's evening, or 
when you are far from home and 

nothing around you is familiar.

All fluids that shape the territory and its  
inhabitants. Water, salty on the shores, fresh in 
the river. Blood, warm, in the veins of the 
humans, the dogs, the caribous, the wolves, the 
salmons, and any other animal living in the wild. 
The sap of the tree is liquid, but sticky. The snow  
becomes liquid when spring comes. Alcohol in 
the drinks is liquid, and non-alcoholic beverages 
too. When people cry, of happinness or sadness, 
liquid tears flow on their cheeks. Innus have 72 
words to describe different types of liquids. 
Liquids are everywhere, of any color and 
consistency, pure or dirty, sacred or damned.

/WATER

*sse /LIQUID

On the 
table under the 

window there is an ashtray, lots of 
cigarette butts in it and one left half-finished. 

Rita told me that it is normal for them to smoke a lot. Like 
us, I thought. It's strange that something that brings us closer is 

something toxic, as if by now, no matter what people you are, we are no longer 
good at anything but this, polluting. Polluting traditions, polluting landscapes. I fire it up, 

and start walking by the walls, cigarette in one hand, the other touching the plaster with the 
fingertips. Concentrated as I am on the texture of the walls, it almost takes me a moment to 
realise that a caribou is watching me from above a shelf that looks almost like an altar. The 
sight of it destabilises me, I don't know what to feel. It looks like one of those white poa-
chers' war trophies on the savannah, I did not expect it in an Innu house. I had never seen one in my life, 
nor alive or dead. Its snout is a thousand shades of brown, like the trunks of the pines that who knows 
how many times before he might have sniffed, and who knows if in their language they have a word 
for that too. Underneath the horror of /violence, another feeling comes to the fore. Sure, this 

head has something brutal - like the hunters' hands skinning it with sure gestures - but 
it also has something so real, so calm in its eyes, like death. It is the bitterness of 

a life that takes another to survi- ve, mixed with the gratitude of one who 
does not forget what he has killed, gives gratitude for the sacri-

fice, makes it /sacred. His eyes look at me proudly from 
above, my hand reaches up all alone to touch him. 

The /fur is soft, and warm, but of a lifeless 
warmth. Warm sacrificed to warm some-

one else. Warm, but as 
/cold as the land 

where it belon-
gs. 

I 
c l o s e 
the door 
behind me, take 
off my boots, take a 
step, and the room is 
already finished. I've 
been here a few days and I 
already can't stand these 
four walls. They are a bit white 
and a bit green, like in a hospi-

tal. My bare feet touch the mo-
quette, grey like the one of a 

hotel on the Riviera, the kind 
you pay little for, just to have a 

bed to sleep in, while you stay 
all day outside enjoying 

the /sea. And 
instead this 

room is nei-
ther a hotel 

nor a ho-
spital, but 

what they 
call home 

for a few 
months. 

 
 I 

return 
t o t h e 

table, snuff my cigarette 
in the ashtray, and feel 

almost stupid for having 
smoked in a territory where 
heat is never wasted. I look 

through the cracks in the 
window. The awarness 

has calmed me, and 
this white that 

looks at me no 
l o n g e r 

f r i g h te n s 
me.

T h e 
/cold, for me 

from the South, has 
always had a vaporous consi-

stency, like the light passing 
through the mist created by the 

encounter of the air and the rough 
/sea at the end of December. Here, 

however, /cold is a colour. There is a 
crack in the window. I look at the land-

scape multiplied in the smashed glass. 
The sky, white, blurs into the earth, white, 

and flat. I look for a foothold to survive, 
but white is all I can see, with no way out, 

as if I was trapped in a spider web made of 
glass. One, two, three, 
four. Inhale, exhale. I 
start counting to sur-
vive this biting 
cold, my gaze 
seeks refuge in 
other colours. 

Same 
walls, same 
carpet, same green 
chair, same desk, multi-
plied by about three hundred, a 
small house each. As if their inhabi-
tants were all the same, construction 
machines with all the same tastes, the 
same interests, the same thoughts. 
Even the cemeteries look more like a 

village than this base camp. 

I 
u n -
d r e s s , 
leave my 
clothes on the 
chair beside the bed, 

of the same colour as the walls. The 
blanket on the bed instead is grey like the moquette. I cannot tell how 
big this room is. All I know is that if I tried to lay down on the floor, I 
would have to stand a little diagonal to get into it, ending up with my legs 
under the bed, my head under the desk. I take another step and I'm already on 
the bed staring at the ceiling. That's what I did yesterday, and the day before, and 
even two days ago. How many days have passed since I arrived? Although I have met 
so many people on this journey, I now feel lonely for the first time. Not lonely as one 
can feel in a city full of unknown people, or in a dark, starlit forest, but desperately 
lonely, an emotion as intense and tragic as those I felt as a child. Alone like when 
you have a high fever but there is no one there to take care of you. I want to go 
outside, to scream, or else, just /cry in bed under the covers. I snuggle under 
there, I prefer the dark to this ceiling. I don't know how these 
people manage to work all day, watch rocks crushing, 
cutting down trees, pouring cement into the 
river, /extracting /electricity, 
and then sleep, wake up between 
these hospital-coloured walls and 
continue doing the same thing 
day after day. 
I wonder what they feel 
within these walls, 
these people who 
build dams.

That is what I keep asking 
myself until the dawn enters the 

room. Now the walls are of a different 
colour, almost embracing me, sunlit, but 
still I have decided that I am leaving 

today. I have only been here a 
few days and this room is 

just a cell that I want 
to break, to 

escape.

I 
never un-

d e r s t o o d 
anything about en-

gineering, so when the 
site manager asked me if I 

suffered from claustrophobia, I     
wa s a bit taken aback. "But what, are they 
sma ll rooms?" "No, but we'll be underground." 
No, I did not suffer from claustrophobia, but perhaps a 
little naïveté; I did not think that the energy of the 
great rivers of Québec was transformed into 
/electricity underground. In my 
head, the only image associated 
with hydropower were the 
mills in 19th century pain-
tings, when alongside 
industry, artists 
were nostalgic 
for a present 
whose end 
they alre-
ady per-
c e i -
ved.

It was 
dark and 

/cold. The head tor-
ches was illuminating only a 

small space around us, the rest was 
consumed by blackness. Our feet wrapped 

in our boots made the tunnel rumble, our footsteps 
clattered against the walls and bounced heavily against our 

ears. To the rhythm of these thumps, we had been going for I don't 
know how many minutes by then. At the end, lights, probably left on by 

workers on break. I was quiet, the air was frozen, but I felt a torpor rising up from 
my feet, as if the earth itself was infusing me with courage to go on, as if who knows what 

challenge awaited me at the end of the tunnel. By the time I realised what they were, I was alrea-
dy very close and they were towering over me. Two large holes, at the end of the tunnel, two large jud-

ging eyes. They were filled with /metal turbines, also huge. Here the whole grid was born from a look of 
angry steel. I felt petrified, of the same rock that surrounded me. The man, ahead, continued his talk about how all the ma-
chinery worked, but by then I had stopped listening. I felt a more urgent need to listen to something else. With my eyes still fixed 

on that /metallic stare, I moved away from the centre of the gallery to the right wall. I placed my ear and my cheek on the dark 
rock. I noticed that the rock was smoothed so that it curved gently. It was not the same as laying my cheek on the rocks of 

the Alps. At first, only /silence. Then I began to hear a deep bass, perhaps the beating of my heart, which also 
bounced off the rock (or through it?), like our footsteps before. Perhaps, for the rock, it was its way of commu-

nicating something to us, like in Morse language. Who knows how the rock screamed when they blew 
it up, when they opened that tunnel. Perhaps these sounds that it is sending us are more than just 

the echo of that first big explosion.

A few days 
later they 

would have inau-
gurated the dam and 

everything would have 
been submerged, 

/silenced,
even their 

/cry.

FR
AG

M
EN

TS
 O

F 
BR

O
KE

N
 IN

TE
RI

O
RS

LOOKING THROUGH

LO
O

K
IN

G
 IN

LO
O

K
IN

G
 D

O
W

N




