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111 Excerpt from The Polymers 

Adam Dickinson 

Polyester 

CARL JUNG STEPS ONTO A PLANE (14) 

CRUELTY (28) 
OFFICE WAITING ROOM 

AQUARIUM(21) 

CHURCH AND 
STATE 08) 
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OCCUPY 
(20) 

__ a 
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NEUROPLASTICITY 
(24) 

OBSESSIVE COMPULSIVE (19) 

HAIL 

Hello from inside 
the albatross 
with a windproof lighter 
and Japanese police tape. 
Hello from staghorn 
coral beds 
waving at the beaked whale's 
mistake, 

HERESAY (30) 

HAPTICS (10) 

CORPORATOCRACY (25) 

ON AGAIN, OFF AGAIN {22) 

HONOURABLE MEMBER ANO CHIEF RESIN OF THE 
PRESERVATIVE PARTY OF CANADA (35) 

CIGAR? TOSS IT IN A CAN. 
IT IS SO TRAGIC (23) 
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H
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The Polymers (Toronto: House of Anansi Press, 2013), 5, 7-8, 10, 19 
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all six square metres 
of fertilizer bags, 
Hello from can-opened 
delta gators, 
taxidermied 
with twenty-five grocery sacks 
and a Halloween Hulk mask. 
Hello from the zipped-up 
leatherback 
who shat bits of rope for a month. 
Hello from bacteria 
making their germinal way 
to the poles in the pockets 
of packing foam. 
Hello from low-density 
polyethylene dropstones 
glacially tilled 
by desiccated, 
bowel-obstructed camels. 
Hello from six-pack rings 
and chokeholds, 
from breast milk 
and cord blood, 
from microfibres 
rinsed through yoga pants 
and polyester fleece, 
biomagnifying predators 
strafing the treatment plants. 
Hello from acrylics 
in G.I. Joe. 
Hello from washed up 
fishnet thigh-highs 
and frog suits 
and eggcups 
and sperm. 
Hello. 

HAPTICS 

Inspired by cigarettes, folding chairs, and the flourished gestures 
that accompany escalating disagreements, Plasticus Corporation ( a 
subsidiary of Dow Chemical) quietly moved into researching the 
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biological effects of touch on memory. The idea was to engineer 
nostalgia into the flexible surfaces of goods. Take, for example, the 
proleptic goodbye of an ice cube tray, the Merry Christmas grip 
of a Swiss Army knife, or the complementary blisters bevelled by 
borrowed cash. Researchers impregnated experimental plastics with 
erotic, platonic, and ritualistic dispersants in order to approximate 
the uncanny and its unguent penetration into the rehearsals of 
the brain's transcriptional grease. Soon, the golden age of mothers 
was upon us. Wine pairings were devised. Moods were adjusted. 
People saw their fingerprints blinking everywhere like biometric 
avalanche beacons. In the midst of the frenzy, in bathrooms where 
blow-dryers whipped pierced barley ears into Arcadian compost, 
in soliloquies sprung to life on the pocket-dialed sidewalks down 
memory lane, in gear-boxed convertibles retrograding the open 
road, in Archimedean armchairs armed with bygone gamepads, in 
the protopathic nuzzling of machined memorabilia, the retraction 
went unnoticed. Plasticus had forged the data. All the handheld 
deja-vus made it feel like a publicity stunt. The hoax was taken 
for a hoax and the polyester lilies went on feeling up the valley. 

OBSESSIVE COMPULSIVE 

make a roof for the people, and the people walk 
down the street with resin for a roof, and the roof 
has magnesium in it, and sulphur, and the people 
walk down the street with resin in their hair, and 
resins are always falling from the sky to the ground, 
and the birds make a people in the sky, a people 
of the resin, and the resin is composed of sky, and 
it composes the sky, and the people walking down 
the street are the strings of resins, and covering 
their hair with their arms, with newspapers, with 
umbrellas, the people are the birds of resins throwing 
their landings in the air like people for whom landings 
are uncommon, like people committed to the expulsion 
of landings, the resins coming down upon 
them like people driven out of countries discovered 
by resins or that have discovered resins in veins, 
in the countertops of suburbs, and people walk 
down the street with resins for hair, with countries 
committed to colour, with the bonds between them 
the birds circling, and people walking down the street 
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with hunched shoulders HO aN not to look up and 
call the resins by name, call the resins in the name 
of the birds, the people, circling and loosening 
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J J J An Athabasca Story 

Warren Cariou 

One winter day Elder Brother was walking in the forest, walking cold and hungry 
and alone as usual, looking for a place to warm himself. His stomach was like the 
shrunken dried crop of a partridge. It rattled around inside him as he walked, and 
with each step he took the sound made him shiver even more. 

Where will I find a place to warm myself? he wondered. Surely some relations 
will welcome me into their home, let me sit by the fire. 

But he walked for a very long time and saw none of his relations. Eventually 
he traveled so far west that he didn't know the land anymore, and even the animals 
wouldn't dare to help him because they knew how hungry he was. They kept a safe 
distance. So he shivered and rattled his way further and further, without anything 
to guide him except the lengthening shadows and his unerring radar for trouble. 

When he was nearly at the point of slumping down in a snowbank and giving 
up, Elder Brother thought he smelled something. It was smoke, almost certainly, 
though a kind of smoke he'd never encountered before. And though it was not a 
pleasant odour at all, not like the aromatic pine-fire he had been imagining, he 
knew that it meant warmth. So he quickened his frail pace and followed the scent, 
over one hill and then another and yet another. And eventually he came to the top 
of one more hill and he looked down across an empty valley and saw the source of 
the smoke. 

A huge plume billowed from a gigantic house far in the distance, and between 
himself and the house there was a vast expanse of empty land. Empty of trees, of 
muskeg, of birds and animals. He had never seen anything like it. The only things 
moving on that vacant landscape were enormous yellow contraptions that clawed 
and bored and bit the dark earth and then hauled it away toward the big house. 
And the smell! It was worse than his most sulfurous farts, the ones he got when he 
ate moose guts and antlers. It was like being trapped in a bag with something dead. 

Elder Brother knew he should turn away and get out of that smell as soon as he 
could. But that would mean spending the night by himself, freezing and chatter- 
ing and rattling, and he couldn't bring himself to do it. There was warmth up there 
in the big house, he could see it floating away on the breeze. In places he could 
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