
Cloud Physics





Karen Enns

Cloud Physics



Copyright © 2017 by Karen Enns

All rights reserved. No part of this 
work covered by the copyrights hereon 
may be reproduced or used in any form 
or by any means — graphic, electronic, 
or mechanical — without the prior 
written permission of the publisher. 
Any request for photocopying, 
recording, taping or placement in 
information storage and retrieval 
systems of any sort shall be directed in 
writing to Access Copyright.

Printed and bound in Canada by 
Marquis. The text of this book is 
printed on 100% post-consumer 
recycled paper with earth-friendly 
vegetable-based inks.

Cover design: Duncan Campbell,  
 U of R Press

Proofreader: Kristine Douaud

The text and titling faces are Arno, 
designed by Robert Slimbach. 

Library and Archives Canada Cataloguing 
in Publication

Enns, Karen, 1960–, author 
        Cloud physics / Karen Enns.

(Oskana poetry and poetics) Poems. 
Issued in print and electronic formats.

ISBN 978-0-88977-461-2 (paperback).—
ISBN 978-0-88977-470-4 (PDF)

I. Title.  II. Series: Oskana poetry & 
poetics

PS8609.N66C56 2017      
C811’.6 C2016-907202-9 
  C2016-907203-7

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 

University of Regina Press 
University of Regina   
Regina, Saskatchewan   
Canada S4S 0A2   
Telephone: (306) 585-4758  
Fax: (306) 585-4699   
Web: www.uofrpress.ca 
Email: uofrpress@uregina.ca

We acknowledge the support of 
the Canada Council for the Arts 
for our publishing program. We 
acknowledge the financial support 
of the Government of Canada. / 
Nous reconnaissons l’appui financier 
du gouvernement du Canada. This 
publication was made possible through 
Creative Saskatchewan’s Creative 
Industries Production Grant Program.



for Francis, Elliot, Lawren



 CONTENTS

 9 Cloud Physics
 10 Epilogue
 12 The Planets Are Moving In
 13 Birthday
 14 Nostalgia
 15 Dissolving Syllables
 16 We Woke to a New Century

 19 Ad Libitum
 20 Lath and Plaster
 21 Empty Nest
 22 To Get a Word In
 23 A Son’s Story
 24 Scarlet Tanager
 25 Beatitude for the Rainy Season
 26 Notice on the Door
 27 Three Poems of Drought
   Old Sunflowers
   Wildfires Burn on the Mainland
   Homeland

 31 Vermeer Effect
 32 Loaves and Fishes
 33 Piano Practice
 34 Yellow Blooms
 35 White Flag



 37 Travellers
 38 East Sooke
 39 Solstice
 40 Pileated Woodpeckers
 41 Gaze
 42 Lekwungen Horizon
 43 Infinity
 44 Leaving Union Station
 45 People of the Suburbs, Sleep 

 47 Twelve Months

 61 Smoke
 62 Slow Time
 63 Distinctions of Mist
 64 Witness
 65 Recitative
 66 Its Own Beauty 

 69 Acknowledgements





9

Cloud Physics

This is the time of winds from the south,
the time of bells, bronze cities, smoke and ash, 

the time of bridges like suspended ideologies, all frame and buttress, 
sky-imposed. Of chromaticisms, polyrhythms, 
polytonal riffs coming off the baffles, 
peonies of sound.

This is the time of crushed glass and stone, lime dust 
that stays and stays in our mouths, the language of not speaking,
of carrying the vegetable weight, the last treeline, the geologies of terror 
and eternity, the motherlode of fear, of grace,

the flash of face to face to face in our minds, 
cloud physics, hail, massive doubt.

This is the geometry of fragmentation. 
Here, this star lapse, these rims of light in the hinterland, 

opening and closing, prairie planks of loss 
and then retrieval, loss again,

an echo of gravity in the pull.
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Epilogue

We saw the world.
There were points of clarity on the surface
where the reeds and shallow rivers took in the light,
but the core eluded us.
There were colours. It seemed we could distinguish
every possibility of tone, we could bear
both synthesis and transformation 
in one look. It rained, always, 
at the most difficult of times.
In the beginning we carved our words into the bark of arbutus, 
oak, black cherry, and lime. Longevity was on our minds
but also the feel of the knife. 
Words like love, want, revenge, and symbols 
for lightning and trade. 
There wasn’t a word for what was missing. 
We used absence sometimes, 
sometimes resonance or echo, even grief, 
but language came up short.
We studied the constellations 
to understand the structure of relevance,
but the palette was enormous, the form of one thing
separated from the other by too great a distance,
and we turned to each other, to the small bones in our hands and feet, 
the lines on our foreheads and around our eyes.
We wept. We stole from others
when we couldn’t see a way to offer beauty on our own,
purely, as we wanted to. 
We turned to poetry but couldn’t understand 
the shiftlessness of metaphor, how it came and went
without a backward glance, 
how it honoured nothing and no one.
We wanted something solid, soil and root, 
borders, flat stones of meaning.
The trees on which we carved our words 
died in the years of drought.




