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    Ruth Padel is gaining a reputation as one of the most intelligent and exciting poets writing today. Her first two collections, Summer Snow and Angel were highly praised, and Angel was a Poetry Book Society Recommendation. Her new collection, Fusewire, has the fierce historical awareness and linguistic energy of her previous collections but moves into new territory and new clarity. Poems on British activity in Ireland through the ages punctuate a series of intensely moving love peoms. 
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    ALSO BY RUTH PADEL
  


  
    Poetry
  


  
    Summer Snow
  


  
    Angel
  


  
    Non-fiction
  


  
    In and Out of the Mind
  


  
    Whom Gods Destroy
  


  
    TELL ME ABOUT IT
  


  
    When they mourn you over there
  


  
    the way you’d want, the way you mourn
  


  
    your friends;
  


  
    when they’re celebrating
  


  
    having loved you
  


  
    in Derry, Rathmullen, wherever –
  


  
    birettas, candles, Latin,
  


  
    all the weavings you don’t believe in
  


  
    but love anyway and I’ll never share
  


  
    for who the hell converts to
  


  
    ex-Catholic? – no one will know
  


  
    someone’s missing you here
  


  
    for ever. Whose arms,
  


  
    printed with that absolute
  


  
    man’s stillness
  


  
    when your breath calms
  


  
    into my shoulder and you fall asleep
  


  
    inside me, open and close
  


  
    in a foreign night round nothing.
  


  
    Who misses the way
  


  
    you pour loose change on the bar
  


  
    in a puddle of fairytale silver
  


  
    and move through the night,
  


  
    through everything, curious,
  


  
    mischievous as a mongoose,
  


  
    and never an unkind word.
  


  
    I might dream
  


  
    of coming over, touching
  


  
    just one friend’s sleeve
  


  
    to whisper
  


  
    ‘Talk about him. A bit.
  


  
    The way he was, here’ –
  


  
    but never do it. Instead
  


  
    I’ll say Yes in my sleep
  


  
    to you. To no one. You’ll put
  


  
    your tongue in my mouth, deep,
  


  
    the way you do,
  


  
    and my eyes will open
  


  
    on a dark garden. I’ll wake up
  


  
    touching myself for you.
  


  
    The alarm will stare
  


  
    venomous digits. I’ll hang on
  


  
    to the fragile haze
  


  
    of a wine-bar
  


  
    when you leant over the foreign formica,
  


  
    haltering my hand within your two
  


  
    like the filling in a sandwich,
  


  
    sashaying the skin of each finger
  


  
    down to the soft web between,
  


  
    over and over, a rosary of rub
  


  
    and slide, as if you could solder
  


  
    me to your lifeline. As if
  


  
    you could take me with you.
  


  
    And I’ll wish you had.
  


  
    NEARLY NOT THERE
  


  
    A bar in the middle of nowhere
  


  
    in the middle of night
  


  
    where a couple of national
  


  
    anthems get booed from the back
  


  
    of the two-money till
  


  
    and families jive
  


  
    to the electro-acoustic keyboard
  


  
    of a Clerk (he lives
  


  
    for this). A Clerk
  


  
    to the County Court.
  


  
    Then love songs from nowhere
  


  
    sung in the night kitchen
  


  
    to the purr of the fridge
  


  
    and white chiffon, hissing
  


  
    its bridal surprise
  


  
    off the lake.
  


  
    A stolen row-boat
  


  
    complete
  


  
    with two oars. Yes?
  


  
    Yes. Bumped driftwood, kissing
  


  
    the soft mud fringe of the shore
  


  
    and that scallop of moon,
  


  
    a C of wishbone
  


  
    nearly not there
  


  
    in the hair of sunrise.
  


  
    THE LANE
  


  
    When he drove off it was OK.
  


  
    For hours he was still there
  


  
    when she walked. Even washing plates
  


  
    was a frisson. Every touch rooted his.
  


  
    Every taste was wild raspberries
  


  
    and the honey of
  


  
    soft firework hedge-cuts
  


  
    she left in his car,
  


  
    still wet from the lane.
  


  
    DEVIL’S TRILL
  


  
    When she heard some boy’s sonata
  


  
    it was his thumb under her skin,
  


  
    his butterfly breath
  


  
    spinning a song about a girl
  


  
    with pearl shoulders
  


  
    opening the window, letting him in.
  


  
    Every sound was the trill
  


  
    of his tongue rooting down
  


  
    to the clop of a kissing-gate –
  


  
    the soft sulphur phut of a match-head
  


  
    which holds back its strike
  


  
    till it ups and dazzles the room.
  


  
    WATER-DIVINER
  


  
    Again? Get away.
  


  
    Soft. Hard. Never let go. Never
  


  
    stop talking. How can I know you?
  


  
    What’s knowing, when – ?
  


  
    Strawberry time, head-down in
  


  
    a hedge. When is your birthday?
  


  
    What is it like to be
  


  
    in someone else?
  


  
    You earth your way
  


  
    into sleep, eeling my arm
  


  
    round your pelt,
  


  
    knuckling my fingers in yours
  


  
    like muddled electric
  


  
    cable under the sea.
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