"Mental France" by Molly Peacock

We adults make love, but I am far away

in a hut at dusk where two lovers lay

swathed in orange light.  Near night.  A table

across the room, a purple swath of cloth

on the floor (a girl's dress), on the table

two green oranges. . .blur in my thought.  both

of us almost stop moving in the hiatus

that comes while we wait for each other to focus.

What I used to read is real.

The hut was in a book I read for hours

in school, praying to feel what other people feel.

Now that my desires suit my powers

I find a fresh past in this present, cut

from the literature of love like a fresh

wish clipped from a standard prayer:  my hut

in France in this apartment of flesh.

