Playboy

/ Tony Hoagland

Those Playboy magazines my father imported into the house in 1960
and kept in the big wicker basket in the den,

except for the latest issue, which he placed

in the black wire rack under the bathroom sink,

what did my thirty-year-old mother think of them?
Those other women appearing there one day,
with that sleepy, voluptuous expression,
as if they had just been hatched from eggs,
fully formed and yawning,
smelling of milk and lotion?

This was before the Sisterhood concept had really gotten off the ground,
so I’ll bet my mom didn’t see Miss April
as an exploited pokerchip in the historical
casino of sexual capitalism,

and how could she sympathize with Miss December, that dimwit,
accidentally caught out in the snow
wearing nothing but a fluffy bunny tail and five-inch heels?

Maybe she wiped away a sparkle of urine
where the seat had been left down again.
Maybe she said to herself out loud,

“Housework times Fornication
divided by Taken for Granted
equals Decade of Burnt Meatloaf.”
I wish she had, but I doubt it.
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I wish I could go back and defend her from her life,
whose door at that moment was slowly drifting shut;
I wish I could know what those hours were like
in the empty, air-conditioned house

when no one was around to watch:

the wall clock making its loud tock,

her life slipping into its socket with a click,

some stranger in the bathroom showing her titties,
and laundry still left to be done.

It was a big lonely place for a girl
just starting to get suspicious about the way

the world was stapled together—
holding a boy’s magazine in her hand,

feeling her own invisibility

just beginning to take hold,
and pulling her robe a little tighter.
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