Schedules

Hannah Kampschoer

I’ve recently developed a queer obsession.

Something that would have shamed me years ago.

A lust that I would hesitate expressing to my heirs.

I love schedules.

I just love schedules

Schedy-sched-schedules.

I use them constantly.

I need them constantly.

For my mind is a wily dance of mischief and romance

And all manners of beasts and burdens that keep me from my tasks at hand and foot.

And I need explicit instructions and directions

If I am to function with any competence in this society.

I call my planner Balto

Because I would be lost without it.

And I can ride on its sleek coasty sled 

From here to tomorrow.

All year long.

Awl year lowng.

Mmm.

I love to stare at them.

They’re so pretty

And to tweak them.

Make them perfecter and perfecter.

Fondle them and caress them.

And I love to obey and submit to them.

Cater to their every whim.

They’re like a socially acceptable form

Of self-imposed BDSM.

Accept my power over you.  they command.

Willingly, master.

You will go to Spanish at 11:00.

Mmm.

You will practice from 3:15-3:45.

Tell me what else I must do.

For dinner, you shall have a bagel.  With nine grams of protein in it.

Ooh, yes, that’s right.

And you shall not think of doing otherwise.

Oh, no!  Never without your blesséd consent! 
