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*content warning: self-harm, suicidal thoughts

Perfection is my middle name.

Joseph Krebaum

To determine whether or not you are the right fit for this position, we
require that you fill out a brief questionnaire. This should take about ten
to fifteen minutes. Please take your time and answer these questions to the
best of your ability.
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1. I am a hard-working individual.
a. Strongly Disagree
b. Disagree
c. Neutral
d. Agree
e. Strongly Agree
2. I accomplish tasks in a timely manner.
a. Never
b. Sometimes
c. Often
d. Always
e. Depends on how you look at it.
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3. Sometimes, I can be too much of a perfectionist.
a. No way
b. Well, kind of
c. I used to avoid hard “d” and “t” sounds.
d. I used to be mute.
e. I still sometimes struggle with “d” and “t,” so I hide
my lack of self-confidence by saying words without
producing the sharp sword sounds of “d” and “t.”
4. I can speak fluently and clearly.
a. I couldn’t speak very much, or at least, not as much
as I used to before all of this began.
b. There were these noises that I used to make. I called
them “elephants” because trying not to think of an
elephant when you’re told to not think about an
elephant is impossible. Anyway, I turned them into
this sacred ritual that I did so I could move on with
my day. And because I tried to avoid making the
elephants by not saying the consonants, I kept my
mouth shut.
c. You wouldn’t know, would you? You wouldn’t
know how I felt like suffocating. How I could just
feel the strain inside my throat. The imaginary knife
grinding against it so hard, I was so sure I’d see
blood on my hand if I placed it below my chin, even
though it was all in my head.
d. My life was a living nightmare. I’d wake up from
dreams and lose sleep over sounds and phrases that
just didn’t feel right on my tongue. Too wet, too
soft, just not crisp enough! I had to do it. I had to
make those elephants, or I would never find comfort
again.
e. Eventually, I stopped doing the rituals, but I was
still laser-focused on avoiding “d” and “t.” The
elephants, the elephants! They kept marching back
to haunt me, trampling my throat. It got so bad,
you wouldn’t even know! There I was at my high
school in the middle of March, bashing the back of
my head against a wall repeatedly, overwhelmed by
the elephants, feeling completely hopeless, and in
desperate need of water for my drying throat, even
though I couldn’t drink liquids until I had corrected
the sounds …
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5. If something bothers me, I just grin and bear it.
a. At least, that’s what I try to do at first.
b. I don’t even think that I can count the number of
times I’ve let my obsessions control me.
c. I read too much into what people say to me.
Conversely, I read too much into what people don’t
say to me. If I see someone’s neck get slashed or shot
or injured in any way, shape, or form, that image
lingers, and I think, “What if, what if, what if …”
d. One time, I was upset that a guy on Tinder
“unmatched” me. That my family was at the store.
That I recently posted all twelve songs from my
concept album on Facebook for my friends to see,
only to find that only one person liked just one song
from it. That when I went over to the computer to
send my psychologist a cry for help, I ended up
playing an impossible game where the only goal
was to avoid getting an I-beam symbol after clicking
on the Google search bar at least twenty times.
Understandably, I failed. Not so understandably,
I grabbed a kitchen knife, went into my room, and
cut my left arm several times as intrusive thoughts
flooded my brain. Like “I’ll always be alone” and
“No one likes my work!” I looked down. The cuts
were white like the interior of a doctor’s office,
and I decided to stop because harming myself just
felt ridiculous at that point. Then, the marks bled,
and I was like, “Oh, shit! That can happen?” And
it wasn’t until then that I finally reached out to my
psychologist, ashamed of what I’ve done.
e. Really, I try my best to put on a smile and fake it
until I make it, but I never do. The smile may be fake,
but the additional pain of my muscles straining and
stretching out to form it is real.
6. I find that I am happiest when I have work to do.
a. Bullshit!!
b. You must not know what it’s like to breathe or sigh
in an unusual manner for god knows how long.
c. Or blink like the battery light on my dad’s laptop
computer, only much more rapidly, and with much
more vigor than some silly electronic slit.
d. Or press my lips against a spoon or a fork (especially
the metal ones) repeatedly after mistakenly letting
my teeth touch it.
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e. Or even hurt myself again on purpose after hurting
myself once by accident because everything, and I
mean everything, has to happen twice.
7. I find myself so caught up in what I’m doing, I don’t want
to stop.
a. Oh, shit. I just let my fingernail puncture the soft
flesh of my thumb.
b. I am pressing my thumb and index finger
together, hoping to get the right sound and the
smooth sensation of skin rubbing against itself like
car wheels on pavement.
c. I still cannot answer this question because I have
been doing this for five straight minutes, and I am
telling myself that I will never move on with my life
unless I can get two of my fingers to collide the way
I want them to without letting my fingernails dig
into my skin ever again.
d. I’m going to kill myself!
e. Please let this be over.
We will get back to you within five to seven business days. Thank
you for taking the time to fill out this simple job questionnaire!
						

Tongue Tied. Sculpture. Madelene Przybysz
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