
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​Perfectionism, You’re Fired 

​How To Keep High Standards Without The Stress
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​Chapter 1: Fire the Tyrant-Name Your Perfectionism
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Walk your inner perfectionist into a quiet room and shut the door. No pep talk-just you, a timer, and a pen. Perfectionism isn’t your identity; it’s a jittery manager with a clipboard who confuses “not yet” with “never.” It tries to protect you the way bubble wrap protects a sword: loudly, pointlessly, and at the expense of any decent swing. We’re keeping your standards and releasing the chokehold. We’re firing the tyrant and salvaging the taste.

Start by admitting the obvious: you love excellence. Excellence builds bridges, wins cases, and records songs that make phones light up. Perfectionism is counterfeit excellence. From a distance it looks serious; up close it smells like panic and missed deadlines. Excellence hunts outcomes and learns in public. Perfectionism worships appearances and hides in drafts. You aren’t lowering the bar; you’re moving the target from shiny to shippable.

How does the tyrant hide? In costumes. Costume one: the Procrastinator-holy preparation. New notebooks, five frameworks, another video about note-taking, and you call the garnish dinner. The dopamine is real; the progress imaginary. Preparation is a tool, not a finish line.

Costume two: the Over-Polisher. This creature zooms to 800 percent and rearranges commas like chess pieces. The work looks done to everyone except the magnifying glass they live inside. The Over-Polisher believes salvation lives in one more pass; the reader wants clarity and a reason to care.

Costume three: the People-Pleaser. Imagine ten thousand frowning judges and write to them. That workflow anticipates needs no one spoke out loud, delivers everything, apologizes for existing, and collapses. Generous and exhausted, the People-Pleaser lets fantasy set the scope.

Costume four: the Controller. Quality equals control, therefore collaboration feels risky. Projects widen until they can’t move. Timelines double. Scope bloats. Teammates stop trying because the boss will redo it. “I care” mutates into “only I can.”

Which two did you wear this week? Pick a primary and a secondary. Don’t reach for the comfort of “it depends.” Write them down. Handles help you steer. Without a name, a habit feels like weather; with a name, it becomes a lever.

Run a quick field test. Think of the last session you scheduled to “work on” something important. Twelve tabs and a folder called RESEARCH? Procrastinator. Ten edits to the subject line while the body stayed blank? Over-Polisher. A phantom debate about how your sister’s friend’s boss will interpret sentence four? People-Pleaser. A gorgeous plan for three versions because you don’t trust the team? Controller. No shame; just data.

Now ask the reason underneath the habit. The tyrant thinks it’s protecting you from one of three losses: belonging, credibility, or control. “If I ship, I’ll be judged. If I ship imperfect, I’ll look foolish. If I delegate, standards will nosedive.” Those are ancient worries. We won’t cure them with slogans; we’ll route them through a better workflow. The Procrastinator needs tiny starts and fast proofs. The Over-Polisher needs caps and checklists. The People-Pleaser needs boundaries and targeted feedback. The Controller needs clear definitions of done and rituals that spread ownership.

Let’s get physical. Grab a sticky note. At the top, write “90% looks like...” and finish the sentence for one live project in plain language: “A one-page proposal with price range, one clear benefit, and the next step.” Not a manifesto; a spec. Ninety percent isn’t sloppy; it’s specific. When you define ninety percent, you take away the fog machine. The question changes from “Is it perfect?” to “Does it meet the spec?”

On the next line, write “Primary: ________. Secondary: ________.” Fill with your two costumes and tape it where your eyeballs live. This is not self-flagellation; it’s an operating manual. When you see yourself opening article twelve before typing a sentence, whisper, “Hello, Procrastinator,” and do the two-minute start instead. When you itch for a fifth polish pass, say, “Hello, Over-Polisher,” and walk the draft to feedback.

A story to anchor you. Maya, a designer with a hauntingly beautiful portfolio, also owned a ghost town of almost-finished case studies. Almost is the loneliest word on a talented drive. She believed the first published study had to be the standard forever. We defined ninety percent and capped passes at two. She shipped on Friday. Clients didn’t grade her commas; they booked calls because her work solved problems and her page existed.

Now install three levers you’ll use all book long: the two-minute start, the timebox, and the witness. The two-minute start is small by design. Sit. Open the file you’ll actually ship. Type an ugly paragraph that states what you’re trying to do as if explaining it to a coworker you like. Stop at two minutes or keep going. Either way, you win. Starting is a skill; practice it daily so dread loses its choreography.

The timebox starves the Over-Polisher. Give yourself a fixed period to produce output that matches your ninety percent spec, then graduate the work to feedback. Forty minutes for the proposal. Seventy-five for the outline. Twenty for the email you’ve been avoiding because you want every syllable to gleam. When the bell rings, the draft leaves your hands. Feelings are noted; schedules lead.

The witness punctures secrecy, which is the People-Pleaser’s greenhouse and the Controller’s bunker. Pick one human with decent taste and boundaries. Text: “Shipping X by 4:30.” Their only job is to ask at 4:35, “Did you ship?” If you can’t find a human, use public proof—a tiny circle, a changelog, a Ship Log. You’re not begging; you’re operating.

“What about quality?” says the tyrant. Quality is iterative. Publishing a clear, coherent ninety percent gets you the only critique worth having: reality. Stall long enough and you’ll invent problems no reader would notice and miss the ones they actually care about. Nobody can polish a ghost. Ship something embodied, then sharpen what exists.

Before you leave this chapter, do three things. One: complete the sticky. Two: send a witness message committing to a small artifact you will ship within seventy-two hours. Three: start a Ship Log—date, shipped, lesson, next. Your brain believes what it sees; a growing row of completions is better than a week of apologies.

If your tyrant starts bargaining-“Just one more day of prep, then I’ll be amazing”-remember this: courage is momentum in costume. The first ten minutes make the next fifty possible. The first delivery makes the next ten inevitable. You are building a cadence that carries standards without carrying your head on a pike. Proof beats panic; ship, learn, repeat, always.

Closing ceremony-mercifully short. Write your costumes. Define ninety percent for one live project. Set an alarm. Tell your witness. Sit and do the two minutes. If you keep going, great. If you don’t, you still trained the muscle you’ll use all book long.

You are not banishing standards. You are evicting a manager that mistakes fear for rigor. Keep the taste. Keep the care. Lose the stall. When the tyrant knocks with a stack of reasons, point to the sticky, start the timer, and make something shippable. Then make something else. Then go outside. You’re done auditioning for a jury that never convened. You’re building a record of finished work-visible, useful, and yours.
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​Chapter 2: The Brain Without the Lab Coat
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Your brain is not a villain; it’s an overcaffeinated bodyguard who loves you loudly and badly. It scans rooms for danger, treats a blank page like a cliff edge, and confuses neatness with safety. Perfectionism is what happens when that bodyguard steals your calendar and declares nothing leaves the house unless it glitters. We’re keeping the taste and firing the tantrums. No lab coats, no sacred jargon, just practical levers that nudge a jumpy nervous system toward motion, clarity, and finishes. You don’t need braver DNA; you need repeatable moves that make the right choice the easy one and the dramatic choice the inconvenient one.

Start with predictions. Your brain is a guesser, not a judge. It predicts humiliation if you ship a messy draft, so it supplies urges that look responsible: another article, another template, another pass at a comma you already forgave. Prediction favors whatever reduces uncertainty. Shipping increases uncertainty. Therefore the machine pushes delay, polish loops, and scope creep. You will not bully this engine with slogans. You will train it with better data. Small, safe proofs teach the brain that shipping brings relief, feedback, opportunity, and zero exile. We want the prediction to auto-complete as, “If I ship, I breathe.”

Then sensations. Threat broadcasts through your body before your mind writes a single sentence about it. Your shoulders creep up. Your breathing goes thin and staccato. Your pupils tighten. Your fingers hover and then flee to low-stakes chores that impersonate progress. You cannot out-argue a cramped diaphragm. Give the body a job first. Stand up. Shake your hands. Take five slow exhales with your palms on your ribs. Splash your face. Sit again and type one ugly, literal sentence naming what you are doing: “Drafting three headlines for buyers who are in a hurry.” That move is not spiritual; it is mechanical. You lower arousal, then aim it.
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