Jez is describing what it was like to have OCD before he was successfully treated.  What are his irrational beliefs?  Where does he make mistakes with his reasoning?  How does his behaviour serve to maintain his unhelpful ways of thinking?  Are there any paradoxical effects contributing to the process
I’ve always been very neat and tidy.  I think I get it from my dad.  He was an officer in the army.  Everything he did had to be done the army way, in a really exact way.  A place for everything and everything in its place.  My dad use to explain that in the army everything had to be kept exactly the right way because if it wasn’t people might get killed because the ammunition was stored next to the cooker or the temporary bridge wasn’t bolted together properly.  My dad really hated it when I left anything untidy.  It wasn’t that he would shout at me or hit me or anything, he would just act disappointed in me and that was really terrible.  Anyway, it got so I couldn’t bear to see anything that wasn’t neatly arranged.  Everything had to be lined up, squared up, tidied away.  Just looking at anything that wasn’t in line would make me feel worried.  It sounds crazy but I started to believe that if things weren’t properly arranged then something bad was going to happen and if it did it would be my fault for not making sure everything was need.  I’m not sure what I thought the bad thing was going to be I just got this terrible feeling of dread.  I’d try to stop myself from thinking about it, tell myself that I was being stupid and I shouldn’t worry but that never seemed to help.  The thoughts just kept popping into my head.  I found that if I made sure that everything was neat and tidy then I’d feel better, because that made sure that bad things wouldn’t happen.  And it sort of proved I was right, because I’d tidy and line everything up and then nothing bad would happen and I’d know it was because I’d made sure and been careful.  Sometimes I’d hear about tragic events like there was a car crash at the end of my road and someone was killed and I knew that if I’d been out and checked the roadway properly that it wouldn’t have happened and that person would have lived.  
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