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The	  Categorized	  Essayist	  

	  

	  

	   	   	   	   	   	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
Yes Yes 

No No 

That’s good news because the 
essayist surely does not. So if 
you don’t mind, he will just 

carry on smiling, nodding, and 
following your lead on this one. 
Personally, the essayist would 
rather write another stream-of-
consciousness essay in which 
he rambles on in search of a 

point that may never come, but 
instead he has set out to 

categorize himself in hopes of 
creating order. The essayist 

hates order, or at least he claims 
to, but deep down he knows that 

if the world ever turned to 
anarchy, he’d never survive. 

When he saw The Worst-Case 
Scenario Survival Handbook, 
which explains how to land an 

airplane or escape from 
quicksand, he flicked through 

its pages and quickly lost 
interest. As a child, he feared 
getting stuck in quicksand, 
believing it to be a serious 
potential hazard, but after 

extensive world travel, he has 
never seen any, and secretly this 

disappoints him.  
 

Has the essayist revealed 
himself? 

In order to classify the essayist, 
one must ask questions in a 

scientific manner and follow a 
taxonomic order similar to that 

of an insect or animal.  

Do you understand?  

Don’t worry, neither does the 
essayist. Science was never his 
strong suit, and when he had to 

dissect a fetal pig in his 
university biology class, he 

named his Babe and convinced 
his lab partner to do all the 

slicing. Taking the final exam 
with a hangover was no easy 
feat with all those numbered 

flags pinned to organs and the 
smell of formalin wafting 

through the air, and he was 
lucky to escape the class with a 
D. So when the essayist decided 

to reference taxonomic order, 
he was thinking of those 

flowcharts used in elementary 
schools to identify animals with 
questions such as “Does it have 
wings,” “Does it have a shell,” 

or “Does it lay eggs?” The 
essayist has neither wings nor a 

shell but wishes he did. He 
cannot lay eggs, but if he could, 
he would most likely eat them, 
leading to hypothetical ethical 
concerns. He will think of this 
the next time he eats eggs but 

continue eating unfazed. 
 

Has the essayist revealed 
himself? 

 

Yes No 

Despite openly admitting to 
having no understanding of 

science and being completely 
unprepared for any and all 

disaster scenarios, the essayist 
was still unable to convince 
the reader of his sincerity. 
This means he is either (1) 
holding back or (2) being 
dishonest. Either way, the 

essayist can be deemed 
unsuccessful.  

Was the essayist (1) holding 
back or (2) being dishonest? 
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2 1 Yes 

Hooray, the essayist has earned your trust! 
He’s flung open his trench coat and shown 

you his penis –somehow both erect and 
flaccid at the same time – and for whatever 
reason, you haven’t gone running for the 

police.  
 

Has the essayist included personal 
stories about past events? 

The essayist has failed to 
reveal his true nature, or 

worse, has revealed 
himself to be a one-

dimensional bore. He 
asks you to read his next 
essay and sees the lack 
of interest in your eyes, 
and when you casually 
change the subject, he 

never mentions it again. 
He continues to write 

essays no one reads, but 
still tells strangers at 
parties he’s a writer 

because it sounds more 
interesting than saying 

he’s a schoolteacher. No 
one would pass him a 
joint or make out with 

him on the balcony while 
their boyfriends were in 
the kitchen if he had told 

them he were a 
schoolteacher. He knows 

this and continues to 
write so at least he’ll 
have that, but after 

awhile he stops writing 
essays altogether. 

.  

Category:	  Dullard	  

The essayist has 
proven himself to be 

unreliable and 
insincere. I mean, 

come on, who would 
believe that someone 
would actually eat an 
egg he just laid. The 

essayist was just 
trying to sound edgy, 
but to you, he sounds 

like a moron. His 
essays read like an 

online dating profile, 
complete with a 

photo of him nuzzling 
a tiger. If that photo 
were a video, you’d 
have seen his hands 

shaking, but he keeps 
telling you what 

majestic creatures 
they are when you see 

them up close. 
Meanwhile, beneath 
his freshly pressed 

trousers, he’s wearing 
that pair of underwear 

with the stain that 
never quite came out.  

Category: Fiction  

 
It sounds like it 

might be a 
memoir, possibly 
incorporating a 
bit of dialogue 

for flavor. 
 
 

Has the essayist 
written about a 
universal theme 
that all readers 
can relate to in 

some way? 

 
 

It sounds like it 
might be an 

exploration of 
the present-

moment thoughts 
and ideas of the 

essayist. 
 

Has the essayist 
written about a 
universal theme 
that all readers 
can relate to in 

some way? 
	  

Yup, it’s definitely an essay alright. At 
least, I think it is. Wait, who am I anyway? 

He is the essayist, so I must be the 
narrative voice. But aren’t we the same 

people…no, the same person? Never mind. 
Stay focused. Wait, what were we doing? 

That’s right, we were categorizing.  

Does the essayist have a fixed focal point?   

The essayist has just 
said, “Me! Me! Me! 
Me! Me! Me!” I bet 
his notebook has a 

little lock affixed to it 
with a tiny key.  

  
Category: Diary 

The essayist has 
basically churned out 

a heaping pile of 
opinions for 

likeminded people to 
agree with.  

 
Category: Editorial 
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Yes 

Umm… 

Psst…Hey 
you! Can 
you hear 

me? 

Psst!…Come  
talk to me down here 

for a moment 
 

Do you want to 
talk? 

 

OK	  

No, 
thanks 

It’s 
complicated	  

No Yes 

Okay, so it’s got a focal point that keeps it 
from meandering completely off the path.  

 
Does the essayist end up saying something 

meaningful and worthwhile? 
	  

So it’s just a rambling barrage of words 
with no direction, and the essayist is like a 
rudderless ship lost at sea with no anchor 
or compass, and when he tries asking the 
captain where they’re going, the captain 
just looks over the deck and says “Over 
yonder” and the essayist is like, “Huh?” 

and the captain is like “Yeah,” and then in 
walks you and you’re looking at both of 
them and feeling uncomfortable until the 

essayist, in order to break the tension, tells 
you some fun fact like how ostriches can 
run faster than horses or how only 18% of 
Indian women knew their husbands before 
the wedding and you’re like, “Is that so.” 

 
Category: Verbal Diarrhea  

	  

	  

So that means the essayist had 
a theme of some sort. That 

should make it a bit easier to 
categorize. 

 
What’s the essayist’s theme? 

Is it nature? Travel? 
Science? Food? Humor?  

It’s complicated	  Hmm… 

Is there more than one theme? 

What’s wrong? 	  

Yes Yes 

Well, that’s just because essays are a 
reflection of the essayist’s mind at 

work – and the mind is complicated. 
As Michel de Montaigne once said, 
“Every man has within himself the 

entire human condition.” The essayist 
knows this because he read a 
textbook that told him that. 

 
Do you believe me? 

	  
Yes 

No 

You don’t believe me, the 
narrative voice 

whispering in your ear!?! 
Seriously!? Why not? 

 
Category: Unreliable 

Narrator I’m glad to hear it…I mean, 
the essayist is glad to hear it. 

 
Shall we continue?  Umm… 

	  

	  



	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

	  

No 

	  

	  

Okay, look. It’s me. The 
essayist! Listen to me 

carefully. That other voice, 
the one writing in all the 
colorful speech bubbles –
 that’s not me! He’s the 
narrative voice and he’s 

unreliable as fuck! He keeps 
me locked up in these grey 
boxes and makes me write 

essays for him. Then he 
shows up to my book 

signings wearing turtlenecks 
and quoting Michel de 

Montaigne. You’ve got to 
believe me! 

 
Do you believe me? 

Oh, thank god! You’ve got 
to help me get out of here! 

 
Will you help me escape?  

Yes 

Yes 

Umm… 

Yes No 

Of	  course	  he…I	  mean	  we	  have.	  
And	  now	  that	  we’ve	  fully	  revealed	  
our	  true	  nature,	  we	  can	  modulate	  
our	  pronouns	  like	  Phillip	  Lopate	  
taught	  us,	  moving	  from	  the	  

individual	  to	  the	  universal	  and	  
letting	  you	  and	  we	  become…us?	  
Wait	  a	  minute,	  that’s	  not	  right,	  is	  
it?	  You +	  we	  =	  us…Does	  that	  make	  
sense?	  Look,	  us	  had	  better	  start	  

over	  from	  the	  beginning.	  
	  

Do	  you	  want	  to	  start	  again?	  

Okay, getting back to the 
essayist’s mind, we…I 

mean he may find it hard 
to settle on one topic 

because in bearing his 
soul to you, he has 

exposed my…I mean his 
true nature. In the words 
of Michel de Montaigne, 

“We must remove the 
mask,” which – as 

Wendell Berry pointed out 
– is human nature itself.  

 
Has the essayist removed 

his mask? 

No 

Yes No 


