
A Bureaucracy of Worth 

 
How the Lie Learned to File Its Victims 

The workbench gave the lie its number. But a number, on its own, is a lonely thing. It sits 

in a notebook, quiet and inert, waiting for someone to give it a place to live. The 

measurers had claimed that human worth could be weighed. Now came the next question, 

colder and more consequential than the first: once you have weighed a person, where do 

you put them? 

This is where the collection turns from the study to the filing system. 

Measurement said the human could be reduced to a figure. Classification took that figure 

and gave it a home - a category, a rank, a row in a table that stretched from the top of an 

imagined ladder to the bottom. The calipers had performed a single act of violence, one 

skull at a time. The chart industrialized it. It took the private cruelty of the workbench 

and made it public, portable, and permanent. A measurement can be doubted. A category, 

once printed in the great books of science and stamped onto the forms of the state, 

becomes something else entirely: a fact of administration, repeated so often that it begins 

to feel like a fact of nature. 

The Mechanism: The Seduction of the Orderly Table 

There is a deep and honest human hunger to bring order to the world. We name the stars. 

We sort the seasons. We give the plants of the field their families and their kinships, and 

in doing so we make the vast confusion of living things feel knowable, almost tender. 

Classification, in itself, can be an act of love - a way of paying attention, of noticing that 

this is not quite that. 



But the same instinct that maps a meadow can be turned upon a people. And when it is, 

something sacred curdles into something monstrous. 

The great taxonomies of the eighteenth century did to human beings what they had done 

to beetles and ferns. They sorted us. They arranged the whole of humanity into a handful 

of kinds, gave those kinds names and traits and rankings, and set them down in the same 

calm typeface used for describing flowers. The genius of the maneuver lay precisely in its 

ordinariness. A ranked table does not shout. It does not argue. It simply presents, with the 

serene authority of a thing that has already been settled. To read it is to feel that someone, 

somewhere, has done the difficult work of knowing - and that all that remains for you is 

to trust the arrangement. 

That trust was the trap. The table asked nothing of the reader but acceptance. And in 

accepting the order of the rows, the reader accepted the ranking they carried, without ever 

noticing a decision had been made at all. 

The Function: When the Category Precedes the Person 

Carl Linnaeus gave us a gift and a wound in the same breath. 

His system for naming and ordering the living world remains one of the towering 

achievements of human thought - a language that let people across every continent speak 

of the same creature with the same certainty. But when Linnaeus turned that ordering 

gaze upon humanity in his Systema Naturae, he did not merely divide us by geography. 

He divided us by character. To each of his human varieties he attached temperament, 

disposition, a moral weather - some described as governed by reason and law, others by 

impulse and caprice. He did not observe these traits and then record them. He assigned 

them, and dressed the assignment in the robes of natural description. 

Read that plainly, because it is the hinge of this essay. The category came before the 

person. The box was built first, its label already written, its rank already fixed - and then 

living human beings, in all their unrepeatable particularity, were swept into it. No one in 

the box was consulted. No one was seen. To be classified is to be met not as yourself but 

as an example of a kind that was decided upon before you were born. 

Johann Friedrich Blumenbach, working a generation later, refined the sorting and gave us 

a word that still echoes with unearned prestige. In naming one of his human varieties 

after a mountain region, he considered the seat of beauty, he placed it, quietly, at the 

summit of his arrangement. Blumenbach himself resisted some of the harsher conclusions 

others would draw, and honesty requires us to say so. But the structure he helped build 

did not need his permission to be cruel. Once the ladder existed, others were only too 

willing to climb it, and to insist that everyone below them stay in their assigned rung. A 

tool outlives the intentions of the hand that shapes it. 

The Makers: The Clerks of a Manufactured Order 

It would be a comfort to imagine that this machinery lived only in learned books, safely 

quarantined on the shelves of scholars. It did not. It came down off the shelf and went to 

work in the world, and there it found its most tireless servant: the clerk. 



Consider the plantation ledger. In its columns, human beings appeared alongside 

livestock and tools, entered by name or by no name at all, assigned a value, a category, a 

use. The bookkeeping was meticulous. The penmanship was often beautiful. And that is 

the horror of it - the reduction of a person to an entry was carried out not in a rage but in a 

routine, by ordinary men doing what they understood to be ordinary work. The ledger did 

not hate. It simply recorded, and in recording, it consented. 

Consider the colonial administration, which could not govern what it had not first 

counted. Across conquered territories, imperial officials drew up classifications of the 

peoples they ruled - sorting fluid, overlapping, living communities into rigid categories, 

hardening loose identities into fixed tribes and ranked races so that they might be taxed, 

policed, and set against one another. Mahmood Mamdani has traced how these 

administrative fictions, invented for the convenience of rule, took on a terrible life of 

their own, outlasting the empires that authored them and poisoning the ground for 

generations. The category was drawn to make governing easier. It ended by making 

slaughter thinkable. 

Consider the census. There is perhaps no purer instrument of the bureaucracy of worth 

than the state’s own count of its people. The categories a nation chooses for its census - 

who is grouped with whom, who is granted a name and who is folded into an “other,” 

how the lines are drawn and redrawn from one decade to the next - are never neutral acts 

of tabulation. They are decisions about who counts, and how much. The shifting racial 

categories of national censuses stand as a documentary record of the lie revising itself in 

real time, adjusting its boxes to suit the needs of the moment while insisting, always, that 

it is merely describing what is there. 

Name them, then: the naturalists who built the ladder, the bookkeepers who filed the 

enslaved, the colonial officers who froze living peoples into administrative kinds, the 

census-takers who drew and redrew the lines of belonging. Each believed, perhaps, that 

they were only keeping records. But a record is never only a record. It is a decision about 

what is real, made permanent in ink, and handed to the future as though it were the truth. 

The Counter-Ground: The Person Who Cannot Be 

Filed 

And here, beneath the columns and the categories, an older wisdom stirs and will not be 

filed. 

The moral order of Ma’at held that truth is not a label affixed from above, but a harmony 

discovered in right relation - a balance among beings, each answerable to the others, each 

made real through the whole. And the deep African understanding of personhood, the 

wisdom later distilled in the word ubuntu, spoke a truth that shatters the entire logic of 

the ranked table: a person is a person through other persons. The self is not a fixed 

specimen to be located on a chart. It is a living knot in a web of relation - becoming, 

always, through kinship and community and the long conversation between the living and 

their ancestors. 

Bring the great taxonomy before that understanding, and its foundation cracks. 



For the chart must do something before it can rank anything. It must first insist that a 

human being is a fixed and finished thing - a specimen with settled traits, knowable in 

isolation, reducible to a category that travels wherever the body travels. But no one is 

such a thing. To file a person under a single kind is to deny the relations that made them, 

to freeze into a label what was always alive and becoming. The classifier looks at a 

human being and sees a type. Ubuntu looks at the same human being and sees a universe 

of relation, unrepeatable, unfileable, whole. 

This is the quiet devastation the counter-ground brings. The bureaucracy of worth did not 

merely rank people unjustly. Before it could rank them at all, it had to commit a prior and 

deeper falsehood: it had to pretend that a person could be known apart from their 

relations - pried loose from the web that gives every human their reality and set down 

alone in a box. And an order founded on that falsehood is, by the measure of Ma’at, no 

order at all. It is disorder wearing the mask of method, a filing system built upon a lie 

about what a human being is. 

Hold this reply lightly for now. The counter-ground has not yet spoken its full answer; it 

has only named the wound at the heart of the chart. The complete response will gather 

across the essays still to come. For now, let it stand as a single steady truth beneath the 

machinery: the person the classifier sorted was never truly in the box. What sat in the box 

was the classifier’s own assumption, given a name and a rank and mistaken for a human 

soul. 

The Widening: From the Chart to the Statute 

We began by asking what happens to a person once they have been weighed. The answer, 

we have seen, is that they are filed - sorted into a category built before they arrived, 

labeled with a worth they were never consulted about, and entered into the great ledgers 

of science and state as though the entry were the truth of who they are. 

But a category, however widely printed, is still only ink. It describes. It ranks. It sorts. 

What it cannot yet do, on its own, is compel. The chart can say that a person belongs to a 

lower kind. It cannot, by itself, send the sheriff to the door. And so, the lie, having been 

measured and then classified, reaches now for the one power that will make its categories 

bite: the force of law. 

For those who labor now in the work of repair - who fight to be seen as whole people 

rather than as demographic entries, who insist that a community is more than a category 

on a form - this history is not a distant matter. The bureaucracy of worth did not vanish 

with Linnaeus and Blumenbach. It survives wherever a human being is reduced to a box 

that decides their fate, wherever a category assigned by others is allowed to speak louder 

than the person themselves. To understand how the filing began is to gain the power to 

refuse it - to insist, as Ma’at insisted and as ubuntu insists still, that the truth of a person 

lives in their relations, and never in anyone's ledger. 

The chart ranked the living. The statute would soon give the ranking teeth. From here, the 

collection follows the lie as it moves from the calm of the filing cabinet into the 

machinery of enforcement - from the category that merely described a person to the law 

that would hunt them for stepping outside it. 



The lie was made. And what was made can be unmade. 
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