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The State Statistician  
(a short story) 

 
Rodney Morales 

 
 As he lay bleeding on the grass near the newly constructed walkway along the Magic Island 
Lagoon in the 217th year of colonization, the state statistician couldn't help but realize that he had been 
the 1233rd victim of aggravated assault, which would put the number 70 ahead of last year, and, as he 
realized the potential for something grimmer, he winced at the thought of being another DOA, especially 
since he had spoken to a State Senate committee just a week earlier and had proudly stated while sitting 
next to the Honolulu Police Chief that the rate of homicides had gone significantly down. 
 The thought made him laugh. 
 But even small sniggers hurt and he stifled further thought on the matter as he accounted for his 
wounds. 
 Ribs, broken and bruised. A battered face – cheeks puffed up; a tooth gone, spat out, two others 
loose; nose, bleeding still, the blood covering his tank top and hands; eyes most likely blackened, as each 
thundering blink indicated. Then there was the headache from the blow above his left temple. Skinned 
knees. Maybe some internal bleeding, from all those punches. And, oh god, that kick to the groin.  
 What did the guy say? You all right? Then a knee, when his defenses were down, squarely in the 
nuts. 
 I'll live – that was his agonizing assessment. But do I want to? 
 

* * * *  
 
 The red sun’s dip into the ocean had been slow, resolute, stunning. 
The state statistician had eased his slow jog up the twenty-degree incline and had come to a standstill to 
maintain full retina burn and see the elusive green flash. 
 Then, rather than straining to finish his jog in his new, fresh-out-of-the-box pair of Nike Air 
Structure Triaxes, rated number one by Consumer Reports in the coming twilight, he opted to walk and 
breathe in the unpolluted air. 
 He was considering recent reports on Honolulu's outrageous cars-per-capita rate when he heard 
a woman scream. Without thinking, the state statistician ran toward the sound. Others were running there, 
too. Three-hundred and fifty-three, one every twenty-point-seven hours, so far this year, he remembered 
as he ran. And those are only the reported ones. No data on attempted rapes either.  
 Four men had gotten to the scene the same time he did. One of them, noticeably white, kicked 
the perpetrator in the head. The perpetrator had been beating up on this woman. Both he and the victim 
were Polynesian, the state statistician noted. Not Hawaiian, though. Three thousand eight hundred 
Tongans, almost ten thousand Samoans, he enumerated – then there’s a trickle of Fijians (Melanesians, 
really – or not really?), those from the Eastern Marshalls and the Northern Marianas ... most of them 
recent arrivals. Parents too busy chasing that elusive American Dream to maintain close family ties. End 
result: lost children – a generation in transition. 
 Initially, the matter seemed to have been resolved by that quick kick in the head inflicted by the 
haole – who was, besides the state statistician, the only other white guy there. The state statistician and a 
guy of undeterminate local identity – undoubtedly mixed – helped the woman to her feet. Her shirt was 
torn open. She wore no bra. She didn’t seem to care. She only said, 
 He’s – he’s crazy ...  
While her attacker was saying, as he pressed his palm to the spot that had been kicked, then looked at 
this hand to see if there was blood, “Dis one domestic dispute, fuckah. She my girlfrien’. She been flipping 
out on crack. I was, I was jes’ tryin’ fo’ get her undah control – ” 
 “He’s lying,” the woman said to the state statistician and the local of hybrid identity. “He’s drunk.” 
 The state statistician guessed that the woman had a better handle on the truth. Her attacker 
sounded drunk. He slurred his words. He leaned, like that miscalculation of a tower in Italy . ... The 
woman, on the other hand, seemed coherent, sober. 
 “Get out of here,” he told the woman. 
 “Yeah,” the polyethnic man said. “Get away. Call the police or something.” 
 She hobbled off. 
 Meanwhile the attacker had gotten engaged in ridiculous argument with the haole man who had 
kicked him in the head. 
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 “Why you kick me fo’? I was only tryin’ fo’ help her.” 
 “Help her, my ass,” one of the guys there muttered. 
 By now there were five-point-five guys standing around the attacker –  
another local had entered the fray. This one seemed to have spent a good part of his life in the gym. He 
wore a blue bandanna on his head, and showed more pecs and washboard abs than the also well-built 
attacker. He didn’t hesitate to confront him.  
 “Eh, I heard the girl scream. I woulda done the same t’ing, too.” 
 The perpetrator was in his face. “Why he ... why he had to kick me fo’?” He turned to the haole. 
“Hey, I wanna kick you in da head. Let me kick you in the head.” He moved toward him. The well-muscled 
guy pulled him back. 
 Then the attacker was again in the face of the brown and muscled guy. “I jes’ like kick him in da 
head.” 
 “Eh. Back off.” The guy with the blue bandanna held an arm out, his other arm cocked and ready 
to strike if necessary.  
 “What? You goin’ hit me now?” 
 “Jes’ back off.” Then he put his arm down. “Look. Jes’ get outa here. Before – ” 
 “Befo’ what?” Though drunk, this woman-striking man of Polynesian ancestry was sobering up to 
the fact that he was outnumbered and, more glaringly now, outmuscled. He would have beat up on the 
haole – had it been one-on-one. But it clearly wasn’t. And the state statistician knew that he and the 
others would have jumped in and changed the odds severely if he had tried. It didn’t seem necessary 
now.  
 “Whe’ she went?” he finally said, distracted. He began to wander off. “Whe da fuck she went?” 
And off he stumbled. The matter dropped. Just like that. 
 The state statistician and the other supposed rescuers looked at each other, exchanged a few 
comments regarding the souring state of matters around the park and around the state, which the state 
statistician knew would be reflected in the numbers he’d have to present to the legislators next year. 
 
    * * * * 
 
 “If I live,” he mumbled, embracing the pathos, the pain, the incongruous stupidity of it all. He 
wiped his nose and noted that the bleeding had finally stopped. 
 
    * * * * 
 
 He had been alone contemplating the scenario that had unfolded (and then refolded) when a 
mini-truck driven along the jogging path approached him. A drunken voice shouted, “Dass the fucking 
haole who wen’ kick me.” 
 Oh shit. Mistaken identity. There were no accurate calculations in this area. The margin of error 
would be prohibitive. 
 And out of the truck they poured. One had an iron pipe, the pipe that was to break a few of his 
ribs.  
 But mostly it was punches. 
 “I not da guy, I not da guy,” he remembered saying, futilely, trying in desperation to at least sound 
local. I don’t want to be a fucking statistic, he remembered thinking. 
 The blow to the head finally knocked him out. When he awoke he didn’t know how much time had 
passed. And when the aches kicked in he wished he were still out cold. Then a young, fresh-out-of-high-
school local, came up to him, and said, “You all right?” and offered his hand. Pain screamed out from his 
ribs as he grabbed the hand. The young man tried to lift him up. Upright, in a sitting position, was as far 
as he got. Then the young man asked if the state statistician had any money. He had none on him; his 
wallet was locked in his car, which might've even been towed away by now for authorities must have 
closed the parking lot. “No money? You fuckah.” He kicked the state statistician in the groin. 
 The state statistician rolled over in agony, and could only moan in astonishment as this young 
punk began to yank his new shoes off. What are you doing? Are you crazy? the state statistician 
managed to say over the pain as the young man slinked off, carrying one shoe in each hand. 
 
    * * * * 
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 Only a week ago, he had sat next to the Japanese police chief before a mostly Asian Senate 
committee – reflective, he knew, of the political success of Japanese and Chinese descendants of 
immigrants. The state statistician wasn’t the token haole there by a longshot, however, for two committee 
members were white, as was three-fourths of the audience, who flaunted the luxury to practice 
democracy by attending committee meetings on a work day. As he sat there he noted the absence of 
Polynesians. Except for the security guards near the door.  
 He had once spoken on this very absence to faculty members at the University of Hawaiʻi. It was 
a seemingly sympathetic crowd – liberal, white, well-adjusted. At that time he chuckled (though now he 
winced) ... at the separation from, at the irony of leaving the subject out of the exchange, at his 
anomalous status of having been raised in such a nearby yet distant world.  
  He had grown up in the working class town of Kalihi, and, like the popular haole governor of 
yesteryear, he had grown up decidedly local. Sure there were fights and name calling but it was the same 
all around. The thing was, they all played together, partied together, grew up together, attended the same 
schools, ate at each other’s houses, crashed in each other’s beds, in a community where the doors didn’t 
need to be locked – as data that compared then and now convincingly proved. 
 He grew up poor. His family had been poor. A poor, local-haole family. His dad had been a lowlife 
who practically lived in pool halls and bars, who spent all his money on gambling and booze, and who, to 
the everlasting comfort of his mom, died young and left a good clean corpse.  
 As a student the state statistician didn’t do so bad, and from an early age he showed a penchant 
for numbers. It may have begun with baseball. In his head he could calculate not just batting averages, 
but homeruns-to-at-bats ratios, a lefty hitter’s chances against a southpaw – when the same-side hitter is 
trying to pull the slow curve or near-fast change that might really be a sinking slider. ... He could gauge 
the increased odds as far as stealing second when you've got the shortstop stepping to plug the hole into 
left ... and he knew from early on the futility of ignoring the take sign, even when the third base coach is 
an idiot ... 
 He couldn’t wait for the weekly statistics in the Saturday afternoon paper. So he tabulating them 
daily, carrying box scores in his folder, crunching figures that mattered to him and him only while the 
numbers on the board the teacher scrawled was so much chalkdust. 
 Later he took note of matters unresponsive to numbers. For one, he got into the habit of taking 
note of the little resistance he met with in his academic endeavors, and of how sliding safely into the 
world of college and quadratics and function keys was for him a natural thing; whereas, those he grew up 
with encountered surprising obstacles: disingenuous teachers and counselors, mostly middle-class Asian 
and liberal haole, who advised them to take occupational courses like shop and/or get ready to serve 
military careers; and just-below-passing SAT scores, which did nothing to explain their street smarts . ... 
For them (they had become a them), it seemed, there was an unwritten code of limited options. 
 And now they were delivery men, construction workers, bus drivers, unemployed. A few were in 
prison. Was it all because of a little more melanin, a surface darkness? They appeared to be victims of 
statistical evidence they themselves never paid attention to, statistical evidence the state statistician (now 
that he was the state statistician) compiled through the years, in an increasingly uninvolved way, leaving 
any further commitment for others, for some wiser group of administrators, who, in the green flash of the 
retina burn of one silver sunrise in the distant future, would finally note the slant of the playing field ... 

 But reality kept intruding and in the throes of cynicism he began referring to himself as half a 
man, for being so inadequate, so half-assed in his following through on his stated desire for change. If it 
had touched me closer, he had come to admit. If it had been me, instead of numbers-out-there, if I had 
been the one laid off, if I were the one falsely arrested, or looked at in funny ways in elevators, or caught 
noting the similarity between my face and that of the man on the wanted poster or the similarity in height 
and weight to the Suspect – Local Male described in the newspaper's Police Beat, I would have –  
 Would I have?  
 When the state statistician computed his taxes (itemizing was a breeze for him; he collected 
receipts like baseball cards) guilt made him want to claim half a deduction. I don’t really deserve this, he’d 
tell himself, as he added up his neat pile of documented expenditures in anticipation of a glorious refund. 
But he’d take it anyway.  
 Until now he never thought to check off “Blind.” 
 
 But now he lay, near the Magic Island Lagoon, the moon full and bloody, and someone who at 
first appeared to be a werewolf approached him, carrying a stick of some sort. When he noticed that it 
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was a spear, he thought of the Marchers of the Night, the dead warriors who during nights of the Makahiki 
preseason carried torches in procession on ancient trails, whether or not these trails were now cut into by 
houses, shops, or had been covered by roads. Oh god, kill me already. Let it be over.  
 “You all right?” The suspect was male, Polynesian, six-foot-two, muscular. He carried a speargun 
and a bucket. 
 The state statistician, curled in an almost fetal position, cringed.  
 “Buddy, you don't look all right. I better get an ambulance.” 
 His elbows pressed against his ribs, his hands pressed against the sides of his face, he managed 
to say, “Maybe I can walk.”  
 “Uh-I don't think so.” The man put the spear and bucket down. “Let me carry you.” 
 “No, please. ... My ribs – ” 
 “Let me get help, then.” 
 “Please. Don’t leave me alone. They ... they might come back.” 
 
 The bearded, tall Polynesian of undeterminate upbringing stood and gazed beyond, toward the 
parking lot (or was it the shopping center less than a half mile away, or the mountains, a few miles 
further?), as if in gazing there there was some answer. Perhaps he too was helpless in that moment, 
wondering how to deal with this ... logistical problem. Yet the state statistician was already comforted, 
already glad that the ordeal seemed near its obligatory end; he knew that for better or for worse he’d live, 
and that his days were no longer numbered. 


