
Outliers 

It is the last night before we get on a plane for Afghanistan. It is the last time to converse in an 

altered state. I am on my way to my friend‟s new apartment in Austin. The air is crisp and the 

leaves have turned a reddish orange. 

My friend Hubert is driving his early 90‟s Volvo down Interstate 35. Hard rock is being played 

on the radio. Hubert is pursing his lips and shaking his plump head up and down.  

“Hey, man can you turn it down?” I ask. 

“Yeah, sorry,” Hubert responds, still drumming his hands on the steering wheel. 

We are speeding in the left lane and I look into the cars to the right of me. Everyone is in a daze, 

with blank looks on their face, staring into traffic.  

“Check her out,” I say to Hubert, pointing to a blonde in the Eclipse next to me. 

“Nice,” he says as he taps the horn at her. She looks in her rear view mirror and then continues 

staring ahead. 

“Dude, don‟t be a dumbass. That move just makes us look like tools,” I say. 

“Whatever man, in 48 hours there won‟t be any pussy around so I got to try,” He replies. 

I can‟t argue with his logic so I shut up and my mind begins to wonder. Two years ago I was in 

high school. One year ago I joined the army. Now I am a moment away from being sent to 

Afghanistan to eliminate improvised explosive devices and roadside bombs. 



We pass the Austin city limits sign and my heart quickens. I have only been to the city once. 

Two months ago, Hubert and I walked around downtown, with skin fades and awkward clothes. 

We were all just 19.  Hubert tried to get into a bar using his military ID and a line about being 

sent to war. The bouncer looked us over once and told us no.  

We didn‟t have the intelligence or drive to get drunk, so we drove back to Fort Hood that same 

night. 

“Dude, look at all those cranes,” Hubert says with one eye on the road and one eye on the 

glittering skyline to the right of us. 

“Yeah, there are a lot of them,” I reply. 

We get to Kevin‟s apartment complex at 9:30.  

“Nice place,” I say as I walk in. 

“Thanks,” Kevin says. Kevin is a few years older than us and has been in the army for one more 

year. He has a lanky, bony body and is prone to exaggerations.  

“This is my wife, Courtney,” Kevin says, holding her hand.  

“Nice to meet you,” I say to her.  

“Hi,” she says. Courtney has a fresh face and dirty blonde hair. She graduated high school last 

year. Kevin‟s tales of army valor and service apparently worked on her, and they got married 

after two months of dating. 



As I walk in from the entry way, I see a big flat screen TV, a leather couch and clichéd posters 

that he bought at the Killeen mall. In the kitchen, I can already see bottles of liquor and beer 

tempting us. 

“Let‟s do a shot,” Kevin says. 

“Yeah,” we mumble as we gather in the kitchen. 

Kevin claimed that he had experience working as a bartender before he joined the army. He takes 

four plastic, multi colored shot glasses from his cabinet.  

“What do you guys want?” he asks, with his eyebrows pointing up. 

“Let‟s do a buttery nipple,” Courtney replies eagerly. 

“Good choice,” Kevin says as he looks through his ingredients. Spending two hundred on liquor 

for four people seems like a good idea when you are going to a country where you can‟t drink. 

Kevin grabs a bottle of Goldschlager, Bailey‟s and butterscotch schnapps and pours them into 

the rainbow colored shot glasses.  

“What should we cheers to?” Kevin asks. 

“I got it,” Hubert says. “May we remain cohorts until the fleas of a thousand camels eat our 

shorts.”  

“Good enough,” Kevin says. 

“Cheers,” We all chime in as we raise the shot up, hit the countertop and throw it back. 

The shot goes down smooth and sweet. I look at my three companions and we all pause. 



“Is anyone else coming over?” I ask. 

“Think maybe Bates and Tabansky. I am not sure,” Kevin replies as he opens up the refrigerator 

and hands us all a Corona. 

I was hoping there would be some more girls at this get-together. Courtney doesn‟t have many 

friends and the only people I know are in the army. Alcohol will have to replace women my last 

night in the states. 

We all sit on Kevin‟s big couch and gulp down our beers. 

“Do you have any limes?” I ask. 

“No, sorry,” Courtney replies. 

She flips on the TV and an episode of CSI is halfway through. 

“What time is it,” Hubert asks Kevin. 

“10:40,” He replies. 

“Want to go somewhere?” Hubert asks, with a furled brow and anxious tone.  

“Sure, I know we can‟t get in anywhere good downtown though. There is a pool hall down the 

street. I think they would let you guys in,” Kevin says. “Let‟s take one more shot.” 

We all take another buttery nipple shot and finish our beers. 

“Who is driving?” Hubert asks. 

“I will,” Kevin says. 



We hop into Kevin‟s beat up Chevy Blazer and drive down the street. 

“Here it is,” Kevin says as we pull into the parking lot. The pool hall is next to a tanning salon 

and an abandoned grocery store. 

A large bald man with tattoos is standing at the door and demands our IDs. He lets Kevin in and 

then grabs my military ID. He looks me in the eye, pulls out a sharpie and marks a big X on my 

hands.  

Kevin grabs a drink from the bar as we pay 10 bucks to play for an hour. The juke box is playing 

Lynard Skynard.  

“Rack em‟ up,” Hubert says. 

“Alright.” Kevin says. “When I was living in Philadelphia, I was probably one of the best pool 

players in the city. Just haven‟t had chances to practice recently.” 

Kevin and Hubert play each other as Courtney and I sit on the tall chairs and make pointless and 

boring small talk about reality television. 

“You suck, dude,” Hubert says to Kevin as he sinks a solid. 

“This cue is warped.”  

“Get another one then.”  

“I am good. Just need to put a little English on it.”  

The game lasts for about 20 minutes. Hubert wins by two balls and Kevin makes excuses relating 

to his wrist. 



“Want to play?” I ask Courtney. 

“Sure,” she says apathetically.  

Neither of us like pool or care about who wins. We take turns smacking the balls together until I 

hit the eight ball in. 

“Dude, I am bored,” I say. “Let‟s go back to your place and get drunk.” 

Kevin agrees and we head back into the night. 

We get back to his apartment a little after midnight. 

“Are Bates and Tabansky going to make it?” I ask. 

“I don‟t know, haven‟t heard from them,” Kevin replies. 

We go to the kitchen and grab a beer from the fridge. Kevin pours up another shot, this one 

containing just vodka. The smell reminds me of the isopropyl alcohol we use to clean our 

equipment. 

The bite of the liquor forces me to wince.  

“That was good shit,” I say. 

The bottle gets lower and lower as the night continues. The more we drink the more we talk 

about what will happen tomorrow.  

“Man. I don‟t want to go,” Kevin says softly. Kevin, Hubert and I are sitting at his dining table 

as Courtney drifts in and out of sleep on the couch. “I just got married. I don‟t need this shit.” 



“Dude, I am ready for this. I didn‟t join the army to sit on my ass in garrison the entire time. I am 

ready to fuck some shit up,” He says, between gulps of vodka and red bull.  

“I don‟t really care either way,” I say. The enormity of the events taking place around me has 

taken away any emotion. 

At around three in the morning we decide to make the trek to the hot tub. Logic that is only in 

use after the sixth or seventh shot is in effect. I walk through the grass and cement barefoot. It is 

a chilly Texas night and the warmth of the water is amazing.  

“This is nice,” I say. 

“Yeah. Jump in the pool,” Hubert says to Kevin. 

“No way,” Kevin replies. 

“I will,” Hubert says as he gets out of the hot tub and cannon balls into the water. 

He convinces us to join him and we sadistically decide to jump into the now freezing pool a few 

feet away. The cold temporary sobers me up and I feel alive. Looking at the clear night sky, I try 

to find clarity and purpose, but wind up only with shrinkage. We hop back into the hot tub after a 

few minutes.  

Kevin brought the bottle of vodka to the pool, along with a few beers. We pass it along taking 

swigs from the cold bottle. Courtney is kissing Kevin on the neck. Hubert and I are drinking our 

feelings away and glancing enviously at Kevin and Courtney on the other side of the hot tub. 

At around 2:30 in the morning, we stumble back to his apartment. The complex is silent. Nothing 

is moving but us. 



The floor will be my bed tonight. Hubert has taken the couch. I fall asleep, mumbling to myself 

and thinking about a girl I met at the club a few days ago that won‟t call me. I feel the need for a 

warm body beside me, but I pass out alone. 

I wake up the next morning on their nice carpet with a cut on my foot, feeling groggy and 

unclean.  

I brush my teeth to get the devil taste out of my mouth and spray deodorant on. It has little effect, 

but I don‟t have enough time to shower. 

Hubert is in the fetal position on their couch with no covers and a swimsuit.  

“Hey man, are you awake?” I ask Hubert. 

“What…” He replies. 

“We have to be at the formation this afternoon,” I say. 

“OK,” He says as he looks at his surroundings. “Where are my keys?” 

We tell Kevin we are leaving and walk out of his apartment into the world. My head is pounding 

and the sun hurts my eyes. 

 We hop in Hubert‟s Volvo and drive back. The route is known by many hung over soldiers. Up 

35, then take Interstate 190 and pray you don‟t get stuck behind a minivan going 45 miles per 

hour.  

“Dude, I am starving. Let‟s get something to eat,” I say. 



We stop at a county store and restaurant type establishment in Florence. I see everyday people in 

small town America drinking coffee and talking about today„s Cowboys game. There are signs 

wishing support to troops and yellow ribbons on cars.  

“Can I get a burger?” I ask the waitress. 

“Sure honey,” She says, completely aware that we are soldiers, driving back from Austin. 

Over the meal, we talk about insignificant things and brush on the fact that we were about to fly 

to a warzone. After scarfing down the food, Hubert looks at his cell phone for the time. We have 

two hours before the formation.  

“We need to get back,” he says 

“Yeah, we would be screwed if we are late,” I reply. 

 


