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Hitler’s Happy Sack

Your girlfriend is as gorgeous as Cindy Crawford, right down to the mole on her upper lip. The only real difference is that your girlfriend’s mole has a couple of twelve-centimetre hairs growing out of it. Do you:

A: Dump her.

B: Get off with her sister.

C: Yank them out while she’s asleep.

D: Get yourself another beer and turn on the footy.

E: Ignore them because looks are superficial.

F: All of the above except E.

‘Adolf Hitler.’

Eric put down his father’s old New Bloke magazine and gazed up at the clouds. ‘Who?’

Adolf Hitler,’ said Ian Champion.

Eric squinted. ‘Where?’

‘Next to Bob Hawke.’

‘Which one?’ said Eric. ‘They all look like Bob Hawke.’

‘See those five Bob Hawkes over there behind the French poodle,’ said Ian. ‘Well Adolf Hitler is standing just behind the one on the right.’

‘Looks nothing like Hitler,’ said Eric. He stuck his nose back into his father’s magazine. ‘That one’s got two kegs for a start.’

Ian looked back up at the clouds. ‘Did Hitler only have one?’

‘That’s the story.’

‘Which one?’

Eric scratched his head. ‘Does it matter?’

‘S’pose not,’ said Ian. He dragged himself over to his backpack, which was lying beneath his bike. He took out his drink bottle, slurped down some water and then collapsed back onto the ground again like a starfish. Ian still wasn’t sure what it was that had driven them to cycle all the way out to the country just to lie beside the river and make shapes out of the clouds. Eric reckoned that it was exactly the sort of thing that they wouldn’t normally have done, so they should do it. His reasoning was that they were too young to close their minds off to new experiences—everyone was. Just because you hadn’t done something didn’t mean that you wouldn’t enjoy it—with the possible exception of attending a Human Nature concert. Ian had argued that they hadn’t basted themselves in honey and dangled from a tree branch disguised as a beehive either, and that, according to Eric’s logic, perhaps they might enjoy that too. In the end they’d settled for a cycle out to the country, largely because Eric’s olds had been out of honey.

Ian poured some water over his head and ran his fingers through his hair. ‘So what happened to it, then?’

Eric had lost the thread of their conversation. He’d been thinking about his history teacher, Mrs Phossil, who he’d managed to offline with one of his mind-boggling essays—five thousand words on Napoleon’s ill-fated Russian campaign. Mrs Phossil had handed it back the day before and stormed out of the room, threatening to become a PE teacher. She’d been placed on immediate stress leave. Served her right for giving him a B. But how was he going to get into Cambridge University’s postgraduate program with a B beside his name? Perhaps Jenny could liquid paper it up into an A for him. As far as he could tell, his sister had liquid papered her way right into university and had then set about several of the books on the syllabus that insulted her feminist principles.

‘What happened to what?’ said Eric.

‘Hitler’s missing gonad,’ replied Ian. ‘What happened to it?’

Eric sighed. ‘What am I—the burning bush? How the hell should I know? Maybe it had something else to do.’

Ian looked back up at all the Bob Hawkes. ‘It’s just that you seem to know more about Hitler’s happy sack than… well, anybody else with a life. “Our next contestant is Eric Underwood. And his chosen topic is Fascist Dictators’ Love Spuds”.’

Eric took a swig of Ian’s water. ‘You should know about this stuff. Your old man’s a history professor, after all.’

Ian propped himself up on his elbow. ‘I know. It’s weird isn’t it? We’ve had seventeen years worth of family dinnertime discussions, and yet no one’s ever raised Hitler’s genitals.’

‘He died on his wedding day,’ said Eric. ‘You know that much. Right?’

‘Where’d he spend his honeymoon?’ asked Ian.

‘Well,’ said Eric. ‘In a ditch. Covered in petrol. On fire. With a bullet in his head.’

‘Gold Coast booked out?’

‘Yeah. Schoolies week.’

‘So,’ said Ian. ‘He didn’t even get … you know’d?’

‘What,’ replied Eric. ‘Dead. In a ditch. Covered in petrol. On fire. With a bullet in his head. I’d say that was pretty well “you know’d”, wouldn’t you?’

‘Okay,’ said Ian. ‘That’s him up there, then.’

‘That’s the sun,’ said Eric.

‘Exactly,’ agreed Ian. ‘It’s on fire.’ He decided to change the subject. ‘What’s the mag?’

‘One of my old man’s ancient New Blokes,’ said Eric. ‘Found it in his shed under a stack of Better Homes and Gardens. Pathetic. Right?’

‘Anything interesting?’

Eric tossed the mag over. ‘Page seventy-two.’

Ian flicked through it. His eyes lit up like catherine wheels. ‘Should she be doing that on a motorbike?’

‘She’s wearing a helmet.’

Ian tilted his head to one side. ‘Yeah. But that’s all.’

‘What did you bring?’ Eric finally managed to force the mag out of Ian’s vice-like grip.

‘One of my mum’s old Cleos.’

‘Sealed section?’ asked Eric.

‘Yeah.’

‘Any good?’

‘No,’ sighed Ian. ‘It’s the answers to some questionnaire. One of those ones where you find out something really disturbing about your own species.’

‘Such as?’ said Eric.

‘Well,’ replied Ian. ‘Like twelve per cent of men don’t put away all the dishes when they wash up. Twenty-one per cent haven’t got a clue where the iron is. And the remaining sixty-seven per cent have had a romantic encounter with a goat.’

Eric stuffed his mag into his backpack. ‘Do you know the worst thing about being a teenager?’

‘Getting busted by your olds watching Hi-5 in bed.’

‘After that, then,’ said Eric.

‘I give up.’

‘When you’re younger, say about ten or eleven, you look good. You’re in proportion. And although you know about girls, you wouldn’t really know what to do with one if, er …’

‘One came up to you on a motorbike wearing nothing but a helmet?’ suggested Ian.

‘Exactly,’ continued Eric. ‘But then when you’re in your teens you get it. You understand. You’re there. You’re ready.’

‘Bring on the girl and the motorbike,’ said Ian.

‘Bring her on,’ agreed Eric. ‘But she’s not coming. Know why?’

‘No. Why?’

‘Because just when you need to look your best, just when you get it, Mother Nature says, “Suffer, phlegmwad. I’m going to make you look the worst you will ever look in your whole life”, and all of a sudden you’ve got telescopic limbs, a face that’s so full of zits it reads like a horror novel in braille, and a voice that makes you sound like a cross between one of those chicks in “The Saddle Club” and Russell Crowe.’

‘You watch “The Saddle Club”?’

‘Only when “Daria’s” not on.’

‘What’s your point?’ said Ian.

‘Mother Nature’s a cow.’

Ian sat up. They’d have to start heading back soon. It’d take at least a couple of hours to get home because he was just sooooooooo bothered. ‘So what happened to Mrs Phossil?’ Ian knew very well what had happened. He just wanted to hear it from Eric.

‘Nothing!’ snapped Eric.

‘Nothing?’ said Ian. ‘She went berko in the PE staff room with a baseball bat.’

‘That’s bollocks,’ said Eric. ‘She’s gone on stress leave.’

‘Because you handed in an essay written entirely in French,’ continued Ian.

‘It wasn’t just in French.’

‘What else then?’

Eric cast Ian a look that was so sheepish you could have crocheted it into a jumper. ‘Russian.’

‘Do you mean you speak Russian?’

‘No!’ snapped Eric. ‘There’s an old bloke over the back fence who does. I mowed his lawn and he helped me with the translation.’

‘Why?’

Eric scratched his head. ‘Seemed like a fair trade …’

‘No,’ said Ian. ‘I mean why hand in an essay that was written in Russian?’

‘And French.’

‘So why?’

‘I don’t know,’ conceded Eric. ‘Seemed like a good idea at the time.’

‘You were just trying to impress Veronica, weren’t you?’

‘I think she’s going to chuck me,’ admitted Eric. ‘I’ve been avoiding her for weeks.’

‘Why?’

‘So she can’t chuck me.’

‘That’s sooooooo “Seinfeld”,’ said Ian.

Eric looked out to the horizon. ‘We’d better get going, I suppose. I’ve got to go to the sand dunes tomorrow to help my stupid brother’s soccer team become Brazilian.’

‘I get it,’ said Ian. ‘This is one of those things you wouldn’t normally do. Right?’

‘No,’ said Eric, picking up his bike. ‘My old man asked me to.’

‘Your old man asked you to help him turn a bunch of Aussie kids into Brazilians and you said yes?’

‘Yeah.’

‘Your family’s a bit weird. You know that, don’t you?’ Ian threw on his backpack and picked up his bike as the blazing Adolf Hitler was slowly setting behind the build-up of Bob Hawkes.
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