STickIjoX

Chapter One. Dirty Jack.
‘There’s only one pair of dirty underpants in here Jack!’ exclaimed Jack’s mum as she unloaded his bag after the school camp. ‘Didn’t you have a shower?’

‘Well, I did on the first day but then I didn’t have time,’ replied Jack.

‘Didn’t have time, my foot!’ said his mum, with her hands on her hips. ‘You get in that shower straight away you dirty monkey and hand me those clothes. I’ll bet they’re so filthy they stand up on their own.’

Jack went into the bathroom and started to get undressed. 

Why do mums always stress out about staying clean? he wondered.

Jack had a problem. His underpants had been on for four days and didn’t seem to want to come off. He reckoned his mum wouldn’t understand so he turned on the shower for a few minutes, without getting in, and then put clean clothes on over his dirty underpants. He ran wet fingers through his hair. 

Jack opened the door and handed his dirty clothes to his mum. 

‘Where are the underpants?’ she asked pointedly.

Jack turned pink. ‘I’ve still got them on.’

‘You didn’t have a shower at all!’ she cried. ‘Get back in there and do it properly!’

‘But Mum, I can’t.’

‘And why not?’

‘I can’t get my jocks off; they’re stuck.’

‘Nonsense,’ replied his mum. ‘I’ll help you.’

Jack’s mum grabbed at his underpants and pulled and pulled. But the jocks wouldn’t move.

‘Get off, you’re ripping my skin off,’ yelled Jack.

Chapter Two. Mum Loses it.
‘We’d better soak them off,’ said Jack’s mum.

So Jack lay in a warm bath while his toes and fingers went all wrinkly.

When the water cooled down, he stood up and pulled at his underpants again but they still wouldn’t budge.

‘We’d better try something stronger,’ said his mum.

Into the bath went half a bottle of shampoo, some soap, some dishwashing detergent and a big glop of olive oil.

Jack got wrinklier and colder. He was slimy and soapy at the same time. He smelt of lemons and flowers. Those underpants still wouldn’t budge.

Jack’s mum looked puzzled. She frowned and shook her head.

‘Let’s try some sandpaper,’ she said and marched off to the garage. ‘This takes off most things,’ she said, ripping off a big strip of the scratchy paper.

‘I’ll do it Mum,’ said Jack but try as he might the underpants wouldn’t budge.

Back to the garage again. This time his mum returned with a hammer and chisel. ‘Mum, you are not going to chip off my pants. You’ll miss and hit my knee!’

‘I know!’ said his mum, running off to the garage for the third time.

She came back with something that looked a lot like her hairdryer. ‘The heat gun managed to get all that old paint off the window frames,’ she explained. She turned it on and moved towards Jack. Jack could feel the heat coming from the gun. There was a strange look in his mum’s eyes. Jack knew she had lost it.

‘Get a grip Mum!’ he screamed, rushing for his bedroom and slamming the door.

Chapter Three. Mum is stumped
‘You’re right, I don’t know what came over me,’ said his mum, ‘You can come out now.’ He heard her sit down on the floor with a thump. Jack opened the door a tiny crack. 

‘Unplug the heat gun and slide it along the floor to me,’ he replied.

Jack’s mum slid the gun along the floor and held her hands up in the air. ‘See, it’s safe.’

Jack hid the heat gun at the bottom of his wardrobe, just in case, then opened the door.

‘It’s not that bad Mum, I don’t need clean underpants all the time, just chill.’

‘Oh yes Jack? And what happens when you need to go?’

‘Go where?’

‘You know where!’ replied his mum with that look that mums get when they think they know everything.

‘Oh, right,’ he said as it suddenly clicked. His stomach started to hurt. ‘We’d better think of something fast.’

‘I’ll take you to the doctor, I’m sure he’ll be able to work something out.’

Chapter Six. Not the Neighbours!

As they were getting into the car, Clem and Ruth, the old couple from next door popped their heads over the fence.

‘Hi Jack, how was your camp?’ asked Ruth.

‘Fine,’ said Jack, hoping they wouldn’t ask any more. 

‘Well he might have had a good time but he didn’t shower for four days, or change his underpants and now they’re stuck on! We’ve tried everything we can think of so I’m taking him to the doctor.’

Jack went bright red. How embarrassing to have his neighbours and his mum discussing the state of his underpants!

‘Oh dear,’ said Clem. ‘I remember that happened to a young man in my army regiment about forty years ago. Terrible tragedy. Couldn’t get his pants off for weeks, and the smell! The sergeant put him in a little tent by himself way down the back behind the latrines.’

‘At least I’d get out of school’ thought Jack.

‘Good luck, Jack,’ shouted Clem, as Jack and his mum reversed out of the driveway. ‘And if you need them, I’ve got some old army gas masks in the garage. Be prepared I always say.”

‘Just drive Mum,’ Jack said between gritted teeth. 

Chapter Seven. ‘It’s stickijox!’

Doctor Davis peered over the top of his glasses at Jack. ‘We’d better take a look then,’ he said, ‘Just hop up on the table for me.’

Doctor Davis stuck something in Jack’s ear to take his temperature. He looked in both of his eyes. He listened to his chest. Finally he examined the underpants and said in his serious voice, ‘Yes, perfectly correct. The worst case of ‘stickijox’ I’ve ever seen. I’m afraid there’s not much we can do here. You’ll need to take him down to the casualty department at the hospital. I’ll write you a letter to explain the problem and I’ll telephone to let them know you are on your way. ‘

Chapter Eight. An Embarrassing Wait
At the hospital, the nurse behind the desk peered over at Jack. ‘Ah yes, the ‘stickijox’ boy, take a seat,’ she smirked.

In the waiting room Jack was sure he saw quite a few people look up and nudge the person next to them. Jack didn’t look at anyone and pretended he thought the posters on the wall were very interesting.

It was a terribly long wait for the doctor. Jack’s mum rang his father at work on the mobile phone. ‘It’s me, we’re in casualty. Your son has a case of ‘stickijox’, we could be here a while.’

‘STICKIJOX,’ she repeated loudly, ‘S…T…I…C…K…I…J…O…X,’ she spelt out. ‘Because he didn’t change his underwear on camp. His underpants are stuck on! I’ve tried everything I could think of. We’re waiting to see a doctor now.’

Jack wondered why people with mobile phones needed to talk so loudly when a room was quiet. 

A little girl stood in front of Jack, staring at him unblinkingly. He stared back.

‘Mummy, that boy is stuck in his underpants,’ she announced to the room, pointing straight at Jack. Jack turned from a mild shade of pink to a deep shade of red.

The girl’s mum pulled her away, ‘It’s rude to point,’ she whispered so loudly that everyone could hear.

‘But Mum, everyone knows you should change your undies,’ 

The man sitting next to his mum held the newspaper up in front of his face. Jack could see the newspaper wobbling quite violently. ‘I’ll be scarred for life,’ Jack thought, ‘I’ll never, ever be able to go out in public again.’

Chapter Nine: ‘Just a little sting….’
‘I’m afraid we’ll have to operate,’ announced the doctor. ‘It’s quite simple, a lot more common than you’d think. We can probably do it straight away.’

…
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