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The Fantastic Fuji

On the 5th floor of an outdated apartment building in Bin City, there was an apple-boy up way past his bedtime (after midnight to be exact). He was a hyper little seven-year-old named Jake. He hopped from one foot to the other, each to its own couch cushion as he excitedly waved around a small wooden sword. Jake was pretending to battle the nefarious critters of Crittopia alongside his hero, The Fantastic Fuji. 

The battle flashed on the television screen as Jake, dressed in his Fantastic Fuji pajamas, donned a red cape made out of his teenage brother Macintosh's high school sweatshirt.

While his brother battled antennaed villains, Macintosh sat in his own bedroom, typing away on his computer among a pile of unfinished homework, candy wrappers and empty pop cans. He was messaging his drama mate turned girlfriend. At sixteen, the boys' parents entrusted Macintosh to babysit Jake as they went out on a quiet date in the city. Unaware of how little supervision their youngest apple would receive.

Likely powered by his second wind of energy as a result of being up late into the night, Jake fearlessly leaped into the air right off of the faded blue couch, only to plummet to the living room floor. The sound of a crash soon proceeded.

Frightened, Macintosh shot up out of his computer chair and darted to the living room where he found his brother safely seated on the plush living room rug. After observing his little brother transition from sitting on his bottom to kneeling in front of the old couch, Macintosh concluded that the loud sound hadn’t come from the little apple. There was an expression of confusion on Jake’s face as he stared past his older brother to the closed apartment window. It was from there that both brothers heard another crash. The noise was soon followed by the sound of car alarms.

Curious, the Honeycrisp brothers hurried towards the window, covertly peeking out on the city to see what was happening down on the streets. To both of their surprise, they couldn't see much of anything as it looked to be that the crashing sounds were caused by someone putting out the streetlights. Their block had grown dark.

All the boys could see were the shadowed figures of mysterious characters, dimly illuminated by the few apartment windows that still had their lights on. Jake and Macintosh's window was not one of them.

Unsatisfied with his view over the windowsill, Jake decided to get a better look at who was roaming the streets at this hour. He fell back on his heels after standing on tiptoe, to go turn on the living room light. Macintosh watched to see what his brother was up to. When he realized what Jake was aiming for, Macintosh panicked and slid across the room. He swiped his brother’s hand away from the yellowing light switch plate just before he had the chance to flip on the light.

"Hey!" Jake shouted angrily. The volume of his voice caused his brother to fear that the characters down below would hear them. Macintosh knelt down on one knee and quickly clasped one hand over Jake's mouth while holding a finger before his own lips with the other hand.

"Shhh," Macintosh hushed him. Jake’s face screwed up in disgust by the feeling of his brother’s gross sweaty hand on his mouth. Angry and grossed out, Jake felt the impulsive urge to get revenge on his brother. Without thinking, he stuck out his tongue and licked his brother's hand, causing Macintosh to snatch it back in disgust.

"Yuck!" Macintosh shouted, shaking the spit from his hand. Pleased with himself, Jake teasingly stuck out his tongue again before running back to the window. Angry, Macintosh started after him but stopped in his tracks when he heard the ding of his desktop alert him of a new message. Wondering if it was from his girlfriend, he soon forgot about Jake and headed back to his room. On his way there, he heard another ding, then another and then another. His wonder quickly turned into worry, prompting him to take off down the hall to his room where five unopened messages from his girl Gala awaited.

Beginning with the oldest message, Macintosh clicked through them to read:

Gal0v3ly: O my glob! when I listened to the mixtape, i cried. i luv you mac!

Gal0v3ly: ugh. it sounds like someone is breaking into people cars. i hate it here.

Gal0v3ly: MAC ITS A RAID ROACHES ARE RAIDING THE CITY

Gal0v3ly: MAC GET OUT OF THE CITY HEAD TO THE JUNGLE ILL MEET YOU THERE

Gal0v3ly: I LUV U

Macintosh's heart began to pound so loud that he could hear the drumming in his ears. There had been talk on the news of how there seemed to be sightings of this underground gang of four armed gangsters for weeks, but no one ever really thought much of it in the mostly peaceful and bustling city of Bin City. With the commotion and the warning messages from Gala, adrenaline pulsated through his veins as panic grew. Because of it, he couldn't think clearly. With quivering hands, he clumsily tried to type a response when all of a sudden, the power went out.

"Hey!" Jake shouted from the living room, annoyed that his show had gotten shut off. Frightened, Macintosh fumbled around his desk as he searched in the dark for a flashlight. Suddenly, there was another crash, but this time, it seemed to come from outside their apartment door.
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Jungle Jake

Jake, at 12 years old, sat up in his bed in the tree house and rubbed sleep from his eyes. He was awakened by the sound of a crash that came from the main house where his best friend Perry and his family slept. Jake's eyes drifted to the green plastic alarm clock that rested beside his bed. 

02:55am.

"Gee, who's up this late?" Jake thought to himself as he flipped his Fantastic Fuji branded pillow over. He was drifting back to sleep when another loud noise boomed from the orange paneled house. The noise was followed by the barks of Marshy. As soon as the barks of Perry's Marshmallow pup floated up from the house, a chorus of mews, yips, and barks resounded throughout the village.  

Filled with a sense of alarm, adrenaline flooded Jake's body, shocking him awake. He was fully alert as he shot out of bed, knocking his matching cotton sheets onto the wood slabbed floor. He quickly slid Macintosh's old wooden sword out from under his pillow before taking hold of the frayed rope that dangled down through the tree house and darted across the yard to the back door that led straight into the kitchen.

There he was met with the barks and shouts of Marshy, and Perry's Dad Mr. Bartlett. He was shaking a broom at what looked to be a large ant woman dressed in red and gold armor. She had three black dots on her forehead above large slanted almond shaped eyes. The soldier glared threateningly at Perry's Dad, fearful of being smacked with the broom.

"Hey, get out of here!" Jake shouted at the soldier. Perry's father turned to look at Jake, but before he could say anything, the ant woman shot across the kitchen, scooped up Marshy in her arms and shot out of the kitchen at a speed that Jake had never seen before.

"Noooooo!" Perry screamed from the hall, where he had watched the giant woman steal away with his best four-legged Sugar pal. Both Jake and Perry's father raced down the opposite hall to the living room just in time to see the soldier dash out the front door with Marshy under her arm.

Perry dropped to his knees in despair and sobbed into his hands. His father tossed the broom aside and knelt beside his son and held Perry’s head to his chest. Angry for his friend, Jake shot after the soldier. What greeted him outside stopped him in his tracks. The village was full of ants! They each carried the villagers Sugar Pals in their arms. Some villagers chased after the ants, and others tried to wrestle their pets from the Pal-nappers clutches. The quiet and peaceful village of Saladorda had become noisy and chaotic as a tussle in the village streets took place. 

"Jake!" Someone shouted. It was Cam, the Mayor's daughter and she was pointing past him. Turning to see what she was pointing at, he saw the ant woman carrying Marshy. Determined to rescue the squishy little marshmallow, Jake took off after his pal-napper, leaped into the air, and knocked the woman to the ground. He could feel the cold metal of her breastplate beneath him as he tried to wrestle Marshy from her clutches. But he was no match for the ant woman. Her strength was like no other. She stood up, with him still clinging to her back, but she shook him loose before taking off again.

Jake and all of the other villagers fought as hard as they could, but the battle was over soon after it began. The ants had strength beyond what they could ever imagine was possible. All the villagers could do was despondently watch the army of ants carry off their beloved Sugar Pals.

Once the ants were gone, the weary villagers found themselves gathered in the middle of a quiet and gloomy village, standing among all that remained of the tussle— messy homes and empty hearts.

"What now, Mayor!?" The forlorn villagers asked. Mayor Albion, the strawberry man  and native to Saladorda, stood in mud patched pajamas. The stains were a slurry of summer dust and evening dew, whipped up by his own tussle with an ant soldier in his attempt to rescue nurse Granny Smith's chocolate chip chicken.

"I-I-I don't know!" The mayor stuttered in defeat. In all his twenty years as Mayor, he had never experienced such an event as the one that just took place. He stood amongst the expectant villagers, staring down at his dirty hands with shame and quietly mumbled to himself. The villagers looked on with discouragement, believing that their usually capable Mayor had gone mad.

"We get them back!" Cam shouted confidently, as she walked over to her father. Her response was a night and day contrast to her father's bewildered mutters. A grumpy old fruit crossed his arms and leered at the white freckled face strawberry girl. He was feeling skeptical after witnessing the unexpected raid from the red soldiers.

"And how are we going to do that, Cam? They went through the jungle. We don't know that way,” Mr. Atemoya remarked sarcastically. The villagers nodded in agreement.

"And some of us are just far too old," sighed Granny Smith. Her brows were creased with grief as she held tightly to her chest, the red and white polka dotted scarf that once was loosely tied around her old Sugar pal, Cookie's neck.

"We have Jake! He's from the jungle. He'll get our pals back!" After hearing Cam's words, Jake's head swiveled from side to side in a flurry. He took in the large crowd of villagers that stood agog as they stared at him. Cam wasn't wrong. After he lost his brother Macintosh, Jake wound up spending a few years surviving the dangerous terrains of the jungle before Perry found him 2 years ago with a bite out of his face (that's a story for another day).
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Jungle Jake

“Uuuh,” Jake began to break out into a sweat as he struggled to find the words to say to the hopeful crowd. Unsure of what to do, he looked around for Perry but only found the desperate eyes of the mayor’s daughter. Cam clasped her hands together and shook them as she pleaded with him.

“Please, Jake. You’re the only one who knows the way through the jungle,” the Mayor's overzealous daughter implored. Something about her words stirred something in him, but he couldn’t put his finger on it. He knew she was right. He was the only one who knew the jungle like he did. A realization that caused a smile to cross his face. It was in that moment that he understood what that peculiar feeling was. It was pride. Jake stood up straight and placed each hand on his hips.

”Don’t worry, guys, I’ll get your pals back!” He declared with a toothy grin. 

“Hooray!” The crowd cheered. They rushed forward with glee like an avalanche of snow at the start of spring. Some of the villagers lifted Jake up off of the ground, tossing him up and down as they chanted.

”Jungle Jake, Jungle Jake!” Jake bounced up and down beneath their dirt-crusted palms. He felt more like a red ball than an apple. After the initial shock of being lifted off his feet wore off, Jake started to feel joy and excitement. That is until all of the
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