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Mario “Jumpman” Mario was proud of the fact that he was always in 

demand.  

For as long as the portly plumber could remember, people from all 

over the world had looked to him to solve their problems. One look at 

his trademark moustache, his blue dungarees and red shirt with its 

matching ‘M’-emblazoned cap and people knew that everything was going 

to be OK.  

Mario was here and Mario was awesome. Mario could fix anything. 

It was a reputation that Mario had spent a lifetime forging for 

himself. He had earned that reputation. Sweat blood for it. It was a 

reputation he could live by.  

If only the same could be said for his brother... 

Mario stood in his office as he had for the past hour, hands 

clasped behind his back as he stared up at the wall behind his desk. A 

clock ticked loudly on the wall beside him. He ignored it. 

In front of him, the wall was a giant mosaic of framed 

certificates and awards that Mario had collected over the years. There 

were certificates there for everything from acts of heroism to 

sporting achievements; genuine qualifications declaring him a doctor, 

a carpenter, a demolition expert and a plumber; cut-outs from 

magazines that declared him more recognisable than Mickey Mouse; and 

signed photographs from all the people he had saved over the years.  



Above them all, the charter of the Mushroom Kingdom hung proudly 

from the wall, officially announcing that - following Mario’s glorious 

rescue of Princess Toadstool from the nefarious clutches of King 

Bowser Koopa - the Mushroom Kingdom’s armies were henceforth entirely 

disbanded, leaving Mario (and his brother Luigi pending availability) 

the sole defenders of the land. 

It was a charter that Mario took extremely seriously. It seemed 

as though Mario took almost everything seriously these days. 

Luigi sat in front of Mario’s desk as he had for the last ten 

minutes, his green ‘L’-emblazoned cap clasped in his hands as he 

peered nervously up at Mario’s back and wondered when the shouting was 

going to begin. Mario had sounded pretty angry with him when he called 

him into his office a short time ago and Luigi felt he had a pretty 

good idea why. 

“I-I’m sorry, bro,” he stammered at Mario’s back. “I know I 

should have told you about this sooner. I-I know I... well, I never 

meant it to happen really but it’s just that you were gone and...”  

Mario turned around; one look at his brother’s eyes and all of 

Luigi’s excuses died in his throat.  

“Last-a month, I went-a missing,” Mario said. As always, he 

brother spoke in that weird pseudo-Italian accent he had been 

practicing for months in front of the bathroom mirror. Just like every 

aspect of Mario’s appearance these days, it was a carefully crafted 

thing, designed to be instantly recognisable all over the world and as 

much a part of him now as his red cap and jumping ability. 



Luigi nodded glumly. Yes, his brother had gone missing a month 

ago - captured by Bowser. That was when it had all started... 

“I was-a captured by-a Bowser and-a held for a month-a! A month-

a, Luigi, can you-a believe it?” 

Luigi slid lower in his chair. He stared sullenly at the wall 

behind Mario’s back as though it were suddenly the most interesting 

thing in the whole world and tried not to think about what he had been 

doing for most of that month. 

“Remind-a me where you were while I was-a gone?” Mario pressed. 

Oh great spaghetti monster! Luigi buried his head in his hands. 

“Mario, I’m sorry!” he wailed. “I never meant to...” 

“That’s-a right! You were-a no where! Taking-a the piss!”  

“The Princess came to me and said you were missing. She was 

crying and I...” 

“You-a went on holiday!” Mario finished as he wrenched open the 

top drawer of his desk and dumped its contents in front of Luigi. A 

cheap holiday camera and a stack of photographs: Luigi recognised both 

at once.  

They were his.  

“I...” Luigi frowned up at his brother. The great spaghetti 

monster alone knew that Luigi wasn’t the handiest wrench in the box at 

the best of times, but he had the distinct impression that he and his 

brother weren’t exactly talking about the same thing all of a sudden. 

“I, uh I don’t understand.” 



“Of course-a you don’t! You know-a, when I first-a found out you 

had-a taken a camera with you on your-a quest to rescue-a me, I was-a 

impressed. It seemed like a good-a way to do-a reconnaissance and-a 

the like. But imagine my-a surprise when I got the pictures back from-

a the developer and found-a this instead. 

“New York!” he spat, jabbing an accusatory finger down at a 

picture of Luigi standing in front of the Statue of Liberty. He leaned 

across it, his eyes burrowing into Luigi’s.  

“New York!” he repeated and Luigi flinched as his brother picked 

up the picture and sent it hurtling across the desk towards him. 

“Tokyo! London! Cairo!” he shouted as other pictures followed, pin-

wheeling through the air in Luigi’s direction. “Did-a you honestly 

think I would-a be in-a Egypt? Did you-a forget the way to Bowser’s 

lair or-a something?” 

“Yes! Well, of course no but... I-it was just a brief diversion!” 

Luigi defended. “You were gone so suddenly, I didn’t know what to do! 

And I had all this money saved so I thought - well, really it was the 

Princess’s idea - we though why not visit a few places around the 

world on the way?” 

“Hmmm, let me-a think. May-a-be because your-a brother was in-a 

captivity!” Mario exploded, waving his hands above his head as though 

he were conducting some huge invisible orchestra that only he could 

see. 

“But we had to do it, you see, because it turned out that the 

koopas had stolen all these famous landmarks!” Luigi explained. He had 



no idea why Mario was making such a big deal out of this as from where 

he was standing, it was like trying to complain about the colour of 

wallpaper while the room itself was on fire.  

“I had to run around the world trying to find all these different 

things they’d stolen and put them back in the right place. But first, 

of course, I had to work out where in the world I actually was, so I 

asked all the locals if they could tell me. But they just gave me a 

bunch of cryptic clues that weren’t much use on their own, but, 

luckily, when I added them all together I was able to figure out where 

I was and then summon Yoshi to my location...” 

“Yoshi?” Mario repeated, deadpan. 

“Yes.” 

“The dinosaur?” 

“Yes.” 

“Running around-a New York city?” 

“That’s right! And with his help I was then able to move on to 

the next part of the world!” 

Mario face palmed. “I could-a kill you right now, Luigi. 

Honestly! Do you know what I-a went through while I was in-a that 

jail? Bowser kept-a mocking me. ‘Oh Mario, your brother is-a never 

coming to get-a you!’ The food was-a terrible! The cell was-a nothing 

more than stone and-a steel bars! But I-a kept my faith, little 

brother. I-a said to myself ‘My brother Luigi will come-a get me!’” 

“And I did!” Luigi countered but Mario wasn’t through with 

talking. 



He pointed at the Mushroom Kingdom charter hanging proudly on the 

wall behind him. “Do you-a know what I-a went through to rescue the 

Princess that first time? Eight-a worlds – each harder than-a the 

last! Impossible-a jumps. Enemies. Powerups. Bottomless-a pits and 

castles filled with-a lava. That was an achiev-a-ment! This!” The 

remainder of the photographs joined the others on the floor around 

Luigi’s feet. “This is a holiday!” 

“But it was educational!” Luigi protested. 

Mario threw his hands up in exasperation. “It’s like-a talking to 

a child. Do you-a know what I-a did yesterday? A five-hour shift down 

at-a the hospital! I had-a to line up all-a these coloured pills in 

the correct order to kill-a the germs. Did you-a help?” 

“No,” Luigi admitted. “I’m not a doctor.” 

Mario ignored him. “After-a this, it was straight down to the 

golf-a course for a quick 12 holes before seeing the lawyers about-a 

this whole PETA fiasco.” Luigi nodded knowingly. Apparently some 

animal rights campaigners weren’t taking too kindly to the way Mario 

had been treating animals lately, but as he kept pointing out to his 

attorney, it wasn’t his fault that the secret to short-term flight was 

to attach a dead raccoon to your backside.  

“After that, I-a umpired a boxing match – Little Mac vs. Mr-a 

Dream. It was-a the match of the century!” 

“I helped you with the plumbing!” Luigi pointed out, trying 

desperately to salvage some tiny shred of credibility in his brother’s 



eyes before it all went up in flames. “When all those crabs and 

turtles were infesting the sewers. We cleaned those out together!” 

Mario ignored that too. “Finally – after all-a that – I went to-a 

bed only to-a find I couldn’t even rest in-a my own sleep! My-a dream 

was invaded by this evil monster who was allergic to-a vegetables, and 

a transgender purple dinosaur with a bow on his head!” 

“I looked after the Princess,” Luigi mumbled. He knew it didn’t 

sound like much to his brother, but it was important to him. “I helped 

her out. Made her happy.” 

Mario scowled at his brother. “Are you even-a listening to me, 

Luigi? You are-a not an entertainer! You are-a Mario! Mama Mia - 

sometimes I-a wonder if you really are-a my brother!” 

Luigi stared at his brother, thunderstruck. The words hung in the 

air between them like a really smelly fart that no one wants to own up 

to. Mario just looked away, his arms folded, his expression set into 

one that clearly said, “That’s right, you heard me. I stand by what I 

said.” 

Luigi tried to say something, but the power of speech seemed to 

have deserted him and all he could manage was a weak gurgling sound in 

the back of his throat.  

Somehow he managed to turn that gurgling into words. “We’re the 

Mario Brothers...” 

“Are we?” said Mario coldly. “Sometimes I wonder if we really did 

come from the same stork.” 



Luigi had no idea what to say. Fortunately, he was saved from 

having to think of an answer by the sudden arrival of Princess Peach. 

The Mushroom Kingdom’s de facto ruler poked her head around the door 

to Mario’s office, saw the two of them sitting there and then quickly 

disappeared again. A moment later, there was a polite knock on the 

door. 

Mario sighed. “Come in, Princess.”  

The Princess opened the door and stepped inside. “See, I 

remembered this time!” she said, clearly delighted with herself. 

“So you-a did,” Mario said.  

Mario hated it when people barged into his office without 

knocking first. He must have told the Princess about it a thousand 

times by now but unfortunately for him, the Princess had never quite 

managed to grasp the concept. After all, when you own an entire 

kingdom and everyone you meet is one of your subjects, the idea of 

personal property kind of becomes a moot point. 

Still, she was definitely looking pretty today, Luigi noted as 

she glided sedately over to the desk and smiled down at them both. He 

would even go as far as saying she looked radiant. All pink dress and 

golden hair, and a face so innocent it was like looking at a puppy. 

Her golden crown balanced precariously on top of her head but somehow 

it didn’t so much as wobble as she turned her head to look at them 

both and asked if she was interrupting. 

“It’s-a OK, Princess,” said Mario, his voice dripping with 

sarcasm. “Luigi and I were-a just finishing.” 



“Oh, good!” said Princess Peach, though she looked a little 

confused by his tone. Just like with the whole personal space thing, 

the concept of needing to make an appointment was one she had never 

quite managed to master. 

“So anyway, I just wanted to make this brief,” she said and then 

cleared her throat importantly. “Mario, I just wanted to officially 

welcome you back to the Mushroom Kingdom after your time away!” She 

announced. Her voice was so musical she practically sang the words. 

“As a token of celebration, the Toads and I have a big surprise in 

store for you!” 

Luigi wouldn’t have noticed if he hadn’t been listening out for 

it, but he couldn’t help but hear a soft moan of dread escape from his 

brother’s lips in that moment. “It’s not a cake is it?” he said, 

smiling through his fear. 

“It is cake!” the Princess announced happily.  

“Oh good,” said Mario, one hand going unconsciously to his 

waistline which Luigi saw had grown a lot lately. “But really, I-a 

couldn’t.” 

“Sure you can!” said Luigi vindictively. “You deserve it what 

with all the awards and whatnot. You do have the word ‘super’ in front 

of your name for a reason, after all.” 

“It’s in the great hall right now!” piped Toad, the Mushroom 

Kingdom’s tiny retainer, whom Luigi hadn’t noticed until that moment 

as he’d been hiding behind the Princess’s dress. He stood behind the 



princess, gyrating excitedly, his oversized polka dot head wobbling 

like a plate of blancmange permanently on the point of collapse.  

“It’s all chocolate and cream in seven layers and icing and 

candles and a little version of you on the top made out of marzipan, 

come see!” squeaked Toad. “Hurry, it’s getting stale!” 

“Hush Toad,” said the Princess. She pressed a hand on top of his 

head to try and calm him but it was like trying to calm a washing 

machine in full spin-cycle. “Why don’t you run along with Mario and 

I’ll be with you shortly. You can light the candles for him if you 

like.” 

“Yay!” shouted toad who liked nothing more in life than setting 

fire to things. Sometimes he also liked to watch the things burn after 

he’d set fire to them, but more often than not he got bored halfway 

through. 

Toad grabbed Mario by the hand and dragged him out of his own 

office, Mario’s words of protest lost in the wake of his cheering. 

The Princess waited until she was certain she and Luigi were 

completely alone, then she knelt calmly before him and picked up one 

of the fallen photographs from the floor.  

“I took this one of you, didn’t I?” she said, pointing to the 

picture of Luigi standing in front of the Statue of Liberty. “Right 

after we went to that Sushi restaurant.” 

“Right before we kissed,” Luigi replied. He continued to stare at 

the floor as the Princess gathered up the rest of the photographs and 



put them neatly back on the desk. “You didn’t tell him, did you?” 

Luigi said. “You told me you would.” 

The Princess blushed. If there was one thing she hated more than 

being forced to listen to other people’s silly concepts of property 

and time, it was being told that she should have done something she 

hadn’t. 

“He’s your brother,” she countered. 

“He’s your boyfriend.” 

“I just haven’t been able to find the right time,” she said. 

“Mario’s always so busy.” 

“Of course he is!” Luigi said. “And that’s the problem, isn’t it! 

He’s never around for you! He’s always off doing something or fixing 

something. The only time he even remembers you exist is when he’s 

rescuing you from danger! Don’t you remember? That’s why you came to 

me that day when we found out he was missing. That’s why you were 

crying that night - begging me to help!” 

“Stop it,” she said in a quiet voice.  

“You were lonely. Sad! You know I can rescue you from that! 

Surely, that’s the kind of hero you need.” 

“Mario’s back now,” the Princess replied. “I’m sorry Luigi but I 

made my choice long ago and I’m not the sort of girl to change it.” 

She held up a hand to stop Luigi from interrupting her and admitted, 

“Yes, our holiday together was... fun. The weeks travelling around the 

world with you... I won’t deny, I felt happier than I have in years. 

But - well - he’s Mario. And you’re... Luigi. I’m sorry.” 



A single kiss on the nose and Princess Peach was gone, leaving 

just as quietly and unannounced as she had arrived. Luigi stared down 

at the photographs clasped in his hands. 

A single tear rolled down his nose. 

Suddenly the phone rang, Luigi snatched it up. “It’s-a me, 

Mario!” he said, putting on his best impression of his brother. 

“What’s-a that? You want-a me to go-a Karting with you? And play-a 

Tennis? And some-a party games afterwards?” He pulled open Mario’s 

diary as he talked and stared down at the messy scrawl of appointments 

squeezed into each day. Say one thing for Mario, he definitely liked 

to keep himself busy. 

Several dates were circled as important. Princess Peach’s 

birthday, was one. Movie night with Peach, was another.  

Luigi picked up an eraser and scrubbed out his brother’s 

handwriting before marked in the new appointments he’d just made. 

“Karting and-a tennis. Sure, why-a not! This-a weekend? Great-a! See 

you-a there!” 

Luigi hung up, an evil smile already stretching its way across 

his face. He could picture the Princess’s tears now. Could imagine her 

coming to him, sobbing as he held her in his arms and told her that it 

wasn’t her fault, Mario has always been like this. He would have a 

present for her, of course - Luigi would never forget such an 

important date as her birthday. And Mario? Who cares, he’s never even 

around anyway. What he doesn’t know won’t hurt him.  



After all, Luigi reasoned as he closed the diary and sat back, 

his legs crossed before him on the desk, everyone knew that Mario 

“Jumpman” Mario was proud of the fact that he was always in demand.  

Luigi, on the other hand, was a man who had always been content 

with biding his time. 

 


