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lutching Wolfie’s shoulders until

marks appeared in his coarse
fur, Stony Brook University President
Samuel L. Stanley Jr. watched as Steve
Pikiell pulled a U-turn in his DeLorean
and swerved past where they stood.
The air hit their faces at the same time
as Pikiell's receeding laugh, heard
only slightly above the roar of the flux
capacitor.

“Great Scott,” Stanley said. “No, Marty,
not again.”

In the flaming wake of Pikiell's
Delorean, several $100 bills floated to
the ground. Stanley licked his lips, the
green shone brightly against the blue

“We have to go back Marty,” Stanley
continued. “Back, to the future.” His lips
quivered on the final line, his mouth
hung open and his eyes grew wide.

Wolfie looked up into the face of
Stanley. A bead of sweat rolled down
his temple. The voice clogged in the
back of his throat.

Stanley finally let go of Wolfie, walked
and stood over the littered money on
the pavement. He bent over and picked
up a crisp benjamin. He held it up to
the sun.

“If we can, somehow, harness this
energy..” Stanley said, turning back
to Wolfie. “..Channel it, into the flux
capacitor... it just. Might. Work.” He

drew across the entrance to the Traffic
circle. A construction worker just left
his post for the night, saw Stanley and
aks what he was doing.

“Science experiment,” he replied.

“What experiment?”

Stanley waved his hand at him.
“Sciency stuff, we’re number... whatever
in the country. We're a science school.”

The man shrugged. When he was
out of earshot, Stanley whispered to
himself, “science.”

It was hot in the van. The basketball
players looked at each other. Stanley
had come to them personally to
tell them he had found them a new
coach, and that he would take them

IF WE COULD SOMEHOW HARNESS THIS
ENERGY... CHANNEL IT INTO THE FLUX

of his eyes, then he shook his head.
Bringing himself back to reality. Wolfie
was still shaking under his palms.

“Marty,” Stanley turned Wolfie around.
The mascot looked down and saw that
Stanley still hung tightly to his arms.
“We have to go back.”

Stanley looked up, scanning the
horizon. The blue flames from the
DeLorean’s rear wheels were only just
beginning to sputter. “Back to the past,
Marty. Wait, no.” His mind was racing.
There were students who would be
concerned. The Stony Brook Men’s
Basketball team was losing all of it's
star seniors. They had lost their chance
at their Cinderella story in the NCAA
Tournament, but now they were to
lose their coach to Rutgers’ money.
1.6 Gigamillions. That was how much
money it took to take Pikiell into the
future. Stanley knew they had to follow.

CAPACITOR...

took three quick steps towards Wolfie
and held the bill like a knife aimed at
Wolfie’s chest. He took a step back.

“Next Basketball season, we're
sending you back, to the future,” he
yelled. His voice occupied the empty
space of Stony Brook campus during
the weekend. Somewhere far away on
the roof of the Stony Brook Union, a
voice called for him to “Shut your F*****
hole.”

Lightning flicked at the sky like a
whip, and Stanley was busy.

His new Delorean, now made out of
the Stony Brook athletics van, purred
at the starting line. Piled into it were
the new Fall semester 2016 Men’'s
Basketball team. Stanley stood on a
ladder next to Toll Drive, with a line that

to meet him. They whispered amongst
themselves, they thought Stanley
iooked deranged. Wolfie was in the
driver's seat, sweating in his outfit. It
was even hotter, his sleavless puffy coat
and denim jacket were pulled tight
around his girth.

A radio chimed, and Wolfie picked it
up. He listened, then put it back down.

Wolfie put his foot to the gas with his
other still on the breaks. The wheels
spun, the rear of the van smoked as
the tires dug deep into the pavement.
Wolfie was waiting, waiting. Then his
foot stepped off the break.

Back to the future they went,
carrying the basketball team on wings
of lightning.




HASHTAG#

i wn"’*"’ 4 \
A o ﬁ\‘ o
e . 2

#*
%

IN THE OF
MOLD & ROACHES

How a Night in Stony Brook’s Dorms Broke President Stanley’s Resolve

JESSICA VESTUTO

t was 6 a.m. when President Samuel J.

Stanley Jr. awoke to the loud drone of
a jackhammer. He lay on his back, sore
from the stiff mattress, and stared at
the ceiling. The white paint was peeling.
“Where am |,” Stanley asked, lifting his
head to see a tiny room enclosed by
four unfamiliar walls. The air smelled
of mildew. Outside, the jackhammer
continued its loud whine.

Stanley stood, his back aching and
his head throbbing, and went to the
window. The view looked out onto the
construction on Toll Drive. That's when
the tired man realized where he was,
the exuberant words he had spoken
yesterday resurfacing in his mind.

“I will spend the weekend in a Stony
Brook dorm room,” he had said at the
press conference. “Our faculty does
everything we can to truly understand
what our students go through. As
the president of the university, I'm
no exception. I've linked arms with
students recognizing the University
of Missouri protests. I've gotten my
flu vaccination from SHAC. I've taken
a selfie with Hermione.” He let out a
sigh of fond remembrance. ‘The point
is that | always try to be as close to the
students as possible.”

In the spirit of atonement, a handful
of students who had been placed
in overcrowded dorms would stay
at President Stanley’s residence, the
Sunwood Estate, for the weekend.

“Am | worried?” Stanley laughed in
response to a reporter’s inquiry. “People
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seem to forget that | lived in a dorm
once. At Harvard.” He stared obliviously
at the crowd with a smile and raised
eyebrows. ‘I have no doubt that this will
be a great experience for all involved,”
he said with the steadfast enthusiasm
of an infomercial. “l can’t wait to see
what happens.”

But one day later, as he stood in the
narrow confines of the small, colorless
dorm, Stanley’s optimism had waned.
He could not help but feel dethroned as
his kingdom of concrete had been taken
from him. The hum of construction
noise was beginning to eat away at his
sanity. Out of the corner of his eye, he
saw what looked like a roach. He sat on
the edge of the bed and let his head fall
into his hands.

Sam Stanley wanted to go home.

The 8300-square-foot Sunwood
Estateissituated on26acresoverlooking
the Long Island Sound. Inside, the lucky
students chosen for the residence swap
were reenacting their favorite scenes
from The GCreat Gatsby. Meticulously
pressed shirts were tossed in the air, a
cacophony resounded from the piano,
and the bar was in full swing. They
lounged comfortably in the central air
system; no longer did they have to rely
on a breeze of mist from the fountain
in the academic mall for refreshment.
On the lawn they tossed Frisbees and
footballs, their usual backdrop of the
Staller steps replaced with the view
of the Long Island Sound. As the fresh

salty air filled their lungs, for the first
time, it felt good to be a Seawolf.

The students  were, however,
disappointed to learn that the only
food available in the kitchen were egg
whites, chicken, cashews and a variety
of interesting sauces.

Back in the dorm, Stanley was trying
to part his hair, an intricate daily ritual.
Today it was further complicated by the
bathroom mirror being too small for
him to adequately view himself. Earlier
he had looked in the shower, but the
sight of mold growing on the tile was
too disgusting for him to even consider
using it. He picked up his Stony Brook
pin and tried pinning it to his lapel, as he
has done everyday for the past 7 years,
but kept accidentally pricking himself.
He gave up and went to his desk.

He tried using his laptop, but was
unable to connect to WolfieNet. “You
Are Not Connected to the Internet,”
his screen displayed mockingly. Cut
off from the rest of his life, Stanley felt
imprisoned. He had lost the bounce
in this step, the twinkle in his eye. I
need to get out of here,” he thought.
But where could he go? Where would
the scornful eye of those who knew
he failed not follow him? No, he would
tough it out. After all, it was only one
more day.

Just then the jackhammer started
up again. Sam Stanley gathered his
belongings and hurried across campus
to the Hilton Garden Inn Hotel.
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RONNY REYES

t's not funny anymore. It really isn’t.

Donald Trump is going to be our next
president.

John Kasich can only win when it
comes to Ohio and telling women
what they can do.

Ted Cruz isn’'t even an American, but
more on that later.

Sanders is being crushed by Hillary
Clinton, and Hilldog is no match for
Trump. (I mean, she is a woman.)

Nothing can stop that orange-colored
millionaire, not even finding out that
he is in fact only a millionaire.

As an immigrant, | did not come to
America to be led by Trump, so I'll be
using my sneaky border-crossing skills
to jump over the Canadian wall and
find peace among the Mounties up
north in Cruz's birth country. Canada
may be colder than New York, but
global warming will even that out for
me in a few decades. | could get into
hockey; it’s just violent football on ice.

Canadians are also super nice and

welcoming, and | base this off nothing
but sheer ignorance. They’'d probably
forgive me for that and offer me a
donut. And have you seen Prime
Minister Justin Trudeau? | mean, I'm
not gay, but, yeah, I'd fuck that guy.

Although Canada has high suicide
rates among teenagers, it has no effect
on a clinically depressed 21-year-old
such as myself. In case | do want to end
it all, | can always ensure my body ends
up in my beloved New York by jumping
off Niagara Falls.

If Canada is not to your liking, then
you either hate universal health care
or are looking for a warmer place to
find refuge. Assuming it's the latter,
I recommend Cuba, which is also
known as “The Land that Cruz Pretends
to Know Because There’s a Shit-ton of
Latinos Everywhere That Could Vote
for Him If He Mentions He's Cuban.”
Catchy, isn't it?

It's nice and warm in Cuba, where the
doors have been opened to visitors as
the U.S. and Cuba have finally made
amends. The Cuban people have also

. HIENOBEL-EST

OF THEM ALL

decided that America isn't so bad
despite its repeated efforts to destroy
Cuban society, and they’ll welcome
the incoming wads of cash known as
the American people. You may face
some discrimination here and there,
but that's what you get, you foreign
scumbag.

Cuba is rich with history and the soul
of the twentieth century revolution
that stood for equality among all
human beings. But fuck all that
because in about five years they'll get
hip to the program and start opening
up KFCs and Pizza Huts. Who wants
to hear about guerilla tactical warfare
against a powerful regime when you
could chow down on technically-not-
chicken while scrolling through your
DVR for some HBO porn. Cuba’s not
home, but it can be.

But whether you're going up north
or heading down south, you’ll always
be in the shadow of the colossus. We
all know that America isn’t enough for
Trump, so enjoy your new home while
you can. He’s coming.

BRIAN ABREU-TEJADA

he Nobel Peace Prize is one of

the most outstanding awards to
receive. A Nobel recipient is not only
a champion of the people but a person
of exemplary moral stature. This year's
nominees are nothing short of that:
Nadia Murad, an escaped ISIS sex slave
and a spokeswoman against ISIS; Pope
Francis, the leader of the Catholic
Church and Edward Snowden, the
former CIA employee who revealed the
NSA’s unlawful surveillance programs.
All of these candidates are prime
subjects for a Nobel Peace Prize.

There is, however, one that towers over
all -- the Nobel-est, you might say. This
candidate leads the fight against ISIS
harder than Murad, is more dedicated
to the American people than Snowden

and is a more devout Christian than
the Pope. This man is Donald Trump.
Donald Trump is, by far, the obvious
candidate for the Nobel Peace Prize.
The fact that he hasn't received one
yet is actually astounding. With years
of dedication to his company, and
his generous donations to a facet of
politicians, companies and others
worthy of his help, it is a modern
mystery as to why he has not been
duly rewarded. Nonetheless his time is
upon us. Finally, the Nobel Foundation
will recognize Donald Trump: the soon-
to-be 45th President of the United
States of America and Emperor of the
Universe.

His competitors are nothing to
laugh at, But Donald trumps the
competition par for par. Nadia Murad

is a fighter of ISIS and has definitely
had an impact on the terrorist group.
But Trump will bomb the Middle East
off the map, effectively getting rid of
ISIS. That's how politics work. Pope
Francis is the leader of the Catholic
Church and is seen as the most devout
and pious Catholic. But he went
to Mexico. Trump has not gone to
Mexico, so the better Christian lies in
Trump. Edward Snowden released top
secret information to reveal the NSA's
surveillance programs. To some he is a
true American hero; he put the people
before the government. But Trump
is running for president, and that's
cooler. Once again, Trump wins.

At the end of the day, there’s only one
clear choice. Donald “LibertyAmericEa-
gleAllAroundGoodGuy” Trump.
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JON WINKLER

Dear Internet Critics,

You should be ashamed of
yourselves. Here | am just sitting on
my billions of dollars and coming
up with more wholesome cinematic
entertainment like Zoolander 2, Fifty
Shades of Grey, Pixels and the new
Alvin & the Chipmunks movie (don’t
ask which one, I've already lost track)
when | hear that you don’t like my
movies. YouTube channels like such as
Channel Awesome, YourMovieSucks,
Red Letter Media, CinemaSins and |
Hate Everything seem to enjoy ripping
apart the hard work | put into making
movies about farting chipmunks,
flaccid romance movies and remaking
old franchises. Do you know how hard
it is to get Adam Sandler out of his
trailer before his realization that he'sa
fraud ends up killing him? Extremely!
| have to get out my fancy checkbook,
and | don't like
to use it very
often! Normally,
| wouldn’t take
time out of my
busy schedule
of finding old

shows, movies
and young
adult novels

to recycle into
movies for your
entertainment,
but | wanted to
take a moment
to address the
issue of Fair
Use on YouTube
and the trend of
“where’s the fair
use,” or #WTFU.

Now, | didn’t care about this trend
at first, since | don't find anything
relevant unlessit’s on Ellen DeGeneres
or the late show with Jimmy, but so
many studios and producers have
been emailing me about the issue.
For those unaware, movie critics
on YouTube are claiming that their
videos unfairly slamming my great
films are being removed from the
website. They claim that myself and
companies like Viacom are being
unfair to their “criticisms” of films.
These companies supposedly make
false accusations of unfair use of
movie clips for their reviews. Because
of this, they're asking YouTube to
change their policy on Fair Use to give
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reviewers a better chance to defend
their videos and explain how they
aren’t using the clips improperly.

One of the more famous cases has
been with an educational film called
Cool Cat Saves the Kids, written and
directed by Derek Savage. Mr. Savage
has been the unfortunate host to
bullies like YourMovieSucks and | Hate
Everything, who have used clips from
Savage’s inspiring and wonderful
project to make unjustified criticisms
against the movie. Savage has also
been the butt of many jokes about his
brave and triumphant fight against
these critics by filing takedown
orders and personal threats against
these cowardly online critics. They
are asking YouTube, “Where’s the fair
use?” hence the pound sign-thing on
the Twitter.

First off, I'd like to commend Mr.

Savage for the tactics he employed
in defending his film. | have seen Coo/
Cat Saves the Kids and thought it was
an important and essential piece of
educational art. If there’s one thing
that | believe in, it's that all movies
and television about bullying should
be taken as seriously as possible.
Anyone who wants to call this and
other informative products, like the
beloved ABC Family film Cyberbully,
“bad films”, are clearly supporters
of bullying themselves, and should
be disregarded. Some people may
call Savage’s attacks against critics
“cowardly” or “disgraceful,” but those
people just don't understand how
harditistomake family entertainment

with basic moral values.

And to those YouTube critics, you're
getting exactly what you deserve.
How dare you attack the hard work |
and studios like Universal and Warner
Bros. put in to give such quality
entertainment. Someone like Doug
Walker taking such unjustified jabs
at hallmark films like Son of the Mask
and The Catin the Hatis quite honestly
offensive. I'm very proud that children
and fans of Dr. Seuss’ got the privilege
of seeing Mike Myers make an erect
penis joke while wearing grade-A
makeup. What gives YourMovieSucks
the right to mock the engrossing
and wholesome father-son dynamic
between Willand Jaden Smithin After
Earth? And shame on you Cinemasins
for saying we don’t know what fans of
the Terminator franchise want from
Terminator Genisys. It's very clear fans
want explosions,
fight scenes and
catchphrases
that are easy to
remember.

So if it were up to
me, these greedy
leeches  wouldn’t
be allowed to use
any clips from my
movies just to point
out their so-called
“flaws.” My job is
hard enough as it is,
getting people off of
their couches to pay
money to give up
their senses for two

hours and shove
popcorn into their
faces while loud

noises play in the background. What's
the point of your “criticism” anyway.
That I'm doing something wrong?
That's just absurd, everything’s fine!
It's clear from our box-office intake
that people love things they've
already seen before, stereotypes of
cultures that's easily understandable
and unrealistic emotions and effects.
I've made billions of dollars off of
these films for years, how can that be
a bad thing?

Sincerely,
Hollywood
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RANDALL WASZYNSKI

This article is a sequel to The Valley of
Minuscule Woes, which was published in
April 2015

You have now crossed the bridge

spanning over the Valley of
Minuscule Woes, finally getting over the
dining halls’ food prices and their lack of
quality. Your current inconvenience has
been compromised.

But then you look around - scared,
confused, full of angst. The wifi's down,
and now the ‘Top 10 Lolcats Videos”
Buzzfeed article won't load on your
phone. You don’'t know what to do. You
begin to panic, as your anxiety rises to
the point of no return.

At this point, you have stopped caring
about why you came here, yet you are still
dwelling on whether that gray American
Shorthair caught the red laser on the
wall. And then the quiz slips your mind
and the food prices re-emerge, along
with the fact that it's slightly drizzling.
And it's getting windy...

To make things even worse, your
roommate sends you a text that he broke
your microwave -- he doesn’'t plan on

paying for it, but he wants to know if you
can pick up booze on your way back.

Your hair is dampening slowly with
unbearably slight wetness. The back
button on your phone won't work, so
you can't even go back to your Facebook
newsfeed to waste your time on other
shit.

“Why did the salad | bought at the SAC
yesterday cost seven FUCKING dollars?!
WAHHHHH."

Now you're totally freaking out. What
should you do in this type of situation?

Exit Google Chrome, then dial 911. This
type of emergency calls for professional
intervention. The Wahmbulance is on its
way.

With punctual response, Wahmbulance
Services Inc. can transport you across
the Valley of Minuscule Woes in prompt
fashion. Plus, you won’'t have to power
through the precipitation and wind
anymore. Now, you'll peer down at your
inconveniences from inside a top-of-the-
line emergency vehicle.

“Our transportation is completely
functional, comfortable and can make
it across all these makeshift bridges

that people who read The Stony Brook
Press keep constructing,” Joe Ryder, an
emergency medical technician for the
service who just so happens to write
for The Press, said. “If our service didn't
do these things, then how could we get
away with $900 per transport? ..| really
like my job.”

The persons in crisis are sometimes
called in by a friend, family member

or concerned passerbyer, but the
inconvenienced person is far from
cooperative. This is when restraints

come into play. “Avoiding the Valley of
Minuscule Woes isn’'t helping anyone,”
Ryder said. “We must help them get over
(1

If nobody got over their problems, the
world would be far less functional. And
this directly translates into gratitude
toward Wahmbulance Services Inc. and
our loyal readers since April 2015 who
have constructed these bridges for the
service to take advantage of. Our readers
and the service have formed a well-oiled
machine for helping individuals in slight
crisis.

@ @ sports Team Does Well Again: Is Truly Unique e &

JEDIDIAH HENDRIXSON

his weekend, a wicked good Stony

Brook sports team once again pulled
off a miracle victory against another very
good team!

The team, led by a coach whose past is
riddled with troubles, found themselves
between a rock and a hard place as
they stepped out to play a team whom
they've played before and have not been
victorious against. “You know, coming
into the game, we knew we were going
to have to sport pretty hard,” Coach said.
“But at the end of the day, we pulled it
off.”

Stony Brook came into the game
not knowing whom they could rely on.
The senior captain of the team was just
coming back from a brutal injury that
team doctors said would be season
ending. ‘They told me my injury was
season ending,” Stony Brook’'s captain
said. “So | thought my season had ended.”

It was far from the truth.

The two teams both started off
relatively slow, with the opposing team
gaining a significant lead late in the first
half. “They surprised us with how good
they were at playing this sport,” said
~ Stony Brook’s senior team captain.

After half the game was already
played, there was a brief recess where
the coaches and players of each team
got together and tried to improve their
sporting. Fans were also able to finally
use the bathroom or get concessions,
because they were too stubborn to miss
even a brief moment of the excitement
until the break.

“You guys aren’t sporting hard enough
out there!” bellowed the coach while
his players huddled around him. ‘“Think
about how hard you work every day for
this opportunity, how different you are
from everyone else!”

“l think what coach said at the half
really resonated with us,” Stony Brook’s
junior water-boy said. “We really are
nothing like every other sports team.
We're privileged to be in this position and
knew we had to play significantly better
than the other team to win.”

Early after the restart of play, Stony
Brook recaptured the momentum. The
team captain sported super hard through
a tough opposition defense and scored a
lot of points consistently. But that was
just the beginning of a great game.

Stony Brook’s momentum bottomed
out and the opponent was able to
capitalize, tying the game with only a few

seconds left in regulation. Stony Brook’s
seasoned coach took a timeout and
tapped into his team’s emotional pool:
“Guys, play harder! It's almost the end of
the game and we don’t have more points
than the other team! If you don't score
more points than the other team by the
end of the game, we’'ll lose!”

It was just what the Seawolves needed.

After the timeout, Stony Brook's
captain took charge. As time expired, he
scored in an amazing display of physical
ability and knowledge of the game. It was
a dream come true, a story that couldn’t
have been scripted any better.

‘The team, coach, everyone. They all
just looked at me and | knew what | had
to do,” Stony Brook’s captain said about
the last few seconds of the game. “I'm
beyond ecstatic that we played so well
against such a good team and very proud
of my own play.”

This isn't the end of the line for the
Seawolves, though. They'll play again
next week for a shot at some serious
hardware and recognition.

“We've come such a long way already,
and this team is so special,” Coach
said. ‘They really are such a unique and

completely different team from any
‘other sports team out there.”
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TWO BARS OF

AND THE PRESIDENCY

JAMES GROTTOLA

t all started one morning when | took

Advil for a pounding headache. (It's
like taking two Tylenol! | am not getting
paid for this!) What | should have
realized is that during the morning, |
am less cognizant of my surroundings
than I should be. | ended up taking two
bars of Xanax by accident, and the rest
of the day went downhill.

| stumbled slowly around my house,
trying my best to get ready for work. |
managed to get on my best suit, but
in my drugged confusion, attached an
American flag pin to myself. My white,
American wife kissed me goodbye on
the cheek as | crawled past my car to
the nearest park, where a podium sat
in the center.

| used the podium to propel my
delirious, crawling self back to my feet
and looked into a group of people on
a picnic. A bald eagle flew overhead. If
I were in a normal state, | would have
shed a tear over the beauty of this
site. But again, in my zoned out state,
the only words | could usher out were
a mumbled, “America..ls..Creat.....
Again...”

For some reason, the picnicking
crowd had heard me and started
clapping. | was confused. By no
means should people have liked my
meaningless and slurred statement.
However, | was still demolished by high
level prescription pills and continued
spurting out nonsensical phrases like,
“End..terrorism...” and “Less....9....11..."

The crowd’s size nearly doubled
within half an hour and as | continued

my rambling, a suited man pproached
me and asked me if | had considered
running for congress.

“Yes...” | responded.

“Great we’ll have people come to get
you in 10 minutes,” he replied before |
finished saying

“..More..flags...
from me.

Next thing | knew, | had been elected
a senator of New York, somehow still
under the influence of the pills | had
accidentally ingested.

Oneday in court, a bill was introduced
which, | was later informed, would
effectively end all trade sanctions
with Iran and help to foster improved
relations with its people.

Senators on both sides of the aisle
were split on whether this was a good
idea or not. On one hand, this could
be the fastest way to amend for the
political sabotage the Middle East had
to endure in the late 20th century and
could be the fastest way to bring about
world peace. On the other, Iran is the
enemy.

| crawled up to the podium to say
that | believed we had more important
matters to attend to before we ignored
our president and tried to settle a
complex and ever-changing issue.

“No way! Is he going to filibuster?” one
senator asked as | crawled my way up
the aisle.

| spoke about one word a minute
trying to explain that maybe the

as he walked away

nation’s Congress has been too hasty
and fiery about trying to solve world
issues better suited for an international
body, but after | spoke about five words,
the Senate had erupted.

“Incredible! It’s a filibuster!” a senator
exclaimed before | could finish even
one sentence.

According to reports that | read after
| had come down from my extended
pill high, | had filibustered for six whole
months, even through congressional
recesses and Christmas. News media
called me a hero and politicians from
both sides said | would become the
new face of American politics.

“He’s a genius,” Mitch McConnell said
in one interview.

“He embodies the American spirit
better than any other man could~
Nancy Pelosi said in another.

Somehow, through my extended
high, which slurred my speech and
thoughts for months, | had become
a critically acclaimed bipartisan
politician.

I'm not sure what's next for my
political career, but Meet the Press
says | have a good shot of becoming
president a few terms from now.
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FIRE EMBLEM VS. NINTENDO

A REVIEW

CARLOS CADORNIGA

The wait is finally over and the battle
can finally begin. At last, gamers all over
the world can figure out who would
win in a fight: Corrin or that plumber
dude with the ‘M’ on his hat.

The full version of Nintendo's
highly-anticipated fighting game, Fire
Emblem vs. Nintendo, has finally been
realized with the addition of classic and
beloved video game character Corrin,
and I'm bringing you the lowdown on
how well this game plays.

The rules are simple. Choose any
character from the large cast of Fire
Emblem that everyone knows and
loves (or one of the more obscure
fighters) and battle it out. Beat your
opponent and try to send them flying
off the screen. Do that enough times
to whittle down their lives and claim
victory, or play a point-based game
where you can rack up your kills in a
timed match and boast the bigger

number by the end.

The gameplay is fluid and lends
itself well to any player. Similar to
installments in Nintendo’s undersold
franchise, Super Smash Bros., players
can execute attacks with the A and B
buttons while holding the control stick
in any desired direction. Attack until
you build up your opponent’s on-screen
percentage. The higher the percentage,
the farther they’ll fly until you knock
them out. It's compatible enough for
players of any skill level, but presents
deep complexity that more advanced
fighters can exploit. Visually, the game
is rather stunning. Even the cartoonish
appearances of characters are brought
to virtual life by the Wii U. But the game
truly stands out with how well it boasts
the titular Fire Emblem cast.

From Marth to lke, from Lucina
to Robin, from Roy to fan-favorite
Corrin, this game permeates with the
look and feel of the classic tactical

RPG franchise. It's a wonder that the
game ever started off with so few Fire
Emblem characters to begin with, but
it was a relief to see that the developers
kept adding more after it was released.
Though the game was released back in
2014, it never felt truly complete until
this year when Corrin was released as
DLC after popular demand. Along for
the ride are some of Nintendo's lesser
known projects such as Star Fox and
Metroid Prime. It even has a couple of
Mario characters as a nice homage to
the company’s original mascot.

Fire Emblem vs. Nintendo has a
little something for everyone. Players
have plenty to explore with accessible
yet challenging gameplay, polished
graphics, more Fire Emblem than
you can shake a sword at and an
exploration of less popular works for
the Nintendo hipsters of the world. FE
fans, rejoice, because this is the perfect
fighting game for you.

MY %ﬂé’ﬂ%&fﬁ O/VL)/ #éééffé WoLFie WALLET

My old drug dealer seriously hooked it
up. He always had a stash on deck, and
his herb was fire. It was so devastating
for me when he got snitched on. | had
to find a new connect.

It isn’'t too hard to find a dealer on
campus, but one that's reliable is a
needle in our collegiate haystack. And
it's really stressful. My boys and | are
all tryna burn, and no one in any of our
contact lists has a solid source.

But fortunately for me, my boy heard
about this guy who works the drive thru
at McDonald’s. His alias is “The McG.” He
has a strict protocol on how business
goes down, but that’s fine. You have to
use the drive thru, and you order one
“McDub” for each gram you're tryna
cop. He mixes up the packaging so his
boss doesn’t catch on, but he’ll usually
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use an apple pie container or the paper
packaging for a small fry.

But the most important policy The
McG stands by is paying with Wolfie
Wallet, the campus-ministered prepaid
debit account. It'<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>