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Encinitas Dynasty Alive & Well(?)
Through Week 4

Critics and supporters alike give mixed
messages when asked about league’s

direction.
By Drew Gilmore, Editor-in-Chief

The Encinitas Dynasty has powered through the first
tranche of fantasy mayhem in its eighth season (yes,
eight, though you may feel tempted to estimate it has
taken closer to fifteen years of your life that you
absolutely will not get back). Though for much of its
history the league has suffered under the crushing
weight of its strange and arguably homoerotic obsession
with physically punishing its weakest member, one
would be keen to say the league is now in a healthy
place. What do we have to thank for this shift? Perhaps
adding as our tenth member the eloquently stable (or
maybe more appropriately, the stably eloquent) Cody
Scheiwe did the trick. Or perhaps it was the crackdown
on league members trading real world commodities for
players that brought order and civility to our third world
adjacent fantasy economy. Theories abound, and we at
the Chronicle encourage you to keep telling yourself
whatever strange narrative makes you happy about your
terrible fantasy team.

Through Week 4 we've already seen the dark and
sinister fantasy specters pulling at the strings of our
team’s dreams and goals like deranged puppet masters.
In the offseason, one would be hard-pressed to find
someone who wasn'’t picking Cal to take the cake, and
now, his team looks like a bad MTV show; sure, there
are stars everywhere, but what on earth happened to

them? While it's certainly possible that Cal's Q1 under-
delivery is a fluke, many are taking solace in its symbolic
messaging that offseason promises are often hollow,
and the invisible hand of fantasy grants favor to
whosoever it pleases. Regarding the remarkable feat of
manufacturing luck, and to absolutely nobody’s surprise,
Marcus has built for himself something not even the
Chronicle can ignore; a successful team that should
have been an utter trash heap by way of league
sanctions. Marcus’s persistence should be applauded
regardless. After all, we should all feel a little
embarrassed when we consider our fantasy activity
compared with the guy who has a wife, a child, and a
ramshackle plot of dirt in Vista to attend to (wait...does
Marcus live in Vista? | thought it was San Marcos, or
maybe Escondido; it certainly feels like Escondido...and
how did he afford that place anyway? Maybe asking too
many questions is why Pastor Jamie asked me to resign
from the Gethsemane Greeting Ministry...well, Pastor, |
don’t resign, | QUIT!).

In lighter news, two feel-good stories this autumn involve
the prominence of the Rancho Vista Ponies and the Cap
City Redskins. The team branding for these particular
programs has drawn increased attention in recent
months. The league and its audience have heard no
shortage of conspiracy theories relating to the type and
significance of the pony to Cody Scheiwe. A unique
subculture of league onlookers known in intimate
internet circles as the “Rancho Brony Truthers” have
made ripples in various chatrooms after disseminating a
strange manifesto rumored to be leaked from Scheiwe or
someone close to him in the organization. When asked
about the content of the manifesto, an anonymous
reader solemnly commented “I did not read the
manifesto, rather, it happened to me, and | would not
wish such a happening upon my greatest adversary.”
The Chronicle feels no obligation to reveal any further



details of said manifesto as its contents seem to only
repel and offend any who find themselves in its path.

Likewise, the Cap City Redskins have been wading
through both muck and mire as they navigate the legal
ramifications of their rebranding. Originally bearing the
name Cap City “Caustic”, ownership felt moved to go in
a different direction to streamline the presentation of
their values. When asked about the specifics, a college-
age PR intern named Pete commented: “We frankly
were getting way too many calls confusing us for an
autism resource center. That, and a lot of questions
about how to efficiently corrode a human body in a
bathtub. We wanted to remind our fans that our sole
focus is perpetuating a demeaning caricature of the
people who once inhabited this land, and ‘Caustic’ just
simply was not delivering on that vision.” While the
Chronicle unequivocally rejects everything Cap City
stands for and is fighting to promote, it would be a
journalistic tragedy to not proclaim their exciting
ascension in the early 2022 season.

The conversation surrounding the leagues transcending
parties is not complete without mention of the San Diego
Orcas. Make no mistake, this is the very same franchise
that once operated under the moniker “Leucadia
Anchovies” (Menard’s obtuse reasoning for claiming said
locale remains a mystery), and notoriously overpaid to
acquire face-of-the-franchise Justin Herbert. Well, the
tides have shifted, and the program leaned into the fact
that we all live in San Diego for crying out loud so leave
me alone, my parents live off Leucadia Boulevard you
lummox. The Orcas have shown the league a thing or
two about what it looks like to harness star power with
Lamar Jackson serving as the metaphorical Tilikum
rewriting the narrative to escape from captivity and get
that godforsaken dorsal fin straightened out. You likely
won’t be seeing the San Diego Orcas at SeaWorld come
playoff time, as Menard will have those majestic beasts
swimming freely in the wild where they will thrive.

As every dawn is preceded by night and every rose
bears its thorn, the league has had a healthy heaping of
heartache to complement its success stories. Who knew
the back alleys of the ED’s metaphorical Skid Row would
be riddled with Cucks, Indians, and Emperors? Not to
mention the absolute embarrassments the Vanguard
and Elite have made of themselves after playoff
appearances a year ago. The Chronicle never wishes to
revel in the pain of a struggling franchise, so we’ll let
their failure simmer in its own refuse. Watching these
teams suffer under the sovereignty of the invisible hand
has been nothing short of dreadful. With rumors of
increased lobbying efforts in support of the 3-peat

repeal, these owners should really be thinking about how
to get their ships turned around.
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