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The 2022 Season: A Rant 
So here we are, another fantasy football season, and yet another 
chance for me to stare blankly at my computer while trying to craft an 
engaging hook for an article few will read and fewer will finish. I have 
spent countless months in the pit of writer’s block hoping, like  

 

The season looms with the unfortunate resemblance to staring down 
the barrel of a gun and hoping the bullet will miss your eye. Cal 
certainly stands to lose the most this year, like “I cannot believe I let a 

feral hog four-move checkmate me” lose. His roster looks very similar to one Marcus would concoct during an 
all-night “house project” bender in which he sits in a bathtub and mashes four-team mock drafts with the 
algorithm turned to its lowest intelligence setting, cackling at the results.  

 

Much like one of St. Nicholas’s non-unionized elves, Marcus kept hard at work throughout the offseason (and 
no, I unequivocally refuse to craft a metaphor in which Marcus gets to be Santa Claus, and yes, I know he’s one 
of the few people who can pull off arriving at a youth group event unsolicited dressed as Santa without getting 
arrested, and yes, I think that’s something the leadership of The Mission Church should rethink). The truth is, 
the ED currently inhabits a strange, liminal reality where Marcus’s team is just…average? Marcus experiencing 
fantasy mediocrity may very well implode the entire city of Vista (is that where Marcus lives? Or is it San 
Marcos? Maybe Escondido? It certainly feels like Escondido…and how on Earth did he afford it? Maybe 
asking so many questions is why Pastor Jamie asked me to resign from the Parking Lot Welcome 
Ministry…Well, Pastor, I don’t resign, I QUIT!) into a point of infinite density creating a black hole and oh, 
there I go again, blabbering on about the physical phenomena of the universe, dear me. The point remains, 
Marcus at the helm of an average team is likely just as dangerous as his being at the helm of an elite one, and 
surely convoluted trade requests and petty value disputes will abound.  

Down the road, Mason has enjoyed his annual tradition of being in a state of fantasy sleep paralysis and was 
rumored to have only accepted an offseason trade because he thought he was clicking the “unsubscribe” button 
at the bottom of a trade proposal email from Marcus, and, upon discovering his acquisition of storied 
Tuscaloosa racehorse Derrick Henry, merely muttered something resembling “sovereignty” and “cruel mistress” 
before coming to peaceful terms with the snafu. League members have been heard expressing concern about 
Burns’ imminent paternity and what it means for his fantasy output (it should be noted here that Vegas has The 
Emperors barely avoiding the sacko bowl), but Burns has refused to cede his commitment to his “very talented” 
roster. I, for one, am perfectly content to give voice to my critiques of Mason’s laissez faire tomfoolery in the 
fantasy realm. The man seems more curious about plumbing fixtures and drywall finishes than snap counts and 
goal line opportunities. A friend and fellow league member (who wished to remain anonymous) told me that, 
after helping Mason buy his house by representing him as a buyer’s agent, Mason told him “I’ve had enough of 
fantasy, I’m ready to start doing some real s***.” 

Jordan Menard—whose recent pilgrimage into fatherhood may have been the final impetus to treat his fellow 
league members with dignity and respect seeing as we were all once helpless children—should be making an 
appearance in the league slack channel any day now. Whether or not he will see his own shadow and append six 
weeks of fantasy apathy to his offseason is still to be seen.  
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