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"Sing to me of the man, Muse, the man of twists and turns." – Homer 
 

FADE IN 

INTERIOR – VISTA, CALIFORNIA – NIGHT 

A man of stature sits on a couch, numbly staring at a large television across the room. He is 
playing a football video game of unknown specificity. The room is cluttered with children’s toys 
and debris. A clock on the wall reads 3:13 AM.  

An opaque figure of a man enters frame at man’s left. Its appearance leads the viewer to assume it 
is a ghost of sinister origin. The man does not acknowledge its company.  

GHOST 

Tell me, captor, what is the progress of our conquest? 

MAN (coldly) 

They forgot. 

The ghost stares blankly and begins to emote a sense of confusion or disbelief. 

MAN 

They forgot I won last year. No one has even mentioned it in the chat.  

GHOST 

Surely an admission of the strength of your keepers at the very least? 

MAN 

No one cares. They probably haven’t even checked the rankings yet.  

The ghost pauses in thought. After a moment, a devious look creeps on to its face.  

GHOST (cunning) 

Their ignorance is fertile ground for exploitation. 

MAN 

You don’t get it. We are past ignorance. We are in a state of comatose. 
The guys would rather go golfing than hear my ideas for improvements to 

the format. 

The ghost’s devious look slowly transforms into controlled anger. It turns its face toward the man. 
The man continues to stare at the screen. 

GHOST 

You are not implying my sacrifice was insufficient…? 

MAN (indifferent) 

I mean, from what I researched, your brutal death should be enough— 

GHOST (unconvinced) 

“Brutal” doesn’t quite— 

MAN (frustrated) 



Yeah…brutal, terrible, horrifically extensive…I really tried, man. I’m 
not the best at this. Just be glad you’re not the guy I sacrificed for 

the three-peat. I had to bury him alive with a thousand rats in order to 
appease Berrion.  

GHOST (disgusted) 

You utter his name with such frivolity.  

MAN 

I’ve given him enough souls to harvest.  

GHOST (with resolve) 

You must construct a plan before your indifference vanquishes what’s left 
of my spirit. 

MAN (casually) 

Oh, I have a plan. Let’s give Noah a call.  

GHOST (grinning) 

I will stir him from slumber with a dream of such horror his senses will 
be sharp and hastened by fear. 

The ghost closes its eyes in a trance-like state. The man reaches to his right and grabs a cell 
phone. He scrolls briefly.  

MAN (coldly) 

Make him dream about that girl saying she just wants to be friends. Make 
sure she emphasizes how much his friendship means to her. 

The ghost, still in a trance, nods and begins to smile. The man holds the phone up to his hear. We 
hear the phone ring twice before a voice is heard on the other line.  

VOICE (flustered) 

Marcus? Everything okay? 

The man makes eye contact with the ghost, and they both nod slowly. The man holds a finger to his 
lips.  

MARCUS (smiling) 

Let’s talk about Jahmyr Gibbs.  

END SCENE 

 

Onward and Upward: Discovering a New Fantasy 
The story of the 2026 fantasy season has not yet begun, but its anticipation cannot be denied. The winds of 
change have guided our vessel to many foreign lands, and today we have washed ashore at the next one. For 
a league with “dynasty” in its name, we had an admittedly fickle relationship with the respective format. In the 
most honest recesses of our hearts, we can admit that it was fatigue that stranded us at sea in 2025. While 
temptations of mutiny filled our minds, an unexpected gust carried us northward.  
It was Cal Roberts who first yelled “Land Ho!” at the stern; though many of us did not have the eyes to see 
through the expanse. It was only after Roberts, in an attempt to confirm his conviction in what he saw, 
threatened to abandon ship that more of us began to see a silhouette in the East. The silhouette deepened as 
we rowed. And after what seemed like years since its first sighting, a gentle coast invited us to land.  
This is where we’ve chosen to reside. A land of abundant waiver crop and free from tedious strategic decisions. 
A land that invites weary travelers to come and feast not at a classist rookie draft, but at a bountiful auction. 
Brothers, we have found our true country.  
 



The ED to Test its Camaraderie in First Annual Golf 
Outing 
Whether you like it or not, you are now living in the competitive golf era of the ED. Though it may be 
concerning that we are trying to manufacture memories by taking cues from vanilla YouTube personalities, I 
would contend that the ED is at its strongest when it is gathered, and this event, if successful, will achieve 70% 
of that strength; hopefully this class is pass/fail. The divisions are set to duke it out in a winner-takes-a-tiny-bit 
battle of brains and brawn in the heart of avocado country, who could ever dare dream of more. Let’s take a 
deeper look at our contenders…  
 
First, there’s Team Leucadia, featuring golfers Cal Roberts, Kyle O’Keefe, Cody Scheiwe, and Drew Gilmore. 
Fellow division member Jordan Menard will not be present as he’ll be doing his best Rory McIlroy impression 
by abstaining from meaningless competition via partying in Ibiza. You could compare this group to a fantasy 
team having Bijan Robinson at RB1 and the SFC JV receiving room filling out the rest of the roster. Or perhaps 
to a group project with a  Yale-bound try-hard accompanied by kids who sit in the back and sniff glue during 
class. Will they turn in stellar work? Of course—Yalie isn’t going to let a handful of inbreds stand between him 
and a 4.0. One such glue-sniffer who has the potential to make a dent is O’Keefe, whose self-proclamation of 
his golf skills has become increasingly bearish as the event approaches; what once was “I can hit a bladed 4-
iron 215” has become “I might hit a bladed 4-iron 50 yards OB”. Whether his handicap resembles a helium 
balloon or a bag of sand remains to be seen. Leucadia members are counting on the former. Most assuredly, 
this team’s performance can be predicted by a single factor: will Cal get skunked on a deal that Friday that 
sends him into a death spiral of negativity from which he cannot recover. Should Cal’s performance leave 
something to be desired whilst getting berated by a Marsh girl boss on the phone, you’d best hope the rest of 
the gang can sneak in some good shots that can keep things afloat; if broken clocks tell us anything, it’s that 
we can expect approximately two of said shots.  
 
For their competition, let’s consider Team Cardiff, featuring golfers Carter Roberts, Marcus Rethwisch, Noah 
May, and friend of the show Josh Dyer. Division members Mason Burns and Isaac Williams will both be healthy 
scratches like Menard, except instead of partying in Ibiza, they’ll be empowering their spouses to get their first 
15 minutes of uninterrupted sleep in months by nursing their newborns through a strap-on boob vis-à-vis 
Robert De Niro in Jay Roach’s 2004 cinematic opus “Meet the Fockers”. In short, Cardiff needed Vito Corleone 
and they got Jack Byrnes. Given their golf chops, I hope, at the very least, we’ll get a best-that-never-was type 
docuseries about the whole affair someday as penance for their absence. Luckily for the team, Carter can golf; 
heck, he can golf 100 holes a day as long as you pay him for the trouble. Marcus, on the other hand, 
resembles more of a New York Islander enforcer than a talented golfer—kinda like Adam Sandler in Dennis 
Dugan’s 1996 Shakespearean epic “Happy Gilmore”, but if the film ended after the hockey tryout scene. His 
teammates will tell you he’s a “locker room presence” or a “vibes guy”, but this is just a shallow attempt at 
hiding their contempt for a barefoot, shirtless disgrace swinging a lefty driver on the first tee box in attempts to 
“set the tone”. Noah May could prove to be an x-factor for this group. While his track record lives in a shrouded 
tenure of executive course rounds played with friend of the show Nathan Menard in which the term “breakfast 
ball” could be re-coined as “the six meals a day that Hobbits are fond of-ball”, we have every reason to expect 
May will prove to be a useful contributor. After an ugly divorce from drinking alcohol, May, along with an 
intimate gathering of close family and friends, celebrated a lovely beige linen-covered wedding ceremony in the 
Bahamas with his lovely new bride, Peptides. This is bad news for Leucadia as the transfusion-induced miss 
has officially left the building. Despite all this, the question that forces me to pace the house at night in a cold 
sweat is this: what version of Josh Dyer will be showing up on Sunday? Will the trauma of his tenure at Horizon 
creep into his mind every time he lines up a putt? Will an apparent stranger invite him on an all-expense-paid 
trip to Pinehurst the night before and strand this team with an obnoxiously talkative single named Lester? No 
one can know for sure. What we do know is this: Marcus & Noah will certainly have a good time out there given 
their strange obsession with playing together; hopefully they’ll find some time to break eye contact and hit the 
shots that’ll move the needle for their team. And that ultimately, like his older brother, Carter will have to carry 
the weight of this team on his back, and his mental state will have to be in prime form for this team to compete. 
This means we could be in for a real Taiwanese-American Venus vs. Serena type moment, which will certainly 
result in fireworks.  
 



Chronicle Consensus Prediction 
Cal plays as advertised. He realizes there is no better opportunity to display his dominance over his league 
mates than the 18 holes in front of him. In the privacy of his mind, he harbors anger that Mason is not present 
and is therefore unable to silently acknowledge the 10-shot gap between their scores. He also finds himself 
having to spin up artificial pride that should’ve been organically provided through Isaac praising his every shot. 
Despite the roadblocks, he finds a way to a set Leucadia up for success. Predicted Score: +1   
 
Carter comes to realize that in this stage of life, height is more important than age, and his being taller than his 
older brother is now the only carnal characteristic that actually matters. He no longer sees Cal as a predator, 
but as prey. He relishes in knowing deep down that, should the situation arise, he could physically defeat his 
brother, and this knowledge gives him an enormous rush of testosterone and adrenaline. The only thing that 
interrupts his flow state is Marcus’s deeply embarrassing lack of course etiquette, which costs him a couple of 
shots. At the end of the round, he succeeds in keeping Cardiff in the hunt. Predicted Score: +6 
 
Kyle starts the round hot, despite his clubs getting mishandled by United Airlines and ending up in a moldy 
storage locker in the gallows of Hartsfield-Jackson Atlanta International Airport; proving to be the perfect alibi 
for the obscene slices that vanquish three sleeves of Pro-V1’s that he arrogantly purchased in the clubhouse 
because they’re the “only ball that serves my shot shape”. His game slips as his gut absorbs the drinks Noah 
would have consumed and his scorecard begins to read like Dante’s Inferno. The shots he teased in the group 
chat seem to have skipped their flight to California and instead joined Menard in Ibiza. He swears on his 
mother’s soul that he would’ve broke 80 if he had his SIM 2. Predicted Score: +20 
 
Noah’s weight loss proves to not have been just a mating strategy. He swings with ease and endlessly refers to 
feeling like he’s in “high school shape”. His game seems rock-solid, but sharing a cart with Marcus begins to 
take a toll. By the fourth hole, he feels a sense of dread every time he has to go help Marcus find his ball, as 
the conversation refuses to vacate the topic of trading. For the first time in years, he’s entering an ED draft at 
an advantage, yet Marcus makes him extremely anxious about his draft strategy. As they leave the 11th green, 
Marcus demands Noah make a blood oath with him regarding a certain player Marcus hopes to acquire. Noah 
considers having his first drink in months. Predicted Score: +19 
 
Marcus is torn. While this match represents an opportunity to gain an advantage on the waiver wire, his lack of 
skill holds him hostage. In a desperate attempt to find a solution, he becomes the Will Hunting of mental math 
and concludes that this match does not carry any moral significance, and thus cheating is on the table. He’s 
grateful his lobbying for Noah to be on his team was successful, as he bullies Noah into secrecy regarding his 
approach. Despite driving several shots to places only a Stephen King novel could describe, he miraculously 
finds every ball. Holes with 7 approach shots get marked as bogeys. Cal senses a disturbance in the force and 
begins to covertly observe the shenanigans, cursing under his breath the fact that we even attempted to hold 
such an event. After being called out on the 8th green, Marcus is forced to amend his scorecard. Predicted 
Score: +42 
 
Cody arrives early and is immediately enraptured by the façade of the clubhouse: a beautiful Santa Barbara 
stucco, his favorite. He begins to tell the old fart behind the counter in the clubhouse that his house doesn’t 
look all that different than this place. The old fart nods but is unable to generate a smile as the line grows. 
Cody didn’t expect this experience to begin so pleasantly. His mood is unaffected as he sprays the ball around 
the course. He loses himself fully to assessing drainage methods employed by the course. Once he realizes 
that the greens are designed to shed water, he becomes a tour-level putter. Predicted Score: +50 
 
Drew continues his conquest to break 100. He fails. Predicted Score: +29 
 
Josh Dyer shows up with a minute to spare dawning a new set of Miura irons. “Pastor Bob had to buy my 
silence” he says, as everyone gapes at the shiny new weapons. Like a medieval minstrel, he tells the league 
tales of his golf trips abroad and about the majestic purity of a proper Guinness consumed on Irish soil. On the 
18th green, he asks if the league would consider letting him join. After deliberation, the league offers to let him 
fist fight Jordan for his spot. Josh laughs off the idea and, as he drives home, begins to wonder why the 
gatekeepers in his life are pastor’s sons. He makes a promise to himself then and there to never play fantasy 
football as long as he lives.  Predicted Score: +11 


