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                                December 10, 2019
2019B League Meeting
TO:

AFL Owners

FROM:
Jeff Butler, League Scribe by Default

Dear A-Hilt Brothers –
We began our 2019B season ritual at 5pm on Nov. 2 at RigaTony’s Italian restaurant!  A great setting with wine and profanities flowing loudly and freely from our table  (Sigh… some things never change.). Anyway the food was magnifico..!!  Thanks Commish for setting things up.    Butman remarked that the last time we were here, 2 days later Tim found his detached retina and no one thanked me for that reminder.  Oh well spirits were good when we left to go to Randy and Sue’s always warm and inviting home for the business of the draft.

The Wood’s hospitality was as gracious as ever and we were again blessed with an early visit by Sue & Jim’s mom, Miss Rosie, whose cheery smile and positive attitude lights up the whole place.  Although the league fund paid for RigaTony’s, Sue & Randy were prepared with traditional chips & snacks, especially of course, Sue’s famous killer brownies (better than ever!), and the customary cooler of water and beer.
Since we already did most of the catching up on families, etc. at dinner, we directly got down to the business of the draft.
MINUTES:  

A.  Treasury Report/Trades/Fees

Randy reviewed the 2019B financial status.  The league members congratulated Bonzo and Homer on the team’s 11th league title.
Starting from our 2019A carryover of $485 –
There were 3 trades - A/A & Butler, Flash & Butler, Marty & Happy and one other - for $80
Three 2019A under 15 fines – for $45
Four 2018B under 15 fines – for $60

The 2019A season champions, Bonzo & Homer generously donated $200 towards the food.

Dinner at Rigatony’s cost $280

Totals:

     465.00........Carryover from 2019B

       60.00.....   Under 15 (2018B)

       45.00.....   Under 15 (2019A)

       80.00.....   Trades

     200.00....
League Donation from B/A
  -  280.00.... ..  RigaTony’s
  + 570.00         Balance

B.  Next Draft Venue

Flash brought up the proposal that we have to 2020A draft back in Vegas.  He suggested that, if the NFL continues to have week #1 the weekend after Labor Day, that would mean that our usual Saturday draft day would be the same day that ASU plays UNLV in the brand new Raiders stadium.
I did some fact checking and it appears that he is correct.  Labor Day 2020 on September 7.  The following Saturday (our draft day) is September 12.  Sure enough, ASU is scheduled to play UNLV on that day in the new Allegiant stadium there.
The proposal was met with a lot of interest although there was some grumbling (mostly from Donk) about how we’re never going to stay downtown again…. Sounded to me like we have our volunteer to arrange the draft venue for this time.
C.  Old Business

None.

D.  New Business 

None.

E.  The Draft

Needless to say this was one of the more eventful drafts in recent history.  Basically it was a bunch of rowdy, disorderly drunks getting even more rowdy and disorderly as time wore on. The beginning was an absolute din.  No one could hear himself talking above all the yelling.  And this was just the beginning.
The Commish took the first pick of Emanuel Sanders with mumbling crowd reaction.  Then the Scribe picks Minshew and while Happy is staring at his computer the sound of the J/D team begins to increase.  “It’s all going the way we thought it would.”, they congratulate each other loudly and with animation.  Then comes their turn and they start with the “Baby Shark” song and arm gestures.  This is all because they think that they are going to mow the Scribe’s lawn by taking D.J. (Baby) Chark, Minshew’s Jax hookup.  Donk stands up and starts his imaginary lawnmower and parades back & forth in front of the Scribe doing his best lawnmower impersonation, “BRRRRRrr…!!”.  By this point the yelling reaches a new crescendo.  But the Scribe is laughing too hard to be of any use.  Remembering Donk’s multiple hip surgeries, it was great watching him out there dancing around, making a fool of himself and not caring, having fun.
This is about the point where everything got out of hand.  Confusion and frustration ran amok, accompanied by multiple pleas from the Commish to the Scribe: “Jeff!  Get them under control!!”  The Jones Donk team reached a state of total indecision.  Leach was screaming IN CAPITAL LETTERS.  Sue came out from the bedroom, wondering if she needed to dial 911.
And so it continued to the end of the player selections.  Then it was over. Folks regained their respective elements of gentlemanly decorum while they wrote down their lineups and stuffed money into the envelopes.  And we all bid each other friendly adieus.

See you all again on Saturday, September 12, 2020.  In Vegas?
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