Good evening, my fellow Americans. Allow me to introduce myself to the few of you that don’t already think I’m awesome. I am Walker Jones, and I am appealing to you today to make me your Senior Class President. Why should you vote for me? Well, first of all I am going to be a senior. Secondly, I am a candidate for Senior Class President. That already makes me more qualified than 98% of our class. And as many of you can tell from my attire, I’m wearing a suit. Very professional. I’m also wearing a patriotic lapel pin, which I most definitely did not borrow from my mother this morning. I am smart, witty, intelligent, and smart. I am everything you wish you could be. If you don’t vote for me, you are being appallingly irresponsible, and you’re letting the terrorists win.

But suffice it to say that I am not the only candidate. I’m not the most qualified or the most experienced or even the one with the most cats, but for the next five minutes, I AM the only candidate. I’m the only person that’s important, and you fine people have to listen to me. So pay attention. What I’m about to say might cause your mind to bleed. 

First let me tell you about myself. My name is Walker Atherton Jones, and I hail from the small independent city state of San Antonio, Texas. My primary expertise is focused on thirteenth century agrarian labor as well as a select few obscure social sciences. I am an expert at numerous Latin dances and I am a distinguished grandmaster of chess. I practice the exquisite art of the samurai sword for a minimum of 6 hours a day, and I am fast approaching an admirable proficiency in telekinesis. I have also lied to you for most of this account of my lifestyle. However, you believed most of it; or at the very least, no officials came to the podium to stop my speech. But instead of wallowing in your glowing admiration, I now wish to address my specific qualifications for dicatorsh—excuse me, presidency.

Many of you may be asking yourselves what our student government will be like next year if you vote for me. Well, have you ever heard of socialism? It’s a system of government where you live in Russia and starve and listen to slave drivers with mustachios. I’m not a socialist. How about a monarchy? Imagine working in a pit of mud for 900 hours a week and watching the queen roll by in a diamond plated carriage. Well I’m not a queen either. My system of government is based on a strict system of values that I make up as I go along. I rule with an iron rod. A rod made of iron. But I also rule with a rod made of love. Therefore, as your president I will push for legislation that guarantees your safety in the hallways, classrooms, and in other generally safe places. I will work for a school filled with the republican harmony that Jesus wants. If you feel that your voice is not being heard, I will scream loudly and make others painfully uncomfortable until it is. I will make English our official language and make sure the bathrooms get cleaned sometimes.

Do any of you need further convincing? Let’s look at my personal qualities that I didn’t mention before. Well for starters, I’m smart. Other than that I’m generally just an awesome person. I guess since I said that I kind of ruled out humility, but humility only gets you so far in politics. I’m very good at getting my point across, whether I do it with extremely loud yelling, subliminal messages embedded in television programming, or as a last resort, traditional diplomacy. I am literally best friends with our future principal, though he may deny it. I don’t hesitate to make the tough decisions, even when faced with daunting odds in the form of apocalyptic armies or last minute speech writing. I know what you’re asking yourself right now, and the answer is yes, I might actually be the solution to every single one of your problems.

I also want to talk to you about why I love this school. Perhaps it will give you and me both some perspective on my presence at this podium. Central Catholic is the only place in the universe that offers an integral education, a terrific cafeteria staff, a top-notch foreign language department, and a truly open-minded and understanding administration. In my three years at this school I have become familiar with all of you here today, and I must say I now think of you as an extended family of brothers. Fortunately, we brothers skipped the phases of bunk bed wars, fighting over Halloween candy and arguments about Game Cube. For that reason you are actually more than brothers to me. 

I hope my attempts to get your attention as voters have not made you uncomfortable. I made most of those posters while sleepwalking. But that draws attention to the important point that even in my sleep I am highly productive. This makes my narcolepsy, which many would consider at best an inconvenient affliction, a highly beneficial quality that I can wield as your president. I may fall asleep at random and inappropriate times, but not to worry, for it is at these times that I do my best work. 

I’m not going to lie; I don’t have the best car, or the best hygiene practices, or even a sound grasp on reality. But I can guarantee that I will work harder than any other human, ever. Even harder than Rocky, or Tim Tebow, or Stevie Wonder, or that amputee who swam the English Channel, or all of them combined. So don’t question my work ethic. Question your work ethic. What do I mean by that? Well I’m not sure exactly. The important thing is that you consider all the things you love about me, and continue thinking about them until you mark your ballot in my favor.

Thank you and goodnight.
