Ryan would be

a good treasurer.

Ryan Giordano is running for treasurer of Butler’s Wharf next year on the following qualifications.  He is a masters student in econometrics and has BS degrees in mathematics and engineering.  He can really whip a spreadsheet into shape, you should see him do it sometime.  As an undergraduate, he was the president of his engineering student society and of a campus martial arts club.  He worked for two years as an engineer with HP and for two years as a Peace Corps volunteer in Kazakhstan.  He could totally handle being treasurer, and really enjoys living in Butler’s Wharf, so you should vote for him.  Actually, there’s nobody running against him, so all you really have to do is not vote against him.  I understand that there is an option for people to vote for something like “anyone but Ryan”, in which case there would be a reelection, where I suppose instead of me we would have some sort of Automaton like those bears they have at Disney World, the ones that play tambourines.  I like those bears too, but they wouldn’t be very good treasurers.  If you’re still reading, don’t you have to study or something?  The whole point is that I’m going to start out with some qualifications and then type a whole bunch more with the hope that people will stop reading at the beginning and assume that all the rest are also qualifications.  If you’re reading this now, you’re totally screwing that up.  I want people to say, damn, he’s qualified, look how awfully long that paragraph is.  I’d better not vote against him, I bet those tambourine-playing bears don’t have such long paragraphs.  Let me tell you something interesting.  If you know someone’s flat number in Butler’s Wharf, but don’t know exactly what tower or floor they live on, you can take their room number, subtract one and then subtract the nearest multiple of twelve, divide by two, round down, and that’s their floor number.  Which multiple of twelve it is gives you the tower.  For example, I live in flat eleven, which is twelve times zero (that is, tower one) plus eleven.  Eleven minus one is ten, divided by two is five.  Flat twelve is also on my floor, and that would be eleven divided by two which is five point five, rounded down to five.  We both live on the fifth floor.  Neat, huh?  If you practice, you can get pretty quick at it.  I wonder if you can do phone numbers the same way.  I don’t know if they allocate phone numbers sequentially or not.  If they did, you should be able to.  So if I am elected treasurer, I promise to check it out and deliver a phone-number calculator if I can.  You know, I haven’t seen a bear in a long time.  I think the last time I saw bears, they were in a zoo in Burabai, Kazakhstan.  Actually, I saw two bears, and they were having sex.  The girl bear was biting the bars.  I think that means she was enjoying it, but it’s hard to say, really, with bears.  Before that I’m sure I saw other bears in zoos, but I don’t remember specifically.  One time, though, I saw a bear when I was hiking in Colorado.  I had been camping in the Sangre de Cristos mountains for two nights by myself, and I was walking out when I saw her.  Or him. I dropped my bag because it had food in it and then watched the bear from behind a tree.  I remember the bear being really huge, but in the pictures it was tiny, tiny, tiny.  How embarrassing.  I suppose I was afraid.  After a while, the bear loped away.  No tambourines or anything.  Let me tell you, between these two bear experiences, I can say conclusively that Disney has it totally wrong.  The real bears wouldn’t be very good treasurers either, though.  One time I went on a trip to the Apostle Islands in Lake Superior, and the ranger office said “bear activity was high”.  Maybe that means that the bears were, like, sitting around eating Doritos, listening to Pink Floyd albums, and talking about circles and the Real America.  That’s not what we thought it meant, we thought it meant bears were eating people left and right.  But in the end, we didn’t see a bear, and my friend was stung in the lip by a wasp instead.  This goes to show you – you worry about stoned bears, and a wasp gets you instead.  It’s funny to imagine a bear stinging you in the lip.  Because you not only have a bear with a stinger, which is funny, but somehow it has to use this giant stinger to just prick your lip just a little.  It’d be odd.  Anyway, wasps don’t act very chill at all.  They’re really quite uptight.  Bees are less so, but still kind of anxious.  That’s why we have the phrase “busy as a bee”.  However, if you smoke them out, they get really chill.  This is true – you don’t even need any special smoke, unlike bears.  Any smoke will do.  I have a friend who keeps bees, and she took me out to see her hives once, and what they do, is they have a little smoke-puffer, and before she opens the hive upshe pumps smoke into it.  This makes the bees think their hive is on fire, and so they eat all their honey, which makes them sluggish and less likely to sting you.  Smoke, snacking, and sluggishness, see?  Same as the bears.  I guess if there were wasp-keepers they couldn’t do that, because wasps have no honey.  See, another way in which bees are totally cooler than wasps.  Actually, I don’t know the first thing about wasp-keeping.  I can’t imagine why you would be a wasp-keeper, except maybe out of spite.  Remember that scene in Rushmore when he put the bees in Bill Murray’s office or whatever?  And then he stuck his gum on the wall in slow motion?  Ha ha, that was great.  I love that movie.  I think that would be a good thing for a villain in a children’s book to do, keep wasps.  “Vilius The Wasp-Keeper” would be a great character.  And in the end you would find out that he actually used the paper from the wasp-nests to make paper flowers or something beautiful like that, the moral being that even people who seem evil aren’t really.  Kids need to know this stuff.  Did you know that apiaries make a lot of money renting their bees to fruit orchards so the bees can pollinate the fruit trees?  I learned that by calling the toll-free number on a bottle of honey once.  I thought, who calls the honey company?  I can’t remember ever having really a substantial comment or complaint about honey.  So I thought they might be kind of bored, sitting around manning the phones all day, waiting for people to feel strongly about honey.  So I called and chatted with the guy.  It was nice.  Ok, this has gone on long enough.  I suppose I should get back to econometrics homework.  So in conclusion, look at how long this paragraph is.  And all of it just soaking in qualification!  Er, qualifications.  No need to qualify my qualifications.  Stupid double meaning.  Anyway, I hope you vote for me, or at least not against me.  And I didn’t mean to defame bears or bees or anything.  Maybe I did mean to defame wasps, but wasps don’t vote, see, that’s another thing wrong with them.  And I don’t think LSE even HAS an animatronic bear.

