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Welcome to the Candidate!  The ultimate reality show: where you, the people, will select a Candidate who will run in the next election as the people’s choice for the office of President of the United States of America. 
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“You cannot trust a man who never speaks a little sedition while with his friends; for if he doesn’t he is either a broken man or a man with his own agenda!  Either way he is not a man that you should trust to lead you!”  Denny Rose stood nervously at the podium and with a slight cough and a minor readjustment of his collar he launched himself back into his speech.


“Never be afraid to change the future!  If we don’t stand together …” It was obvious that this was not a man who was used to speaking in front of people.  To all outward appearances he was simply a very nervous middle-aged, slightly balding man, well beyond the beginnings of a potbelly, who was stammering his way through his first foray into the world of politics.


To anyone who knew him, he was a man who believed in the old fashioned ideals of honor and compassion.  He was a throwback to an earlier age: the kind of man that we all hope to be able to find and call friend, but rarely do.


“Some people will promise you the world, but I will not do that.  What I will promise you is that if you elect me as your union representative, I will do my very best to serve you as you want to be served, not as I might think that you should be served.  I believe that a man’s word is his bond, so I am now bound.”


“Most of you know me and therefore you all have a pretty good idea about what kind of a man I am: it would mean a lot to me if you would cast your vote next Thursday for Denny Rose.”  With that he abruptly sat down: after all he would never be a polished politician: but he was indeed a man that they all knew.  He was elected by a landslide vote and became the hardest working and most effective union officer that the plant had ever seen.


Angel Hernandez sat quietly in his Miami office leafing through the file before him.  His successes in these kinds of cases were without peer, so there was never a shortage of test cases available to him.  It made the selection process a little difficult sometimes.  How was he to choose, between one deserving family and another, without shortchanging the one that was not selected.  Philipe assured him that the file in his hand was the most deserving of his help. 


He had long ago learned the importance of delegating authority and of valuing the sentiments of those to whom you have so entrusted so much: therefore he would see the family spoken of in the file before him, but he couldn’t help wishing that he could do more.  His people desperately needed his help, but when the rubber hit the road, there was only one of him.


He was one of those uncommon people who was wiling to fight for the lost and impossible causes.  Seeing himself as a modern day Don Quiqote, he knew that occasionally someone
had to fight the unwinnable battle, simply because it had to be fought.  He also knew that every once in a while, you can actually win the unwinnable fight. 

So he brushed off a piece of lint from his impeccably tailored suit and pushed the call button on his intercom.  “Philipe, please send in the Ruiz family.”


Janice Harriman was the youngest congresswoman from the great state of Vermont.  She was also one of the most despised by those in the House who were her senior; mainly because she eschewed the two party system and had had the bad form to actually defeat them. 

A Freshman Representative always has problems getting things done: strike one.  A female Representative too has a harder row to hoe than a male Representative: strike two.  Worst of all, an independently elected Representative who insists on wearing blue jeans and a flannel shirt into the House Chamber will never be given a break: strike three.  

It didn’t take her long to see that things were not going to be easy for her.  Still, she was tough as nails and had never seen the need to give up, therefore she would continue to persevere.  After her daily workout at the gym, she had an appointment with the Senior Senator from New Hampshire, who had been a sorority sister of hers, so she had high hopes that she might get a break on that front.

Buck Martin’s Harley roared down I-90 at nearly a hundred, along with about two hundred and seventy of his closest friends.  They would be in Sturgis early the next morning.

He was a true knight of the road, and had developed a reputation of being one of the toughest S.O.B.s that you might ever cross paths with.  Incredibly enough he was one of those rare people that felt that it was his mission in life to defend the weak and the innocent, which sometimes meant breaking a few heads, but as often as not, it simply meant giving the elderly shut-ins from his building rides to church every Sunday.

His Biker buddies called him Butcher, and it was a name that he had earned, but they also knew him to be the truest and most steadfast friend that they were every likely to meet.  It was no small surprise that he was four times elected President of his club, the Mad City Riders, nor was it any surprise that he had helped mold them into a force for good that both raised money for the homeless and busted the heads of the young punks that preyed on the elderly: and anyone else for that matter who the gangs saw as easy prey.

At least in Madison, Wisconsin, there were honest to goodness knights of the road looking after the safety of the community, and Butcher Martin was the best of them all.

Amanda Lester leaned against the crumbling wall and ran her finger absentmindedly through the mortar of the decaying remains of the once magnificent edifice.  She had always had more than a passing interest in history and had never ceased being awed by the vast wisdom and ingenuity of those who have come before us.  

As she traveled down the back roads of Virginia, she saw the ruins poking through a gap in the woods so, on a whim, she decided to stop the car and investigate.  Having minored in archeology in college, she immediately realized that she had found something of more importance than an old farmhouse: more exciting for that matter than a large plantation house.  

Returning to her car she set out to find out who owned these woods, and to see if they knew anything about the building that she had discovered. 

Her children were all grown, giving her the chance to finally take a stab at making her mark on the world.  She could have settled for a nice job in an office, but she just knew that this discovery would lead to something more important.  She was ambitious and she was a dreamer, but she was also the kind that always put the welfare of others before her own.

She dreamed of discovering things that would change mankind.  Little did she know just how much those crumbling ruins in the back woods of her grandfather’s old farm would turn the world on its ear.  She was about to find that adventure that she had long craved: but it was as nothing compared to that which would soon be thrust on her.

Aaron Ravenclaw drove down the dusty road that led to the highway that would take him to the highway, which would then take him to Albuquerque.  He had one of those thankless middle level jobs that had long ago ceased to be entertaining.  As the Cardinal’s personal representative, he had the responsibility to be his representative to all of the Parish Priests that were ministering to his people.  At one time he was driven by his zeal for his office and empowered by the passion that comes with youth.

As he aged he began to question himself.  He began to question many things about the doctrines of his church, and he developed an anger for the deaf ears within both the Church and the government who were content to keep the status quo, in their dealing with the nation’s first inhabitants.  

He had long been having some private dealings with others who felt as he did, and they had developed a plan.  He had always been politically neutral, but those days would soon be over.   He would try one more time to appeal to his Cardinal, and failing that, he would become a stone in the boots of people’s oppressors.  The system had only one more chance to prove that it still worked before that stone would pierce their feet.

Entertainment News brings you the first news of a new reality show which will be called “The Candidate”, where the viewers will nominate, study and select 

someone to run for the presidency in next year’s election.  Therefore, the

producers of the show are asking you to go on line, at WWW.THECANDIDATE
.COM and nominate that one person, who is not affiliated with any political

who you think would make a great president. You can’t nominate yourself and you can only make one nomination, so make it a good one. This is Daniel K. Toast,

for Entertainment News: have a good night.
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The officers of Edwards Entertainment had thought that their new show might do well, but they had never expected the landslide of nominations that was the result of the small announcement.  Obviously this was a bigger matter than they had anticipated.  The vehemence of many of the letters showed that a large portion of the country hated to current two-party system and quite a few of them extolled Edwards as a visionary revolutionary.

Personally, Bill Edwards just thought that it would be an interesting experiment.  He was always on the lookout for a new concept for a show and when this notion came upon him, he knew that he had to act quickly.  The election was just next year, and if he didn’t do it now, he would have to wait four more years before he could try again, and who knew if the Reality Show craze would have waned by then.  

He sat at his desk and stared across the field at the productions facilities sprawled out before him.  Until he got these letters, he had never seen himself as anything more than a purveyor of popular entertainment, but once it was pointed out to him, he kind of liked the idea of being a social reformer.

