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 The large ballroom was filled with half tipsy women in casual business wear. Their 

poised bodies defied their loud nature as the spoke of the upcoming vote for the World Council.   

“Ladies, please! Order! Order! We will continue on, but please remain calm. We’ve been 

doing this for decades; I don’t think it’s going to change anytime soon.”  

The room quickly bustled down as the ladies grumpily continued on with their previous 

conversation. 

“I swear, if they let those uneducated men back into the votes,” one lady grumbled to 

another. 

“You’ll what Candace? It’s not like they’d have a real say in the matter.”  

“Now, ladies, I’d like for us to come to a vote about the upcoming election. We have the 

Secretary of State, Ms. Jane Parker,” the ladies hooped and hollered as Ms. Parker came to the 

stand. She was a fat woman of about 42 and had not been married due to her wanting to focus on 

her career, which consisted of one term on the World Council and a part-time management job at 

a call center from her hometown. A man quietly followed her from behind, his smile just as 

bright. “We also have the Senator of Tennessee, Joe Smith.” His name was announced with as 

much enthusiasm as a eulogy.  

Mr. Smith had been the Senator of Tennessee for two terms now and he had also been a 

sheriff for a couples years prior. He was a positive man of about 40, and had a handsome face to 

match his beautiful personality. 



“I’d like to personally congratulate you all for allowing a male representative this year. It 

has been an honor to run alongside of such a qualifying opponent.” Ms. Parker smiled as she 

stepped to the left side of the stage, allowing her counterpart to make his speech. 

“Honorable ladies of the voting session, I’d like to thank you, from the deepest parts of 

my soul for allowing me to have such an amazing opportunity. I realize that my opponent is 

more qualified than me, as she has been in this office before, but I’d like for you all to wonder 

what it would be like to have another voice on the council. What would someone like me say 

when voting on a law that affected me personally. It’s been years now, decades even, since 

we’ve had a proper say in how we’ve been treated. It’s been so long, and I’ve seen so many of us 

suffer. I know that we’ve been set in our way for a time, but I’d like to see change. I’d like to see 

equality for all. I’d like for all of us to be standing hand in hand at the finish line instead of 

someone being dragged across the halfway point. I would like a voice on the council not only for 

me, but for all men. Thank you.” The man quickly shuffled away from the microphone, tears 

rolling down his face as he thought of his father, his brothers, and his son.  

His wife, whom had been declined from joining the council for this term, stood behind 

the stage, waiting eagerly. She knew what was going to happen with little doubt in her mind, but 

she still wondered, what would it be like for a man to be able to properly vote for himself? The 

council was slowly taking steps forward an equal representation by letting her husband run for 

this term, but still. What would it be like to have a 50/50 match-up? A perfect, equal 

representation of the sexes? Her father might have gotten the health care that he needed if that 

had been true. Maybe her son wouldn’t be dying in her home.  

The vote ended quickly; quicker than ever before. The slips were counted within the 

hour. The announcement did not go well. All the women were in tears, including Mrs. Smith. 



“Joe!” she scratched out as he stared into the sea of women. It was a women’s world, 

after all. 


