
Victory 

 

She had just woken up, moments before her alarm was supposed to go off. She slipped out of bed, 

tugging on a bright red sweater. The colour of victory.  

 

She crept down the hallway, past her daughter’s bedroom and down the stairs. With each creak she 

winced, she had to keep quiet. If her daughter woke, everything would be ruined. She opened the door 

to the house, smiling at the large maple tree in her front yard. Her daughter loved all the leaves, the 

colours especially. The two of them had raked for hours, before selecting the ten best leaves and 

bringing them inside. An aftermath of crafting had ensued.  

 

She snapped out of her daze and grabbed the newspaper out their mailbox, which was shaped like an 

owl. Her daughter had picked it out and now, whenever she left for school, she would make hooting 

noises, pretending to be the bird.  

 

She squeezed her eyes shut as she turned the paper over to the front page. Her heart was racing as she 

opened her eyes and let out a stifled giggle. A smile so wide and so joyous spread across her face as she 

did a little jump. She ran into the kitchen to prepare breakfast. She couldn’t wait to see her daughter’s 

face when she was told the good news. After two fried eggs were made, two glasses of orange juice 

were poured, and two yogurts were opened she crept upstairs to wake her daughter. Opening the door, 

she could see the lines of sunlight streaking her daughter’s face. She started humming softly as she sat 

down at the edge of her daughter’s bed. The young child stirred, hand grasping tightly onto a stuffed 

animal. She opened one of her eyes and let out a yawn.  



 

“Hey sleepyhead, I’m afraid it’s time to get up,” She said, nudging her daughter. The little girl rubbed her 

eyes and sat up. “Afraid? I’m happy to get up!” The woman smiled as she scooped up her daughter and 

carried her downstairs.  

 

The newspaper had been hidden and the breakfast had been laid out. The food was a perfect 

distraction. “You think vanilla yogurt is going to distract me? C’mon, tell me the news!” Her daughter 

cried, laughing as she pulled up her chair.  

 

The two sat across from each other. The older one took the newspaper in her hands and pressed it close 

to her chest. Her daughter was happily eating her egg, looking cautiously up at her, every few seconds. 

She was patient, just as she was taught.  

 

“Whatever happens, just be happy okay? You’re quite young so it doesn’t affect you as much.” The 

woman said. 

 

“Yeah but it’ll affect you a whole lot. For four years of your life. That’s a pretty long time.” The daughter 

retorted. The woman smiled, shaking her head. “Okay, ready?” She said giving the newspaper to her 

daughter, the headline of Election Results splayed out in a big bold font.  

 



Her daughter’s face was like a firework. Dark and silent one second, fiery and bright the next. She stood 

up screaming, jumping around the kitchen. The woman let out a cry of delight as she daughter pranced 

and danced her way around the room. Because there, on the front page, was a woman. A woman was 

going to be running Canada for the next four years. It did also help that she resembled the daughter. 

Same face shape, same hair, same eye, and skin colour.  

 

The woman’s daughter was much too young to fully understand politics, but _that didn’t stop her from 

having an opinion. Because now, all her campaigning had paid off. At first the young girl’s mother had 

been skeptical; going around the playground telling the other children to tell her parents who they 

should vote for was a bit risqué. Her mother encouraged her to speak up and educate others, and talk 

about how important it is to having a female prime minister. She could discuss why this affected so 

many things, why this affected so many people. The woman noticed her eggs had gone cold.  

 

Her daughter was back in her chair, staring intently at the newspaper. Still taking it all in. “One day,” She 

said, “This is going to be me.”  


