
Reflection on the Women’s March 
 
     When I boarded a flight to LaGuardia Airport, the male flight 
attendant greeting me asked where I was headed. It was his programmed 
generic question to passengers, and he was smooth in his delivery.  
     Initially I didn’t pay any attention, and then I realized that here was a 
slight window of opportunity. I took advantage that no one was right 
behind me, and I stopped in the doorway of the plane. 
      I said, “New York…to participate in the Women’s March.”  
     Perhaps, this wasn’t on his radar and that reflected in his reply, 
“Why?” He gave me a puzzled stare.  
     I looked at him directly in the eyes and said, “Why not?”  
     If later he took a moment to mull over my rhetorical question, then he 
might think through why other women behind me in line were also on 
the same mission. What was our purpose? What does it mean in the 
greater scheme of life? 
     I never considered that his response was on the opposite pole as 
mine, nor did I think that we were at odds personally. It’s just the way 
life seems to go these days.  
      Once the plane was in the air, the flight attendant pulled out a video 
of his preschooler who had just had an emergency visit to the doctor for 
a finger injury at daycare and was sharing it with passengers. He had 
immediate needs on his mind. Women. Causes. Issues. He didn’t have 
more than cursory time for them. I understand.  
     Once settled in, the two women in front of me and I engaged in 
conversation over how this particular march had its controversary - The 
New York City League of Women Voters is struggling with its image of 
being an anti-Semitic white, older women’s group - while a splinter 
march would be focused on immigration and justice in another part of 
the city.  
    We bantered back and forth and I could see that they had made up 
their minds to dismiss my marching choice. They thought the march at 
Union Square would suit them better. We couldn’t even settle on sharing 
a taxi into Manhattan, let alone which was the “true” march.  



     I had done my homework and realized that divisiveness would 
probably make this the last formal march in New York City. It is 
unfortunate that women might be shooting themselves in the foot. Sad, 
but true.  
     Chatting with the others, I said that I was there for the greater good of 
all women’s issues, and I would be marching with my daughter and her 
yoga friends. There is a need for generations to join together and allow 
the younger ones to see that their mothers and grandmothers have been 
on the forefront for years. It’s not a new agenda, and as much as youth 
want to believe they target causes that are original, that’s not the case. 
     The woman seated next to me was heading to Washington D.C. and 
she had similar views. She hoped to be counted for her actions along 
with her sister and nieces.  
     Of course, it happens all the time when I travel that there is a 
personal connection. In this case, my seatmate formerly taught in the 
Rochester City Schools with a close friend of mine that we both highly 
admire as a lifelong activist and union leader during the school system 
strike.  
     So, on a brisk New York City morning thrilled that I was dodging the 
mega storm at home, I marched proudly for women worldwide. For my 
retired Rochester activist friend. For friends unable to attend. For my 
husband. That’s why.  
      
 
 
      


