
What was your experience at the Women’s March? 
 
Jamie: I went to the Women’s March in Boston with my mother and her sister. Knowing that traffic into 
that city would be horrendous, we decided to take the T in from Riverside. The line at the station extended 
the entire length of the parking lot, and it took over an hour to get on the train. At each stop more and 
more people tried to pile into the already cramped car. Once we arrived in Boston, it was only a short 
walk to the Common; however, the streets were filled with people. Thousands of men, women, and 
children wore pussyhats and held signs supporting women and protesting the results of the election. We 
managed to push towards the middle of the crowd so we could hear the speakers. I tried looking to see 
how far the crowd, but there seemed to be no end. Instead of the expected 70,000 people, almost 150,000 
were in attendance. Because of the sheer number of people, the actual march had to be cancelled. It would 
have been like a “snake eating its own tail”. It took another hour or so for the crowd to dissipate enough 
for everyone to move freely. Afterwards we walked around the city for a bit, but everywhere we went 
there was evidence of the March.  
 
June: I attended the March with a cohort of my closer friends all with an undying faith of equity and all its 
implications for human betterment. The March exactly was an emblem of that—a wonderful coming 
together of seemingly unvoiced voices, an outcry against a common perpetrator, and a multifaceted and 
complex group of causes and people. Upon our arrival by bus from Southborough town to the Boston 
Common, the incredible community of like minded individuals excited me. The seemingly radical sign I 
strung to my body, an outlined image of a naked woman with censorship X’s fluttering off to the side, 
was applauded by those of the march around me. The incredible noise, energy, camaraderie, and mellow 
chaos worked to give my peers and I a wonderful sense of camaraderie. It is often times that in periods in 
which there is such a nonsensical imposition of one’s personal way of life, such as Trump’s inauguration, 
an overwhelming feeling of isolation and shookedness comes to them. The Women’s March acted as a 
physical and ideological reminder that such feelings, in effect, are a far reaching farce.  
 
 
Why did you attend the Women’s March?  
Jamie: I attended the March because I knew it was going to be a crucial moment in history. I am a strong 
supporter of equality and many of my rights as a woman have been threatened with the election of Trump; 
going to the March was a way of standing up for myself and for my gender.  
 
June: Not being an American myself, I mostly attended to voice my frustration about the rhetoric towards 
minorities within this country. It seems as a female of colour, it was only my role as a liberal Leftist and 
an absolute opposer of the Trumpist agenda, no matter how disheveled it may seem, to voice myself 
through the mass chant of people of similar cause. I also went to first-handedly expose myself to the 
political climate here in Boston.  
 
What did you gain?  
Jamie: Going to the Women’s March reaffirmed my values and refocused my determination to fight for 
what I believe in. Being surrounded by thousands of people with the same opinion was motivating in that 
now I know I am not alone in wanting change.  



June: I, as most people did, gained a sense of camaraderie with the people of Massachusetts. I also gained 
a new sense of overt activism, that enabled with my feet and mouth, as one that is significant. 
Interestingly, I mostly gained an appreciation for the human race; an infinitely multitudinous and 
progressing one.  
 
 
 
 


