REBELS WITHOUT A BRA

“Bless me Father, for I have sinned.  It has been four months since my last confession…Hey Father, I have this thing I have been doing for the past 15 years and now I got my daughter doing it. I don’t really know if it is a sin or not, but I figured after all this time and since I have her hooked on this too, I better fess up.”

“Oh, well go ahead my child.”

“I really don’t know where to start on this.  I guess it started back in the 60’s with the Woman’s Liberation movement.  I was only a little kid, but I remember watching TV at the time with my mom who was ironing in her skirt and apron.  We were watching the marches and women descending upon Washington.  Brassieres being set afire and thrown into piles in front of the White House.  We both thought it was kind of funny at the time, but also pretty radical and disrespectful to the President. Women’s Lib? I wondered to myself.  I didn’t know if this was going to be a good idea or not.”

“Ok, well…”

“But Father it could also have had something to do with my Grandmother.  She had the hugest breasts I had ever seen on a woman.  Forgive me for saying this, but she could have literally thrown them over her shoulder and tied them in a bow behind her neck.  I feared to have something like this happen to me, as I grew older.  My Grandmother had no middle.  It was just these mammoth breasts from her neck to her pelvis ever since I could remember.  I used to have nightmares about waking up and looking down and these things would hit the floor as soon as I got out of bed and I would be dragging them across the room.  I would wake up screaming some times!”

“Now how is this related too?”

“I used to ask my mom if I was going to inherit these breasts because everybody told me I looked like my Grandmother when I was little.  Of course, then we weren’t allowed to say the word, breasts, boobs, knockers, well you know.  I was told to call them Grandmother’s “hearts”.  Why? I don’t know?  But believe me, Grandmother had the biggest, lowest hearts I had ever seen.”

“So where does this sin come in?”

“I’m getting to that.  Fourteen years later my little sister came along and she was afraid of the same curse being passed on to her regarding Grandmother as well.  We still always had to refer to Grandma’s breasts as her “hearts” whenever we talked about them.  It got to be a joke with us after awhile.  Every time we were in church and you would say, “We lift up our hearts to the Lord”, we would look at each other and break out laughing hysterically and lift our breasts to the air.  Unfortunately, to this day we still do it!  My sister, Lauryn and me.”

 ANYTIME we would hear something on TV, a song, “Give me your heart”, “Let me touch your heart”,  “heart is where the home is”, anything to do with hearts we would always laugh about this.”

“Well, that’s not really THAT bad a sin, but a forgivable one.”

“Father it gets worse.  Not only have my sister and I shared this joke with each other for years, but also my daughter has known it and shared in it since birth.  Then when she was about four years old, I became a single mother, divorced, working 12 – 14 hours a day at the hospital just to try to get money for her and I to survive.  My husband had run off and left me for some rich bimbo and we ended up selling our house. Lauryn and I ended up in an apartment, me working to death, her, poor baby, in Daycare.  Anyway, one night driving home from work after picking her up from the babysitter, I was tired and in a bad mood.  I was sick of always getting up in the dark and going home in the dark.  So this was Women’s Lib in the 1980’s – work all day, work all night, go home and still clean your house, do the laundry, do the bills, take care of your kid, fix your car!  What a crock!  What a wonderful thing this was for women everywhere I thought to myself.  My feet hurt, my bra was killing me, I mean really killing me, so I took it off in the car.”

“You took it off while driving?”

“Yes, Father, have you ever seen “Flash Dance”?  There is a scene in the movie where the girl takes her bra off under her clothes and flips it on the coffee table right in front of this guy.  Well, anyway I mastered the art of that.  Undo the back, go up the sleeve pull down one strap then the other and pull from the front and Walla – you’re free!”

“Yes, I think I remember seeing that movie at one time or another.”

“Well, after I got it off, and I had this old tired wired thing in my hand, I didn’t know what to do with it. We were going home over the Matthews Bridge.  Lauryn looked at me from her car seat and said “your hearts are free!”  I started laughing and without a thought rolled down my car window and screamed “My heart is free” and let the bra fly out into the night air and the wind took it over the side of the bridge, or so I thought.”

“What do you mean, did it cause an accident?”

“No Father, but the next morning in traffic we were stuck bumper to bumper going back over the Matthews Bridge and guess what was stuck to a post in mid air on the side of the bridge?”

“Your bra?” 

“Yes, Father my old dirty, white, worn out 38C flapping in the wind like a flag.  Lauryn saw it first and we both started laughing hysterically.”

“Well, I would think this is more of a littering sin, perhaps a venial one…”

“Father it gets worse. This wasn’t just a one-time thing.  In fact, it has been going on now like I said for 15 years.  My daughter and I have thrown bras all over Jacksonville declaring our Independence and Freedom.  It has become a tradition that I know will probably be passed down to her daughter and beyond.  From that first time on, every old bra after that got worn for one last time and sometimes even good bras at a whim got thrown out the window.  If we hear a song on the radio about “giving your heart to somebody” anything to do with that old “heart” phrase which reminded us of big boobs, Women’s Lib whatever, the bras came off, we would scream “Freedom” and fling them into the wind.  Lauryn couldn’t even wait to get her first training bra.  Two days after she got one she wanted to fling it out the window.  It has become quite an epidemic with us now.  We have thrown bras out over every bridge in this city, the entire Riverside area, funeral parlors, fast food restaurants, the beaches, cemeteries, shopping center parking lots, Father we have pretty much covered the streets of Jacksonville over the years in our old underwear.  Father, are you laughing?  Please this is serious!” 

“Well, I guess the only thing I can say to that is I forgive you of your sins and you just need to really, really TRY to get over this before you get a littering ticket.  You do need to be careful you could cause an accident if one of these things ever flew into the windshield of a car or something.”

”Oh, we always look around first Father before we fling them out to make sure nobody is around.”

“Ok, well say three Hail Mary’s and I forgive you of this sin. Now tell me child in your heart, don’t you feel better that you finally got this off your chest?”

“Father you are just asking for it!”
