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I stopped wearing a bra when I was sixteen. It was summer, and I attended a car wash for 
Bible Bowl. My skin roasted. I put on sunscreen, but we were outside all day, and I am very, 
very pale. Afterward, I took a cold shower, gently coaxing the heat out of my skin with the 
water, and I lathered myself in aloe vera after I got out. I had plans for that evening, but I 
couldn’t bear the thought of putting the tight straps of a bra against my burned skin. So I didn’t. 
And I didn’t the next day, when the burn began to blister, or the week after, as the skin peeled off 
in chunks. By then it had been so long without one that wrestling my breasts back into that cage 
would suffocate me. So I didn’t. 

And I haven’t since, not regularly. Occasionally I’ll wear a tank top with a shelf, 
sometimes a bralette with no underwire and no padding. Sometimes people stare, make 
comments. In high school, a senior came up to me, and she said, “Jase… Sometimes I can… 
tell.” And I said, “Yes? And?” Her eyes widened, and she didn’t have a response. I could tell that 
this had never occurred to her before, that even though I knew that people could see the shape of 
my nipple, I just didn’t care. I could tell that she had never thought she had a choice. Until my 
sunburn, neither did I. 
 

It’s hard to think about breasts as what they are, sacks of fat, because women’s bodies are 
oversexualized. It’s gotten to the point that a mother cannot use her breasts for what they’re for, 
breastfeeding her baby, in public without alarm, even if she’s covered up, which she shouldn’t 
have to be. A mother doesn’t cover a bottle with a blanket, because that would be absurd. In that 
moment, that’s what the breast is: the way the baby eats. People don’t react this way when cows 
feed their calves, or when goats feed their kids, but because a woman’s body is seen through the 
lens of sex all the time, it can’t even perform its basic function anymore.  

My favorite analogy to use when describing the discrepancies between how men’s and 
women’s bodies exist in the world is that of the roofer. There is a man, shirtless, on a roof. His 
nipples are exposed to the world, and yet, nobody gives a fuck. Yeah, if he’s ripped, some people 
might see him and think, “Wow, what a good looking guy!” but that’s not guaranteed to be the 
first thing people think, and it certainly won’t be the only thing. This man’s body is allowed to 
functionally exist: it is a body doing physical work. A woman’s body is not offered this same 
freedom. A female roofer would not be allowed to go shirtless, even though she would get just as 
warm.  

Here’s a story. The male cross-country runners in my high school ran shirtless, and the 
female runners ran in sports bras, and the school still fielded complaints about how scandalous 
the women were, even though they were more covered up than the men.  
 

I’ve stopped noticing the stares, mostly. They always take me by surprise when I do 
notice, because I’m around my body all the time. I see my breasts when I spill toothpaste down 
my front, when I’m getting dressed in the morning, when I’m trying to do yoga and they hit me 
in the face. I’m around my body all the time, so to me, it’s just skin and fat. I forget that’s not 
how others see me. I used to let the comments get to me more, like when my uncle said that I 
needed to wear a bra because his sons, four and six at the time, were there. That was four years 
ago, when I was seventeen, and I haven’t talked to him since. I talk to his sons still, though, and 



his sons do not stare at my breasts because they don’t see them as sexual objects. They ask me if 
I can help them with the DVD player, and I do, and they thank me. They ask me if I can make 
them sandwiches, or if I want to play bad chess with them, and I love them, and I am afraid that 
someday they will treat women like their father does: as objects. 
 

That girl who talked to me in high school about seeing the shape of my nipples through 
my shirt, she doesn’t wear a bra now. I’ve never talked to her about what made her make that 
decision for herself, but I like to imagine I helped give her the courage. I see photos of her on 
Facebook now, her breasts covered in the appropriate layers of clothing, just less pushed up, less 
stifled, more comfortable. 

And I know that I’m lucky. I know that there are women who hate bras but need them 
because of back pain, or women who have those close to them make a way bigger deal about 
their breasts than mine have. I’m lucky enough to be stubborn, especially in the face of comfort. 

Bras should be a choice. If people want or need to wear them, great! If people don’t want 
to or can’t wear bras, super duper! I just want to exist in the world as a person rather than a 
sexualized object. I want the fat on the front of my body to be treated the same as the other 
pockets of fat that line my body. I don’t want my breasts to be a reason to not take me seriously, 
or as a reason to shield me away from children. 
 

I guess what I’m saying is that if I were a female roofer, and if I took my shirt off on a 
roof, I would likely be arrested, regardless of whether or not I was breaking the law. Have you 
ever thought about that? Have you ever thought of a world where women exist and take up space 
with their natural bodies and have that not be weird?  
 

Because I have.  
 

I think about it a lot. 
 
 


