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Tell your boyfriend about your sexual assault. What

happened. mmos you suffered. How you made your

L , way nru.oﬁmr it. How you feel about it now. Tell him 4 LETT!
- ugar, _ Otherwise it creates the burden of a mmn—.oa«.o:»umﬁom -’ _

Four years ago, I was raped. _ wonderful to keep. C
Anger and panic became a deep part of my life and , Yours v
almost dragged me under. It took a long time but I > %
pulled myself up and onward. Sugar y
I feel it’s behind me and I am over it.

Well, I have been dating a great guy for about a year .
and a half, we have a healthy and positive relationship. _ doc
Do I tell him about my sexual assault? » ‘ ]
Do I need to?

We've been through some stuff but I don’t know if he’s ,

capable of hearing about this. u \

I worry it might freak him out and affect our relationship. M |

I need your advice. “ |
Sioed, |

Why Tell? |

SUGAR. Dear Why Tell, \_ ,,

1 asked my friend, a talented painter, how she recovered [

| Chose Van Gogh _

from being sexually assaulted, how she resumed i _
gw%mg&%onm%%aﬁwgmg , ‘ -
continued to go on and be a talented painter and live a | i '
full life. She told me that we get to decide who we allow " i}
to influence us. M
She said, “I could allow myself to be influenced by a |
man who screwed me against my will or I could allow ! [ SUI
myself to be influenced by van Gogh. _ L
I chose van Gogh.” _
You chose van Gogh too. I salute you for making your ,

way through your experience to this side of it.

But you have a secret within you.

SU

him know what a warrior you are.

Keeping this trauma from your boyfriend doesnt let \ mc
We need o let the people who love us see what made us. ~
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How You Get Unstuck

LETTER WRITER #2. Dear Sugar,

1 got pregnant, and my boyfriend and me - we were
excited to become parents.

When 1 was six-and-a-half months pregnant, I
miscarried.

(SUGAR turns to LETTER WRITER #2.)

Since then, not a day has gone by when I haven't
thought about who that child would have been. A girl.
She had a name. Every day I wake up and think, “My
daughter would be six months old.” or, “My daughter
would maybe have started crawling today” Sometimes,
all I can think is the word daughter, daughter over and
over and over.

I'm not sad or pissed off. I just don’t care about
anything. I'm numb. And I can’t get past it. Most of the
people in my life expect me to have moved on by now.
One pointed out, “It was only a miscarriage.” So I also
feel guilty about being so stuck, grieving for a child that
never was.

le for saying that, but agg#H

v sometimes, I
don’t eat for days and then sBegetiy
in sight and throw it all up,
walking on the treadmilJ#

% understands that 1%
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The Ordinary Miraculous

LETTER WRITER #3. Dear Sugar,
One of the general mysteries of life is that I don’t know
what something will turn out to be until Pve lived
through it. Will you give us an example of something
you thought was one thing, and then became another?
Signed,
Curious

SUGAR. Dear Curious,
The summer 1 was mmmwnmg.miummmibmmosus
country road with my ‘mother when we stopped at a

yard sale. There was nothing much of interest at the
sale, but a moment before I was about to suggest we

leave, something caught my eye: a red velvet dress
trimmed with white lace, fit for a toddler.
1 was pretty certain at that moment that I would

picked it up.
LETTER WRITER #2. (As Sugars mother.) You want this dress?
For someday?
(SUGAR secs LETTER WRITER #2 as her mother
in the past.)
SUGAR. But I'm not even going 1o have kids...
LETTER WRITER #2. (4s Sugars mother,) You can put it ina
box. Hwo:w&érmﬁ?no%%%o: decide.
SUGAR. I don’t have a dollar.
LETTER WRITER #2. 1do.
(SUGAR addresses the audience.)
SUGAR. Three years later, I'd be standing in a field not far
from that yard sale, holding the ashes of my mother’s
body in my palms. My mother was gone, the red dress
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was still with me, packed into a cedar box that had
v&obm&ﬂwwmu; dragged it with me all the way along
the scorching trail of my twenties and into my thirties,
irmbarm Swwmﬁmgo children: a son and then a daughter.
s was a secret only known by me, buried

T years among my mother’s best things. When I
g&ngmgwgwéﬁmgmg&
and kissed at the same time, like the volume was bei
g&édﬂﬂﬂ&&@%&&%ﬂ&ngg»ﬁm
were true about its existence had an opposite effect and
were yet the same single fact:

My mother
Y .@cemsu a dress for the granddaughter she'll

My mother
- W___ " .@Sﬁw& a dress for the granddaughter she'll

How beautiful. How ugly.
How little. How big.

#.v.m o di nmm@gmﬂmﬂ.ﬂ and m.moEmsa&muﬁ ,f DW
0 _.moBmESQEgmo.Oﬁicu_nwﬁows e
dith with that, to put it in a box and wait. To trust that



