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@ll/ﬂ mm/cguw /m/////feé @% % J;y/e //mayw/fy q/ (;é and
wmﬁ% éea(//y%/ % as well as /eclfmfeé G?%ﬁ(ﬁ?% dlories gf
cur characler %yﬂw DBrewn an action-thriller hereine in the
classie vein of an %&’wmw g%wﬂww/y/m?ww//dfd/ﬁ /’ma//y/ﬁ/f
aclion and adventure! @%&//@ /)/z%mcém&mz/ nowr, and are

Gddf{}/% %}fwyﬁ thés magqas ne eaxcliss 4 as cur yad/ i lo have
all who will be 604245'6/6/{6@%44 /éa//ffd read the Afﬁ///fy/.

@m/mlm@c/ maodel in lhis @;wm'wf/ L%(/ﬁ, cerlain le be a
%@//4%&‘@/&3 L%(w i fencun as % %ﬁ// %/

Hhe i5 beautiful. latented and ambitions, and fere is her

interview
%ﬂ@@%/% /001%4{//}6&/(% lo lﬂ@/’/ét?% with % in the future!
- %;/wwlzf %ﬁ %'ﬂ//ﬂd
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Q&e&f[mz 7
Tlle, W Tty Sy

%/ %77%@6 12 v 9/@ but jy&é} % LC/L‘L{//‘DZ@/
% which i my. /&%Wﬂ name, and LC/L/ @ zd/g/é Shor.
Fam O/Wyl'ﬂ?ﬂ%/ /%m N eriey, and - I started
mcm/eé/% (7 ﬁﬁ@é in LOPS with local and a magazine al
7/% deéﬂﬁé/

S went te Mhisiouri Ghate University. where i Mogored
in Drcictigy and Minared in Chemistry. I went all the
way to NMesiouri alhite being from New. Jersey becanse i
received a full Division 1 Track @ Ticld ethelarihip.
S honeitly am not sure of what my geals were there, and
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I%ﬁy don t m/? maller. %@//gw was an extreme %@//@/76
because g/ the racism thal f @géwfw/wec/. @QM% in the
%Mé f @9&@%’@72&6@/ dome g/ the maest unthinfeable racist
experiencds, some F eannat gém/é on, bt L/fé/feam/w/

%@ are $6Ine g/ my/ m&m/é%mwz/d lhal f achieved in

college.

Teademic - Aeicvements
eademically
/. I achieved being a second author on a published journal
article an a topic that investigated the ofects of Wetal

%@é@/@'e/@ an futmarn fﬁ%/mm/ cancer cells and rat
mwll/w/y cancer celly.

O ST am the 2024 @({ﬁlwm/&/% gmmémle @Zm/@ﬁj al
%@M@' %ﬂf@ @é@/ﬂ@ﬁdig/

4



ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025
S DU 5 (S
. D lmes cair 4 4

4. ﬂe /émd@ﬂleaf Mmmﬁﬁm/myd at 70 w//ﬂymlﬁ

researdl conferences

/. W %&M/@Mﬂ% %ﬁm@é&'@n (1 the 44 @2/@/
(202/)

2 NCHTL D 1 West Regianal Track @ . Teld
Qhalifier for the 4o { Retay (2021)

3, W /4 emy/@miw@ 7{6@9’&/&/?& in 2027
Q{géﬂ'@n 2.

f ane a erealie. :f/w/e lo erecte. %}fmfﬁj%wz

eae//fy[/w'/%. % mind i /;ngmm/ é% various %1}775 In
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e&//%ﬁ i when j entered ﬁ%%zw/mze% as an arlist and f
/%%/ have been able lo ereale so mudch. % creative
(ngplration comes S from what ﬁ an the inside. . S was
W/g I%/mayﬂ so much ﬁwﬁm@ becatse of racism. %
cullure in the rural area ée&/% not diverse, and there being a
lack of dd/ﬂﬁﬁﬂﬁ% / for %ﬁ/eo/é/@ Black queer women (n
Sparticular led me lo create and advocate. % arl i
LA /éawey{d and there are slories behind every prece.
It all Started with 77%/444[04@ expresiion. @;ﬁ% @ DPBlack
woman (n the %wedé mm';% ﬁ/f /%lﬂ@/fﬁwm,ﬂé/ﬂ%
and allernalive 0/@1%/}/% was c&%/m‘e? bold gf me lo do. %
ane was af/feddézgw lifee me in that area. %é %&e&/@
/JW me, bul j also /J?Zéél)lfea/ a lol g’ waomen, 7(466}6/60//@,
and, /éea/ék gﬂ color le nol care aboul white social dandards
and what /é@/e Ja% % various identities in % & what j
hope people latee from me. @0{0 can be @%Wﬂ you wand.
@a{(/ can be a /éwq/eddmim/, yow can be a baddie, mm’ym&
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can alse be an arlis. % one can tell %aa/ %dl%ﬁll/ can t do

JWA/}/%/

Wore related te my ar, I started /é@ygbmm//% becawse - I
waore ene gﬂ m% crealeee ca/g?% loa (//f(/y / é(//ifkdy(w shouw,
and lhe /M’M?wfﬁm asteed me lo /éa/( Grm in the nexl one.
%47@ there, ny crealive /’ﬂ{mﬂé//{ﬂm@é% ﬂ@y@m@e&/ al
drag. burlesgue, and (G- G shaws in the local
@/ZM/%M e&mmum[i%, f eaeﬂ//é@yé/mnec/ al my
%@M@M{{y/ Trom there, ﬂ%&w& lo be a M'yzw& 7
needed costumes /5/16 mny dhcwes and j didye 1 want lo /éay cr
them, o j made lthem myﬂ% f fand a/@%/w@/ and made
my o %ﬂ/ﬂﬂ/ﬂd/ %@Jl‘({/m/@ ﬁ/ﬂ a %mn s

/é@r vrmed in, 2025, % W mny ﬂ/@é ever c/w'ym/,
%ZI}@ there ﬁ/(ealﬁal D total %@%)ZM/ m&i% aledl'%ﬂé and
Fam mw'éé;% an mare! I also Started Q/KJ'%/?/)/% Dvsties,

A j ve made some W6~W /% warmers and other
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miseellancotts designs. . I ean honestly type paragraphs abot
my art beeatsie - I ean de it all. . I take some of my own
phatograply. I de my cwn mabenp, I dhoreograph my
clen performances, and f@/@%ﬁ/ my cwn coslumes. ST am
the Uugprint for myself and - I coutidn t be more proud of
cverything - I ve accomplished. . I lwve my dream every
day.

Q«w/m/z/ 51

T ve avercome a ton o cbitacles. e é%eéé one was
71 }}% ol g/ @/Z/’M%{K/d %ﬁ{w& j m nol even [rom
there, %/ag spent @mﬂd o my e there, but é’aﬁ% there
had such a J'g/ﬂj%a/mf (mpact on my /yé % ﬁw;m/a /%m/
the nertheast can m/ﬁ understand becaise Z%E% ve never
lived there. M@Wﬁ@ééde@ the racial \d%fmn and
slruclire ¢4 e&wgé/a‘e?/ d%}@ﬂlﬁ % 4 b0 much lo express, and
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wuntil /@(0 ve %66/ in a small %ﬂ@l loun, wil%ﬁmyﬂ(m
/mé/ as a %@éyﬁwy M//lf, 4 a eéa//ﬁ/% lo
eﬂlwgéﬁmé'j@ what i 5 litee.

% racism in alhlelios was the éy&'fmﬁ%, and the ey
that the coach did not care was cédy//éw% % aln
roommale and leammale was fd%{/'ﬂjw lo her é&%g@'@ﬂ@/ aboul
lowr a @Zl@é man deserved wyd oot é% the /éﬁdw while f
was there. % racism that weas é@é/éww'i% aAcress mu@ék
leams al ny schocl was so Sick. % was all céﬁfl}ﬁ% 2020
when #@W was a trend. k% q/ the racism led ny
lecommales lo ereale Z%ﬁﬁi’dé %@é alhlelic Myw/zgaf/@n al
cur (///?WM//% A %/@mf %ﬁ/ﬁfﬁ %’ﬂ/nﬁ&
which served as a Jg/e ééaw/?b/{ %Za@é athleles lo share their
m;é&n’wwed, and m/wea/ﬁﬁ/ﬂ crselves. Lﬁﬂdé lthe %
@;@Wm/‘ g/ lthe Myﬂ/ﬂgﬁllm&

f W//% don t want le W (nte details about all gf the
/@MMM/ chstacles that ﬂ/e W/WZ/M becatse j e nol
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ready ta share them get. Latwever. . I lock back at the
disturbing raciim that - ve experienced - I was basically
living in the 1 9ok in LOZ0... to cseape that area and
came back to the cast coast and Trrive here in Dhiladephhia
creates a love for the ‘City of D hiladepphia bl no cther. . I
am so afppreciative and gratofil to be where . I am right

V2L

Q«w/m/z/ 4

%QW/ ma@% @/fecm}ﬂ% and a/eé'%/m/?%, but f ﬁ%dej/i an
a h;y@ advocale, researcher and f an M{A/ (nvolved in
polilics. T den t litee te gpeak aboul my /éﬂgﬂedé/@/m/ Maizﬁky
with my. /ée//fdcwm/ art career, ﬂ%@ lo /4@ the lweo d¢w/az‘&

%ﬂé{/ﬁ/ﬂ, Lfedm/ Share that f wand te chtain a @j @
and f wanl fﬂéﬁg& an/wmj/}/yﬁw @mﬁ maternal
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Designs by Miss Kinky Kitty

11



ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025

12



ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025




ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025




SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025

ISSUE NO. 1

15



ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025




ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025




ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025

18



ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025




ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025

20



ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025

L




ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025




ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025

. L /]
(C) (/Z.f (4 '{"’/I‘/ 74 //.«/ (/( 706}

N

23



ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025

24



ISSUE NO. 1 SUGAR BROWN MAGAZINE DECEMBER 2025

SUGAR BROWN

She is born. Unwanted to a girl of seventeen. Her father was the boyfriend of her
own Mother. The girl is given to her older sister after her Grand-Mother dies. The
young woman leaves home and becomes hits the streets after she leaves the
hospital. “What you gon’ do for money?” She stares at her sister blankly, and says
“Don’t worry about it Sweetheart. I'll be back for her.”

15 years pass.
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Time on the streets, Time in the Marines and then Time in jail.

She sat in her cell in a stylish suit she bought, she hoped would still be
fashionable when she got out, to look for a job. As she waited her mind flashed
back over the years since her life was turned upside down. Back to the night she
was brutalized. She promised to kill him and was beaten to a pulp. She crawled

out the door of her Mother’s Apartment and made her way down the street
where she was sure to find her Father drinking as he had married again.

He put down his beer as the other regulars stared in shock at what looked like a
bloody teenage White Girl, he rushed through and snatched up his child.

He took her home and the new wife helped clean her up, and they sat up all night
with her, and a few more days went by until she was strong enough to decide
what she wanted to do.

The two had a plan best kept to themselves.
The Father had his idea, and Cyn had her own.

The trunk of her Daddy’s car was emptied and they waited for him one evening as
he made his way to her Mothers’ place but he never reached it.

He was smacked in the head with a crow bar and tossed in the trunk of the car.
The night was icy cold in Michigan. The villain woke up in the dark freezing and
terrified. Stupidly he began to protest his treatment so they pulled over and
smacked him in the head with the crowbar again.

Cyn during her time as a streetwise person, had learned a few tricks, one of them
was pick-pocketing.

She made note of her Fathers’ gun, and she thought he planned to kill the man.

But when the moment came, he reached for the gun and saw it in his daughters’
hand as she pumped a bullet through the villains’ head.

“Well Baby Girl, | guess drowning him is out right about now.”

The two chuckled maniacally and silently as her Father held and rocked her back
and forth, as her tears froze on her face, making her appearance like a battered
porcelain doll.

They buried the bastard and for years she thought he would not be found and her
Mother had been warned not to report him missing.
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But after years on the street and | the service there was time left to serve for Cyn
as her Father was charged, but she quickly spoke up and not even opting to claim
remorse on the stand. Cyn was rehearsed to respond in the most sympathetic
way to sway the jury.

“Miss Brown, do you regret the crime with which you have found yourself
charged?” Asked her Attorney.

“I regret being assaulted, | regret being caught, and | regret that when | picked my
Daddy’s pocket that it was a gun, ‘cause if it was a knife, | would have cut that
motha’ fucka’ every-which way but loose!”

She got a Nickle, five years, less for ‘good behavior’.

Good behavior for Cyn was not gonna be an option, in or out of prison being a
small person always having to prove herself. She prayed for strength to get a
better life and get her child into her life finally. Gradually she met people who
just wanted to help, and she made a life for herself helping others navigate
through the system after she got out of prison.

She landed a job as a caseworker for Children’s Services and kept her head down,
started glancing through the Holy Bible...every now and then. Though she never
went to church because as a former hooker, she knew almost all of the area’s
clergy intimately.

She wondered daily what happened to her own child. The thought of seeing her

and finding any trace of resemblance of the pig who forced her, was more than

she would want to endure. However, fate brought The Mountain of Cyn’s fears,
to her door.

A pretty, seventeen-year-old girl came in, and she’s a runaway dropped off by a
lady cop friend who found her the previous night. Cyn senses that there is
something familiar about her, almost thinking of her younger reflection as some
sunlight struck her face. She looked tired and hungry. She had a look on her
young face like she been through it.

The girl was found living on the street and the cops picked her up.

“What’s your name?” She asks the girl. “Sugar.” Cyn probed further “What’s your
last name?” “Brown”. “Who your Mama is?” “l don’t know. My Gran’ Mama
Cecelia Brown, raised me ‘til she died, then my Aunt let me stay with her.”
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“What your real name is, the one on the Birth Certificate?”
“Chartreuse Sugar Brown.”

Cyn maintained her composure, and probed further. What you doin’ livin’ on the
streets if you got a place to stay?”

“My Aunt...got a boyfriend. An’ he tried...he t-t-tried..!”
“Okay. Straighten up now girl, you hear?”
She shouts for a co-worker to take the girl to lunch.
And she opens her purse and puts a gun and some brass-knuckles in it.

Cyn strutted quickly to her little white Mustang and slid her petite frame into it
and roared off down the Detroit street, blood pumping and nerve on edge!

She marches down to her sister’s last known address, her neighbor tells her
where she heard she had moved to.

Though she was not an imposing physical specimen by any stretch of the
imagination, those who crossed her likened her to the cartoon Tasmanian Devil, a
small but violent little being that left chaos and reeked terror wherever it went.
She could pass for a young Etta James and passed for White when she wanted to.

She marches to it. Flashbacks run through her mind of Marine Corps training. She
stops and finds her apartment, but nobody answers the door.

She goes down to the corner Bar, and has a glass of J&B. Then another.

She sips, wondering if she is going to have to kill somebody today...or just make
them wish they’d never been born.

She nurses her third Scotch and hears a stoned couple working their way down
the street and loudly argue back and forth all the way up the stairs.

She recognizes the both of them.

Her sister, and one of her Mother’s other ‘Boyfriends’, she remembered from
years ago.
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CYNTHIA BROWN, a.k.a. CYN.

Cyn knocks firmly on the door. She was then greeted by her older sister
Constance, called Connie...the wrong way!

“Bitch where the fuck yo’ ass been all these years?!”
“What the fuck you doin’ here now?!”

She pushes past her taller sister Connie, saying nothing to her, and locks eyes
with a bewildered drunken forty-five-year-old brute.

The brass-knuckles on her hand quickly responded to Connie’s inquiry.

Cyn stormed towards, and punched the older man until his nose was broken, and
both of his eyes were swoll’ shut, then worked the ribs, until he pleaded for
mercy after she broke two of them.

She took off the brass, and slapped the taste of cheap liquor out of Connie’s
mouth, then tumbled the man down a flight of stairs.

“We gon’ talk later Sis!” She threatened as she shoved her to the floor.
She then slammed the door, a drew her gun. Then told him to leave town.
And so he did.

She returned to her office stopped into the Lady’s and discovered she had a swig
of scotch resting in her flask. Long story short, ...she woke it up.

She finds a little Dentyne Gum and gracefully wobbles to her desk.

She gathers herself, and speaks. “Okay, Sugar...it’s time fo’ me to take you
home.”

The girl began to cry, and said she never wanted to see her Aunt Connie again.
“You don’t have to. I’'m taking you to my home...our home.
I’'m... your Mother, Sugar.”

The child’s eyes widen, and searches her face, finding similarities and knows that
it was true.

They embrace and cry together as the scene ends.
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The once absentee Mother bonds with her daughter. The years flash as moments
and new traditions form.

In time even Connie, the Aunt has improved herself, and their family unites.

As she approaches her 18™ birthday, she has no clue of what she wants to be. Her
Mother suggest the military and she is off the see the world. It’s a physically
demanding life, and she gave it her all, and finally decides to become a Police
Woman after recovering from a land mine injury which took her out of the
service.

She ends up doing undercover work, while her mother Cyn has decided to
become a Private Detective to the shock of everyone with good sense.

It’s all right pay, but her love of Music led her back to this Radio Station. Music
she thought to herself kept her soul and sanity intact, so this makes sense.

She flashes back to moments she lived on the street outside this very same Radio
Station, mocking DJs, and inserting her own handle in place of “Downtown
Motown Sounds” to...

“This is your girl Downtown Sugar Brown, comin’ at you Live from downtown
Deeee-troit! The Motor City Ba-by!

Scenes of a day in the life of a cop flicker through her mind from the previous
days, from babies being born in cabs, to chasing down junkies and purse
snatchers and crazy under-cover scenarios with her partner Greta.

She and the station manager debate of her lack of experience and pay.
He gives her a week to raise ratings, or she’s out.

She is shown the equipment, and her set up...and a couple of employees look her
over with scrutiny. They leave after she makes it through 3 commercial readings.

As she put on her headset and chooses her first record to spin.

She draws The Late Night Shift and turns the small rickety fan on her sweaty
chest. She cuts off the lights and slips out of her brassiere, reaches in her pocket
and pulls out a joint, confiscated from a juvenile earlier in the long hot day in the

city.
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For some reason she got stuck on Aretha Franklin as she faded off to sleep due to
exhaustion outside the same station years back.

She wraps her commercial, and spins “Chain of Fools” as somehow it washed all
the day’s drama from her soul.

She reaches for a cigarette and the moonlight kisses a hazy beam of light over her
scarred back, from shrapnel. She leans back in her chair, closes her eyes, and
sings along with The Queen of Soul.

®

www.SugarBrownMagazine.com
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