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WHITEHEADS /BLACKHEADS =

dead'skin cells and:oils collect in the opening
to the hair follicle, creating a:bump called a

comedo

= if the skin-over the.comedo stays closed; it is

a whitehead

« if the skin over the comedo opens, air causes

it to turn black, creating a blackhead :

PAPULES

whiteheads that stayed long enough to cause
infection leading your immune system to
send white blood cells, which causes

inflamation, leading to‘a hard, red bump:or
papule

PUSTULES

papules swell up causing white blood cells to
clump together and form pus until the buldge of
pus expands, eventually rupturing the pore’s
cell walls, causing a white blemish or pustule

NODULES

a severe abscess (painful pocket of pus, usually.
caused by bacterial infection)-deep inside the
pore, bursts through the pore, leading to a flood
of pus under the surface of the skin, which
irritates the skin and forms alarge, tender, lump
or nodule (the lump can: be the size of a blueberry
orlarger)

CYSTS

two types’commonly.of cysts commonly occurin

skin:

» epidermoid cysts: form when surface skin cells
move deeper into the skin and multiply which
forms the wall of the cyst and a yellowish
substance called keratin fills the cyst

= sebaceous cysts: form inside glands that
release sebum (an oily substance), but
when this secretion becomes clogged, they
can turn:into.a pouch:with a thick, cheese-like
substance
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+https://www.youtube com/watch?v=Plcmv8itx WA

« https://www:hopkinsmedicine:org/health/conditions-and-diseases/acne. .

#.~:text=The%20most%20common%20types%?200f,color%20is%20not

%20from%20dirt.

= https://my.clevelandclinic.org/health/diseases/12233-acne
«hitps://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0YzRacL54TM&t=255s

« https://www.healthline.com/health/blackheads#:~:text=Dead%2

0skin%20cells%20and%z200ils;black%20and%20a%20blackhead

%20forms:
~hitps://www.healthharvard.edu/a to._z/cysts-overview=a-to-z
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« https://www.functionofbeauty.com/blog/new/how-to-determine-your-hair-type/
« https://www.functionofbeauty.com/blog/new/how-to-determine-your-hair-type/
= functionofbeauty.com/blog/new/oily-hair-treatment/
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teXtu F€@: the natural shape/pattern of your hair strands

to find your texture: wash your hair without any products and
letit airdry

dries with a defined
curl or loop, dense spirals,

zig-zag patterns, and

undergoes shrinkage.

dries with a defined

curl or loop, springy

ringlets or corkscrew
curl patterns

dries with a slight
dries straight with no curve or s shape

bend or curl

type1 type 2 type3 type 4

structure:

to find your structure: look at how well it holds a hairstyle

= fine: your hair looks and feels delicate and will not hold onto curls very well

= medium: your hair is relatively easy to style:and will hold its shape for a longer
period of time

= coarse: your hair can hold curls very well but can often be difficult to'style as it's
typically less supple and can become frizzy easier

scalp types:

to find your scalp type: look at it on the second day after a wash

= oily: roots are greasy and flat
= try this: only use conditioner at the ends of your hair, wash less often (you may
be stripping your hair of natural oils), avoid sulfates in hair products, try faux boar
bristle brushes, avoid straightening your hair (gravity on straight hair makes it
easier for oil to travel down), “shine-enhancing” or “anti-frizz:" products may make
your hair oilier

= flaky: there is dandruff
= try this: use a more gentle, hydrating shampoo and conditioner

= oily and flaky:

= causes: product and oil buildup due to infrequent or improper washing

porOSIty: your hair’s
ability to -absorb moisture
and product

to find your porosity: place a
single strand of hair in a bowl
of water

high porosity: strand sinks to

the bottom, soaking in all of

the moisture

= absorbs moisture too quickly
because of gaps or tears in
the cuticle

« do: look for nourishing hair masks;
oils, and leave-in treatments that
will provide extra moisture and
help seal the cuticle to prevent
future damage from occurring.

- don’t: avoid heat styling and harsh
chemical treatments that can
cause frizz, dryness, and breakage

low porosity: strand floats

above surface and doesn’t

absorb moisture

= cuticle lays flat blocking water or
moisture from being absorbed into
the strands

= biggest concern is typically
product buildup, especially with
thick hair oils and mousses

» do: apply products while your
hair is still damp to help ensure
they're more easily absorbed and
distributed.

 FiND YoUR HAIR TEXTURE






GEAN

BASS/MOTIVATIONAL
SPEARKER

SHE/HER
COFFEE ORDER:

HE/HIM
COFFEE ORDER: LOTS
OF MILK AND SUGAR
2 SHOTS BLOND
ESPRESSO

¥ I PLAY JARZZ

¥ I’M AN AVID CAT
LOVER

¥ I PREFER TEAR OVER
COFFEE. BY A LONG
SHOT!

* I PLAYED ROLLER
FOR 18 YEARS

- ABOUT 38 YEARS AGO

HEADS

IG: @WHIRREBEND 16: @TY_TEG.

interviewer: Saria
photographer/ director: Cole

Saria: So how is the coffee?
Sue: Very good.
Audrey: Delicious.

Saria: Okay, um, so is your band named after the
Tylwyth Teg? Like the fairy? And like, what is the
inspiration behind this?

Audrey: Yes, | actually named it Tylwyth Teg before
| named it Ty Teg, um, but then nobody could say
Tylwyth Teg so | shortened it. But | was like,
searching for a band name and thenjust like, came

4

ARUDREY

SINGER. SONGWRITER,
AND PRODUCER

LATTE OR JUST COFFEE
WITH OATMILK 4

* I STARTED TY TEG

RECORDING IN MY ROOM

* MY FRVORITE SONG OF ,'
ALL TIME IS THIS MUST

BE THE PLACE BY TALKING

SUE

EVIL GUITARIST

¥ I AM PROFICIENT
WITH NUNCHAKU

| I6: @SUERATSON

* I KNOW HOW TO BUILD
AN EARTHEN DOME

* RECENTLY I’VE BEEN
INTO BUILDING

\ MICROPHONES 0OUT OF

y) SOLAR PANELS.

VIOLET

VIOLINIST/
KEYBOAROIST

-, THEY/THEM THEY/THEM éHE N
COFFEE ORDER: BLACK www COFFEE ORDER: ICED :
BLACK, BUT IM TRYING COFFEE ORDER:
¥ I COLLECT TO QUIT COFFEE AT CHAMOMILE TEAR
DIFFERENT VERSIONS THE MOMENT 4
DERBY ] £ I COLLECT METAL
@ OF THE UNO CARD GAME™™ y a1 a poINT IN MY ekl
o (I HAVE ABOUT 46) CHILDHOOD MY FAMILY ¥ I7UE BUILT AN
¥ I HAVE SCOLIOSIS HAD 3@ CATS ' TeLoo

CR_SISTERINMUD E

IG: !

SOUNDCLOUD =
VIOLET HANNESENA

IG: RIRISIPSUM

across these I\itlie fair folk who have like white hair
and bilue eyes. And at the time | had like, really white
hair."So then | was'like, hey, looks cool. Sounds cool.
Means something. There we go.

Sue: It's funny cuz like.no one ever could pronounce
it or spell it. And so when we get introduced to
shows |£ would be like "Tilla with or Tyler with." It
was never right. Oh, at the battle the bands we got
like a "till willeth" or something. Like it was insane.

Saria: So how would you describe your musicand if
you could personify your music what kind of person
would it be? -~ b
Audrey: Do you have an answer? 4

x : y T
Sue: Like David Byrne. Probably like David. By’ﬁmé‘.&‘i
Honestly. Or...I can feel something. But who is it?
Maybe like Crispin Glover. It might be like Crispin
Glover-esque.
Audrey: Yeah. Or | feel I|ke David Byrne's pretty
accurate. The essence of like, him. Like not so much
like him makingimusiciblit just him.
Sue: Just him. Yeah:jLikelbike rides and such.
Audrey: And positivity.
Sue: And positivity, yeah.
Sol: It's like, if Audrey, wore a big ol' suit. Standing
up. And her name was just David B;rne, not Ty Teg.

Sue: Yeah. Basically. Bl



Violet: It would be like this: (shows a photo of ~ Played bass for us in the first

a lemur) incarnation of the band. Yeah, his
Sol: Yeah I don't have the photo of the dog. But ~ name's Cabe. | mean, he's the
honestly the dog. drummer, like during summer and

Sue: Oh, the dog. This is really important. This ~ winter when Sol is not here. But that
is important to the lore of Ty Teg. This is like ~ Wwas the original lineup of Ty Teg and
THE DOG. then we went to CalArts and met
Audrey: It is so important that it is—hold on  these beautiful people.

wait—it's so important that this is my [lock Sol: I think I met you guys through

screen] Audrey's cousin, Hazel. Who | was close
Saria: Show the Camera. friends with at school. But when | got to
(shows a photo of a white dog with David CalArts, | hear Hazel is like “dude, like,
Lynch'’s hair) my cousin needs a drummer for their
Cole: Oh. My. God. band. Ask them to join or something.” So,
Audrey: This dog is very symbolic. yeah.

Sue: THAT is Ty Teg. Violet: So | feel like if | wasn't roommates
Audrey: This is Ty Teg. with you, | would have never been part of
Sol: That is theronly'way to'describesitam the band. :

_Sue:lEvery time | see that picture, it makes me ~Sue: Oh yeah! Yeah, that's right. Because
g|ddy you weren't in the original lineup that we put
Audrey: And then'we found them. 2 together for, the glasshouse show. But you

Sue: Oh, yeah. Aw man, when we saw that were at every show, and you were like, like
. picture on Twitter, or | saw it on Twitter one of our like, we were always hanging out,

because it was like “dog with David Lynch ~you know? Yeah. And we were roommates.

hair!” And that's what the tweet was. And then Audrey: By random change.

| looked for so long for the Instagram account, 5

and we found them and that dog has a brother

who has one eye. And they're really cute.

They're not blood brothers. But they are like,

like butter brothers.

Audrey: Heh Butters

Sue: They're butters, my grandma had a dog

named Butter.

Audrey: Awww

Sue: 000, that's right.",

Violet: It was the collab ensemble, rlght" »
Audrey: Something like that.
Sue: How about you, Gean?

Saria: So how,didouya II meet? 44 Gean: Oh man.

Audrey: sei‘fqit well,” |us‘§started mﬁ( Sue: | remember when we met, oh my God. :

musicin n&y;room in2020. And thenwe went to Gean: There was just like so)much stuff like | ‘ : o A
§h|gh school together. Andiwe just met. can’t even word: it. Uhh, | was excited to join

‘Sue: No,ﬁxe kind of became fne'nyds in our CalArts. And | was like, woah; let me see the

fite f ' other people in the major that enrolled with
me. And | started'stalking/ the emails. And |
was like, oh look, these awesome people.
Like, okay, let me lurk them. And I found Ty
Teg and | was like holy shit, Ty Teg! And then
um, we met in person. | thought they were

And Audrey was I|ke “No, no, don't want to awesome, awesome, people. And they
And | was like, “we should though!” And so we needed a bassist. So...

did. And tell them. Sue: That's pretty classic. Yeah.

Audrey: Oh, well, you like telling this story Gean: (cuts out)

better. Sue: HUH?

Sue: No, you tell it. Gean: It was like, love at first sight.

Audrey: Okay. Well, we walk up to the Battleof ~ Sue: Yeah, definitely.
the Bands. It's our first show ever as Ty Teg.
And we won! Find the rest of the interview on YouTube
Sue: By unanimous decision! Four judges! Oh, @Egg Squared out on September 15th -->
yeah, that was other band members than
these folks right here. We had an old drummer
F:‘Jnamed Diego who is still a good friend. And,
and we have our summer drummer who
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Piano star

Mihilo Kato
Ig9: @do.re.mi.hilo
YouTube: @do.re.mihilo

Scherzo No. 3 in C#
Minor by Frederic
Chopin
Performance Photos
From Carnegie Hall
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Ever Joelle Kyle

apple music: Ever Joelle lyrics
spotify: Ever Joelle
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Hello egg squared zine, I'm Sawyer Sariiiana,and i’'m so excited to be featured
in.this first edition! as ‘a maker of zines, I'm_often drawn to the act of
deconstruction and reconstruction and the ways media can be appropriated to
serve new functions on paper. The casual and collaborative culture of zines is
forever exciting and has pushed me to trg a multitude of new Pprocesses! Much
of my work is inspired by my immediate community. of Echo Park and uses the
flux of city life as a backdrop, for a spectrum of subjects. if you enjoy what you
see... Check more of my zines, photos, creations sawzersarlnanastudl_o ]
thank you for reading!




Teo Camacho Daydream
ig: @teocO Short Film
(background music: ff by Ryuichi Sakamoto)
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Long Night for a Shepherd
by Roxy

Tugging on matted fur conjured the
yawps of each sheep placed in my hand
as the sheers gnawed at their knots. A
sloppy job done. Each shred of fluff had
fallen and winded itself up with a mazey
motion of my arm. I was getting tired,
mulling over the next dozen sheep left.
Cold seasons came with the responsibil-
ity of stripping our sheep bare for extra
blanket warmth. They’re compensated
for their sacrifices with a tighter lock

on the barn doors to keep enough heat
trapped in for them. Some would freeze
to death in the night.

The wind sifted through the cracks of
the shut barn doors, lifting the lock and
chain with each gust, churning a ca-
dence of synchronized thumps every so
often. Knock, Knock, Knock. The wood
of the doors swelled inward with each
blow. Knock, Knock, Knock.

Like a shot, my mindless actions stop,
and I’m aware now of how I’'m gripping
my shears, straining my neck, and shiv-
ering in my sweat. My mother’s cries
cut through the cracks, almost mistaking
it for new, whiney lambs beneath my
feet. Her endless need of me. She was
bedridden and scorned, and I was inden-
tured to her love. To her soggy kisses on
my cheek and the last of her strengths
to slap me across the face and whisper
against it, “Shut my window, boy.” She
was getting a bit cold.

Like a bell beckoned for a servant, 1
heard her call. It didn’t matter where [
hid on the 1sland; it was like I was the
only one who could hear it too. The
women stare as I hear it in unexpected
places. In the market, I could drop a

basket of apples and scout judgment, but
they didn’t know I was being summoned

across the island in a shrieking manner
to change her bedsheets. I abandon my
shears and unlock the barn doors.

The swaying house along the horizon
of the field is where she calls from.
Along the first steps toward the roars
of apparent agony, sobering nips of
air yield my movements. I stomp the
ground several times to knock some
warmth into my legs. Specks of ocean
cat away the heat on my cheeks as I
begin to stampede through the marsh
that once was tall grass. I could hear my
mother cut straight through me. As my
boots begin to squelch in the soles and I
lose feeling in my toes, I’'m reminded of
my purpose—to serve and feel what it
really means to love someone. If [ were
to cut both of our palms, we’d draw
the same blood, and to suckle the pain
from the wound, we’d taste the same
too. That taste of iron and raw meat, the
taste of hardwired despair, perhaps still
lingering from our ancestors.
“Mother?” It’ll echo for a while longer.
On the first floor, there was only a small
couch and chair for the sound to bounce
off.
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Empty rooms and an empty kitchen sad-
dled our presence on the property. The
only room with more than two pieces
of furniture was hers. A nightstand with
a brown-wax candle, jars of fermented
rice, a broken record player beneath
her bed, and a stool for me to sit on and
tend to her needs. Her bed was a mess
of peaking feathers and stains. She was
finally quiet as I approached her.

“What is that?” she spoke, her accent
still intact even in a short breath. Be-
hind me, I see a strayed sheep, hooves
muddied and fur sheared to completion.
Its company was likely falling deaf on
my ears in the whistles of the wind. Its
eyes dotted in instinct to survive the
cold, already determined to follow me to
wherever I’d provide warmth. I closed
the door, left the sheep behind, and
ignored her. I would put it back before I
sleep.

“What do you need?”



Her request of me was lost after the
third pint was hooked between my
thumb. It was late. The time called for
my sunken eyes to glaze over the pub
entrance. [ wondered if I should leave
and stop tolerating their unrepentant ef-
forts to get me to leave. The wind could
no longer be heard over boozy laughs
and jeers. On a crooked bar stool, I look
over each of my shoulders. My guard
is unwavering beyond the confines of
the barn nobody dared to stamp their
pretty foot in. Even the woman now
pouring my fourth pint has joined the
rest of the women adorning each corner
of the small room. Like spiders, they
hang and lounge in unity, toppled over
cach other’s silk robes in laughter. They
cover their tiny mouths and flick their
eyes across me, not caring if I caught
them or didn’t like it. Some have fans
in their hands, and others nurse a pint.
Some kick the floorboards to agitate me,
and others poke at me like a dog as they
pass by to grab a drink and thank the
bartender. Their long snouts held high as
they sniffed out my silent offense from
their corners. I can no longer hold my
ground in this room. It’s easier when I’'m
in public, and I can hide behind a wall or
move out of their way quickly, standing
idly by a lamppost. Everywhere I go on
this island, I’'m given smiles stretched in
mockery and spit on my shoes where I
walk-- each done by a different woman.
I was born struck by misfortune. A
far-off anomaly born on an island I was
dammed to be. Barely good enough to
keep the sheep alive. I stumble off the
chair.

Ppor o Shcgrevdh,
Crashing behind me and I can hear the N & LS oo

screams of my sheep in the chorus of
the falling chair. ’'m silent in pity for
myself. Staring at the fallen chair, ’'m
embarrassed, helping my mockery. As
I lay, I hear the twinge of the sheep’s
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jaws chewing on grass, of their hooves hl% W . l/dul!"\'lbj

scratching on wood. The women are
no longer here, but my sheep take their
place. Stomping, calling out to me. No ’ll‘/ -
more barkeep, just a cosset behind the ﬁ(
counter.

As I lay, each one finds me where |

am and sit upon my chest. My heart
slows with each sheep’s weight, slowly
cracking my ribs. I wonder If the sheep
that snuck in is also lying on Mother as
she sleeps. She is probably waking up in
true agony, too crazy and small, beneath
it to understand she’s being crushed to
death. The cheeky reminder that you’re
no heavier than the sheep’s wool you
shit the bed on.

I laugh into the fur that covers my nose
and mouth, using my last breath on hu-
mor. [ wonder If our love was true that
she’d felt the weight of each sheep in
this pub spread across her chest. Teth-
ered to my suffocation because that’s
how much she loves me and how much
I love her.

I think I’'m awake; it was all for the beer
to blame. The bad visions and my soiled
pants. I think I'm awake when I see the
pub empty and the door open, kept open
by a steady fog. I think I’m awake, but

it can’t be true because I hear no cries
from my mother.
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“I'm afraid, Sister.”

“We're at the water’s edge. We need only to cross. Come, Little Sister, be brave. Think of
our grandparents and parents, our brothers, our aunt and uncle, our cousins.”

“But they are dead. Killed by the soldiers. The animals are dead. Our farm is burned. The
crops are burned. We are all alone, Big Sister.”

“Come, Little Sister. We need only to cross the water to be safe. You were brave when
our neighbor farmer paid us for our work for him, told us our family was dead, urged us to flee, then
hid us in his wagon and took us away.”

“I was afraid.”

“You were brave to hide under the hay when soldiers came by. You were brave to pretend
to be a cousin of that family, which then hid us before helping us to continue. You were brave to
walk nights, so darkness would protect us.”

“l was too afraid to cry.”

“Little Sister, we are at the water’s edge. We must go now. We must be braver than we
have been since we began this thousand-kilometer journey. They are looking for us. Please come
with me.”

“l am afraid that we will die in the water.”

“We will surely die if we do not proceed. The Pogrom is right behind us. Remember our
people’s escape from Egypt across the Red Sea. We must go now.”

“I am afraid, dearest Sister.”

“If you do not come now, | will not leave you.”

“| fear the water and what awaits us.”

“The promised land awaits us, dear Little Sister. We must do this to honor our
grandparents and our parents, for their blessed memory, and to live.”

“| can’t, Dearest Sister.”

“Come now.”

“l am afraid.”

“Then, | will pick you up. | will carry you up the gangway onto this ship to America.”

And the Big Sister did.

L'chaim.

Nan Valerio

© Nan Valerio nan.valerio@gmail.com

Based on a true story.

Coming to America



Katherine Devaney
ig: devaney_katherine

Marmoris




S+ic\¢_~3 finoers
de -ﬁ/\ro‘i)\q M\») ha/
ﬂw’j Catdt and i)v\\
Dur \ vadt 4nem =T
| Vede the pointed  Fy
O Yove lona nail
but . s

the coffees Ditter
just like her lips

She Smokes foe Maveh
ond | can sce her ribs

She Thinks | dont Sce

HPat she bﬁ\fdﬂ smiles

bvik e seen He ool Shaas
Derwewn T loatiwroom hles .

\ let aod So»VLL'C(, wme

K1 o \,].(_llov" and  oale
]

| dont love wou
donk a"* CoNnfustol

b ut-
VE Theres & place ;| vnder Mq riley
Hak e 300 L evise.



21



|

Ao the CcOoKiN







\§ eggsquaredzine.com

] eggsquaredzine@gmail.com

Ean Squawed 15 o lowation based zive

Minf  acts as a vesewnrce Lo, teems
NS we,” as aN INC/HSWE F/d‘{"lcorn/l
‘FOV )401/”«/3 avlt;f‘S- I/v oka’@v- +o e

a\CLE%"o/e,, +the orlinve format of

cur ZIVe s avarlable on ounr
we bs 1€ for fte. 07%6"“4/1557 we
owve Susta wed l’)l dovations

OkalvewlSCV”ch/?‘S 3 a/\/J sq/f.’S-

Anyoue 15 welcomme #+o contribute
o E44 }74/4\/5#{. E/ther scbuni't
'waih the Submiss jowng page obu
ovv website ov fontact vs Fo

724# '.V)volved-



