










if this is your first time reading one of these 
introductions, welcome. if this is your second, 
third or now even fourth time — 

we fucking love you.

you’re currently holding grain of salt mag’s 
fourth print project — or 4.5, if you’re a real 
one who knows about our mini zine “let’s 
talk about sex” for bluestockings nyc. and 
to be perfectly candid, we will never get over 
the fact that we get to do such cool things 
with such cool people, no matter how many 
times it happens. grain of salt mag is a 
volunteer-led passion project. every person 
involved, from our internal team keeping the 
content train chugging along, to the creatives 
who submit to our silly little magazine, does 
this because they believe in our mag, our 
mission and our creatives. and to us, that is 
the most beautiful thing.

each print project is significant to our 
magazine’s history: “the best of grain of salt” 
marked our first foray into print following 
our first year as an organization; “frozen 
adolescence” navigated adolescence and 
change during the stagance of covid-19 
quarantine; “sublime” inspired us to hold onto 
bits of love and laughter during such a dark 
time in our history.

this brings us to “glitch”: an exploration of 
our movement from the physical world to an 
ever-growing digital universe. through this 
curated collection of art and writing, we aim 
to explore the digital spaces we gravitate 
to, how we express emotions and behaviors 
online, the ways we construct our personas 
and how virtual community impacts our 
human connections. each copy of “glitch” is 
accompanied by grain of salt mag’s “index of 
the internet” — a comedic and design-forward 
zine straight from the depths of our slack 
channels and brought to life by our incredibly 
talented creative team. we hope you love it as 
much as we do.

thank you, thank you, thank you. and thank 
you again. our appreciation for the grain of salt 
community cannot be captured through words 
alone. we would not be here, writing this, if it 
weren’t for you, reading this.

happy reading.

with all the love in the world,
rita, faith, isa, maria and sarah
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By Anna Slatter

“Maybe the only purpose of these hyper-edited, 
rapid-fire mosaics of digital media is to diagnose 
Gen-Z’s anxieties in a fractured digital world, not 

treat the underlying issue.”

You’ve probably seen it already: a monologue from “Malcolm in the Middle” cuts to a clipped Better Help ad, all 
overlaid with audio from a “Breakfast Club” interview from Donald Glover, flashing across your screen at break-
neck speed. It may seem like there is no real method to the madness, but this is actually  “core-core,” a TikTok 
trend that gained popularity earlier this year, attempting to articulate Gen-Z’s generational frustrations through 
lightning-speed digital collages.

While there isn’t a centralized definition of core-core, or even an established influencer in the space, the format While there isn’t a centralized definition of core-core, or even an established influencer in the space, the format 
is clear: a dizzying patchwork of loosely connected images, video and audio clips in a rapid-fire montage intend-
ed to evoke some strong emotion or express dissatisfaction with a social phenomenon, often related to tech-
nology, social media or the internet. The clips can be taken from anywhere online: a screen-capped TikTok 
backed by audio spliced from a TED talk and “The Lego Movie,” grainy footage from an obscure Youtube video 
overlaid with audio from Joe Rogan’s podcast, a broadcast news clip detailing the loneliness epidemic behind 
a 2016 video of Trisha Paytas crying on her kitchen floor. The more random the curated collection is, the better, 
as long as it fits within a semi-cohesive theme, such as men’s mental health or social media addiction. A good 
core-core edit captures the distinctly Gen-Z fear of doom-scrolling your life away.

Like any artistic movement, it is important to take a look at the greater social context to understand how and 
why core-core emerged on TikTok. First coined as a jab against the use of the suffix “-core,” which is often 
used to describe niche online communities (e.g. cottage-core), core-core emerged in 2020 as a semi-ironic re-
sponse to the ever-shrinking lifespan of online microtrends.

The nonsensical nature of ‘core-core’ has been compared to the twentieth-century Dada movement, an artistic 
movement borne from the dismay of Europe post-World War I. In Art News Net’s article “Explained: What Is 
The nonsensical nature of ‘core-core’ has been compared to the twentieth-century Dada movement, an artistic 
movement borne from the dismay of Europe post-World War I. In Art News Net’s article “Explained: What Is 
Corecore, the Dada-esque ‘Artistic Movement’ Now Trending on TikTok” author Min Chin cites the key curatori-
al and absurdist factors found between core-core and Dadaism. Similarly, various TikTok creators, such as 
@aamirazh, were quick to compare the two movements earlier this year. Dadaist artists, writers and performers 
in the early-to-mid twentieth century purposely created illogical pieces to convey the senselessness of WWI, 
and, similarly, ‘core-core’ video editors interslice equally nonsensical digital media in response to the greatest 
threats facing Gen-Z in the post-pandemic digital world. The Vice article, “Corecore is the Screaming-Into-Void 
TikTok Trend We Deserve,” even calls core-core the “anti-trend” for mocking the deterioration of microtrends 
that TikTok continuously burns through. Even this harkens back to the famous description of the Dada move-
ment, “Dada is anti-Dada!” in the way it subverts traditional artistic movements. The act of creating meaning in 
the meaningless through nontraditional mediums, which is a staple of both core-core and Dadaism, demon-
strates the shared artistic features of movements created by two generations born a century apart.

But what’s the point? In the mid-twentieth century, the ironic, almost ridiculous nature of Dadaism made it im-
pervious to serious critique, similar to the illogic of providing thoughtful, dedicated analysis to a TikTok trend 
that revolves entirely on the premise of not making sense.

There’s something distinctly unique about the confusion of core-core videos, which mock TikTok’s unique abili-
ty to churn through trends at an increasingly accelerated pace until the trend cycles collapse in on themselves. 
By mimicking TikTok’s algorithm with the rapid succession of seemingly random collections of video clips from 
every corner of the internet, there’s a distinctly human element to a pattern that is so closely tied to TikTok’s 
elusive algorithm. But can you derive meaning from a trend based on chaos? Can a TikTok trend even be con-
sidered an art form?

In scrolling through the most popular core-core videos featured in TikTok’s Discover page, the edits acutely 
capture the unease of existing online, offering solidarity but without much resolve. Core-core offers a place for 
Gen-Z to commiserate together on issues facing their generation, but it falls short of finding a way out.  

But is it the responsibility of a TikTok trend to produce a solution to a social ill, or is it simply enough to encap-
sulate a common sentiment? Maybe the only purpose of these hyper-edited, rapid-fire mosaics of digital media 
is to diagnose Gen-Z’s anxieties in a fractured digital world, not treat the underlying issue. It may be unfair to 
expect a TikTok trend to tackle the problems it holds a mirror up against, yet it is difficult to come away with 
anything but more dread and dissatisfaction after scrolling through core-core edits, which is precisely the issue 
it attempts to address.

Maybe the answer’s in “hope-core,” an offshoot of core-core that follows the same format as its predecessor, Maybe the answer’s in “hope-core,” an offshoot of core-core that follows the same format as its predecessor, 
but with a more uplifting spin. Hopecore delivers the same fast-paced digital montage with the opposite result: 
displaying inspiring feats of human endurance, achievement and compassion to combat the overall dread in the 
doom-scroll. It encapsulates what TikTok claims to provide: a series of rapid-fire videos, audio and images that 
show off the best of humanity.

Though core-core videos offer an outlet to express grievances with internet culture and the technologies Though core-core videos offer an outlet to express grievances with internet culture and the technologies 
behind it, this trend exacerbates the issues it aims to address. The digital media we consume impacts the way 
we view the world and ourselves, and though connecting through shared complaints offers solidarity in an in-
creasingly isolated digital world, there’s something distinctly dread-inducing about this trend, in a dadaistic en-
capsulation of what it means for Gen-Z to exist in a post-pandemic digital world.behind it, this trend exacer-
bates the issues it aims to address. The digital media we consume impacts the way we view the world and our-

world, there’s something distinctly dread-inducing about this trend, in a dadaistic encapsulation of what it 
means for Gen-Z to exist in a post-pandemic digital world.
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Sometimes, late at night, when I’m in a very particular mood, 
a special cocktail equal parts lonely, hungry, and ego mania, I 

let myself go to the forbidden land. It’s always on my mind, that 
dark, beautiful place. I build my crypt with hanging vines, decaying 

flowers. Marrow garlands and half torn out hearts scattered like 
rose petals over the floor, all leading up to my altar, my monument to 

love my oh my. The altar is where I make myself at home. The altar is 
my comfort, I draw my strength from her, use her energy to attract the 

things magnetized to me. I have power beyond knowledge. I attract the 
things meant for me. I am on the right path. With one leg thrown over 

the arm of my throne, my back is just beginning to pinch at the side, just 
the right amount of discomfort for conducting my spell. This will be the 

time. I open the book,

Left.
Left.

Left.
Left.

Oh, interesting. Leo? Left.
Left,

Left,
Too old,

  Left,
   Left,
 I don’t know, I just like can’t see us in a picture together, yanno? Left.
Left,
Left,
OH! RIGHT! RIGHT RIGHT RIGHT!
Left,
Left,
Lef—
OHMYGOD I GOT A LIKE
Oh, yikes. No, sorry, no thanks,
No offense! I just … yeah …
What do you care, you’re a picture
Left.
Left.
Left.

I’m bored.

I hate the book. It’s so mean to me. Actors and rodeo clowns and cowboys. All 
figuring out their dating goals. What does that even mean? What happened to magic? 

Magic cannot be looking for a unicorn, I refuse to believe it. Is what I do magic? 
Filtering through people looking for someone who looks like they would dance with 

me at parties. Someone who looks like they could look at me the way I 
want to look at them? Who looks good? Who looks real? 

What good are these love spells and conjurings, incantations and 
manifestations? I want someone to cast a spell on me. Leave a love 

potion under my pillow, pluck the hairs from my head for charms. I 
long to be bewitched. I play with cards, pray over crystals, leave the 
candles lit, the light always on. I write out love letters I’ll never send, 
I curse gods that have retired long ago. Now I just look at the box, if 
you’re seeing this message it was meant for you, interact 3 times to 
claim, I have them all saved. Hundreds of videos with thousands of 

likes, thousands of people curating their personal inventory. This was 
meant for me. 222. I am in the right place at the right time. Online, 

filtering through thousands of thirty second videos all meant for me. 
For us, I guess, but really just for me. Me more than anyone else, 

at least. We’ve become so attached to what we want to hear we’ve 
forgotten how to listen. Isn’t that something? We go to bars only to 
have a premature panic attack and scurry back home. Back to the 
crypt, the forbidden land. The boxes are safe, the book is sacred, 

they can’t hurt us. Until the book reminds us of how we’ve trapped 
ourselves in the same sordid boxes, how apathetic we truly 

are at the core.

No match. Who’s even on these things 
anyways? It’s pathetic. A lame excuse for 

humanity, if you ask me. How dreadful, 
to only meet people through single-page 

resumes full of “dating me looks like” and two 
truths and a lie. How lonely we’ve become. 
I’ve never been a very religious person, but 

technology has ruined us. Now we run on algorithm. How 
excellent for the machine.

What good are hexes in the face of modern love? Why sweat over 
cauldrons when we can buy two minute magic, pop that baby in 

the microwave and watch it spin? I live on the earth, on what’s real. 
What’s real anymore? Technology, technology, technology. That’s the 
future. That’s our hope. Chat GPT and 5 second deliveries and mining 

at our attention to keep the world turning. A world so vast made to make 
everything that much smaller, who’s grand idea was that? The fanfiction 

isn’t even as good anymore. That’s how you know society has really gone to 
shit. A world of constantly evolving technological innovation and fanfiction is 

getting worse. Tragic. Where are we supposed to get our love fix now? We’ll 
read Colleen Hoover and use TikTok for shadow work and we’ll stop clapping 

for the fairies and let the magic die. When they burned the witches all those 
years ago, they should have finished the job. We aren’t made for this modern love.

MODERN LOVE

by Sophia Sorrentino
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salad screen, computer grease
hold your dream filter to mine
all I have are answers from 13
end of scream ritual, day cry
does my body fit into this pre drawn 
scene? can they escape this 
theme? arch back, caresses clean
soon, you will know this process 
soon you will know what you mean

there is no such thing as a corporate team
once, I sailed over a wire sea, and I saw 
familiar faces in the floating key
words column, lonely I swallowed 
input 2 and together
we dreamed
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by Heredia Santos  to explore. Our first taste of 
roaming free and calling the shots 
over how 
we express 
ourselves. 
Like gods, 
we created 
online counterparts that could present 
however we wanted as we altered our 
identities to fit our childish desires. 
Sometimes by changing our names to 
ones we liked better. We experimented 
with avant-garde outfit combinations 
through the clothing we dressed our 
avatars in and figured out what we 
liked and did not like. Money was no 
object. Our imagination was only limited 
by the lines we drew in our virtual 
sandbox. Looking back, the styling 
was definitely ugly, but it was fun, and 
most importantly, unique to us. It was a 
freedom of expression that later became 
lost to me, and which I had to try hard to 
cultivate again into adulthood.

I remember idolizing the simplistic 
maximalism in gifs sent between myself 
and my long-distance best friend — digital 
roses showered in forever falling glitter 
that always, always sparkled. These were 
mini fossils of the early days of graphic 
design and connecting with kids outside of 
town. Or perhaps an online meeting place 
where you could talk to your bff’s without 
permission from one mother to another. 
I think back to how desperate we all were 
to connect to strangers with nothing in 
common but our search for belonging and 
community. I’d befriend others because we 
had friends in common or we both liked the 
same Facebook page. We tried to close the 
gap of physical distance by extending out a 

nonphysical hand to send a“poke” 
back and forth in a neverending 
exchange. Not a day went by where 
I wasn’t sharing a funny meme or 
forwarding terrifying chain mail to 
friends to save us from a horrible 
fate. On certain days, I’d promise to 
log on immediately after school so 
we could meet again. Sometimes 
we would only share emojis to 
communicate the emotions too 
large for words to carry from one 
screen to the other. How I wish now 
I could walk into a crowded town 
center and yell out 

“HELLO” 
or “YES, I’M HERE,” or, 
better yet, project an image of my 
beating heart and see who would 
come steady their rhythm 
to mine.

But — in the spirit of change and 
progress — internet trends reach 

their peak and fall. Much like empires, 
what was once considered a beloved 
pinnacle of internet culture is replaced 
by something promising a greater 
form of community built off the 
foundations of what stood before 
it. Before I knew it, I had moved on 
from online games and Facebook 
wall sharing to a burgeoning social 
media platform. I first downloaded 
Instagram when the in-app filters 
made your photos look like they 
were taken on a vintage camera. 
I remember my classmates and I 
using funky fonts in our bios to list 
“deep” quotes, our best friends’ 

names with their 
associated animal 
emojis, and maybe 
even an infinity symbol. 
I smile to myself when 

I see kids today still following this 
format long forgotten to me. Like 

comparing colorful 
elementary paintings 
of handprints to burnt 
orange outlines of 

ancient fingers on cave walls.

In those 
years, I 
would change 

my username
 

and bio multiple 
times a year as a sort of 
cybernetic shedding of skin. 
Sometimes I would include my 
favorite One Direction reference. 
Or a deep-sounding quote from 
some John Green novel I definitely 
did not understand. No matter the 
subject, my wish remained the 
same: to craft the profile of a girl 
of interest and adventure. I was 
figuring out who I was and who 
I wanted to be.

It’s simultaneously funny and 
achey to feel nostalgia for a 
childhood that is long gone, both in 
time and possibility. We will never 
return to a digital landscape that 
isn’t designed for targeted ads or 
selling your information to third 

parties. In a 
way, these online spaces have gone 
through as many growing pains as I 
have. I like to dream of logging back 
into my old profiles on these mostly 
defunct websites. Of reconnecting 
with some version of the girl I used 
to be — the one with the Hannah 
Montana comforter and 99 cent 
store fruit Lip Smackers — and 
walking in her shoes just one more 
day. I’d listen to every top pop hit 
from 2013 and curate my online 
persona to fool people into thinking 
I was something I was not. I’d find 
a way to go back and visit a past 
written in code that is no 
longer supported.

I love you, reinvention. I love you, 
rebranding. I love you, rebirth. I love 
you, growth and fluidity. I love being 
able to change who I am whenever 
I feel like it. I love not being boxed 
in by others, and especially myself. 
I love destroying who I think I am — 
or what I love — and especially what 
I hate in a fire. I enjoy mixing the 
ashes into a color I can paint across 
my face and say this is me, for right 
now, and this is me forever. I love 
making a mistake and whispering to 
myself that it’s okay, and this is the 
last time and I know now.

I am thinking of all the things that 
have transformed into new things. 
MSN. iMessage. Blackberry. iPhone 
14. AOL. I barely remember AOL, 
but I used it briefly in the early 
2000s when I was barely 10 years 

old. As I find myself 
transitioning from my 
early to mid-20s, I think 
back to these rudimentary 
internet precursors and 
the search for online 
connection. A time when 
myself and others were 
becoming acquainted with 
the unknown and exciting 
terrains of both the virtual 
and physical world.

I long for the days 
of logging onto 
Club Penguin, 
Buildabearville.com, 
Poptropica or some 
other flash-supported 
website featuring 
customizable avatars 
and pixelated maps 

Instead 
I’ll indulge myself by 
playing dress up games, or watching old 
Bethany Mota GRWM videos, or listening 
to my favorite songs from 2012. At least 
until a new version of me is ready to move 
on from them again, like I always will do. 

Instead, I’ll reminisce in my list 
of past personas: 

wrecked_camera 
rememberdecember 
everlastingwinter 
mustaches_turtles_1d 
a_sparkly_mustache 
and_she_dreamed_of_paradise
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old. As I find myself 
transitioning from my 
early to mid-20s, I think 
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Instead 
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My name is Raegan Ainsleigh Davies — my ini-
tials spell out RAD, which is something not a lot 
of people ask me about, but that I like a lot — 
and I think I may have died two weeks ago.

Of course, if I was dead, I wouldn’t be able to 
feel my dog’s fur brushing up against me when 
he bursts into my room to wake me up in the 
morning. I wouldn’t have shown up in the pic-
tures I took at the Renaissance fair last week-
end. I seriously doubt that my mom has been 
talking to an empty passenger seat in her car 
all this time.

But these are the things I worry about. Because 
I quit my job at the end of July, and I’ve been 
stuck wondering if anyone has actually seen me 
since. 

As of Sept. 25, 2023, the Google Sheet I have 
keeping track of my job search is 100 rows long. 
I hit my 100th this morning, which feels like it 
should come with some kind of ice cream shop 
promotion: submit 100 job applications and your 
101st will be for something you’re actually pas-
sionate about — submit 100 cries into the dark 
for attention and someone will come and give 
you a hug. I submitted a form for information 
about an MFA program and received in response 
an email with my name spelled incorrectly and 
the information for the undergraduate program 
in the same field. I tried to start a side hustle 
selling custom bar art and every inquiry, except 
for a handful from friends and family, has fizzled 
out before I even think about opening Canva.

So you could understand how even the most 
level-headed girl, one who understands the uni-
verse owes her nothing, can’t help but wonder: 
did she really crash her car delivering pizzas?  
Did she slip in the shower and now she’s wan-
dering through a digital purgatory that makes up 
what we call modern life? 

I came of age with the internet — not quite a flip 
phone millennial, but not an iPad kid making a 
scene at brunch when the screen is moved an 
inch. I walked hand in hand with the hive mind, 
posting over-filtered selfies on my finsta and 
retweeting boy band updates back when there 
was no purple in the Instagram logo. The inter-
net wasn’t a faceless mass reducing me to a 

number on a spreadsheet — the internet was an 
extension of my best friends. I was on their vaca-
tions with them, I was the first one to wish them 
a happy birthday at midnight, we existed together 
because we couldn’t bear being apart. So I guess 
it really shouldn’t have been a surprise when the 
internet did the same thing that we did: it grew 
up. I’m not sure when it happened, but sudden-
ly a blurry picture of a Starbucks cup was passé 
and everything after had to serve the purpose of 
curating your brand. The Facebook albums with 
deep fried digital camera pictures called “summer 
nights 2k15” were replaced with dead-eyed, wide-
smile LinkedIn profiles. But they still cry out the 
same thing:

Can you read this?
Do you like me?

Can you see me?

Everyone has “unfortunately decided to move in 
another direction at this time.” There’s no more 
room for casual conversation — I must always 
be pitching.  And at 24-years-old I’m back in the 
lunchroom on my first day of sophomore year at a 
new school where all my old friends have been for 
a year. I don’t know where to go, what new territo-
ry lines have been drawn and I wonder: 

Can they read this?
Why don’t they like me?

Can they see me?

I feel mostly a prolonged adolescence. It’s much 
easier to feel like the world is against you when 
the world is at your fingertips and no one in it is 
calling your name. When you’re not even worthy 
of the time it would take to reject you. When not 
even your parents understand where you go from 
here. So you go reluctantly back to the void, be-
cause you understand that if you feed it, it may 
spit something back out — and though you never 
want to look at it again, and you know that the 
things that matter lie outside of it, you sit down 
in front of it and you write down some things you 
hope people will understand. You ask them, des-
perately, the questions we all want to know the 
answers to:

Can you read this? 
Do you like me?

Can you see me? 
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