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zine by Ash Watson

INTRODUCTION

On October 13th 2023 we organised an event at
the University of Cambridge, affiliated with the
Department of Sociology and funded by The
Sociological Review Foundation, based around the
theme and the craft of writing across and beyond
disciplinary boundaries. More specifically, the
event “Liminal texts: Writing society between
literature and sociology”, explored the ways in
which we write sociologically, and focused on the
types of texts that inhabit multiple realms within
and outside of sociology and literature. With this
topic, we wanted to create a space for discussions
about the public reach of sociology, the textual
foundations of social research, and the possibilities
of a productive liminality - between social science
and art, sociology and literature.
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The day started with panel presentations that
focused on: sociological fiction, magical
realism and its connection to historical
understanding, literature as a resource for
sociological thinking, literature effects in
sociological texts, as well as storytelling in and
for sociological thought. The afternoon
included a Sociological Fiction Writing
Workshop led by Ash Watson and Iris Pissaride
wherein participants were led to work through
their own research/materials/ideas (either as
sociologists or other writing practitioners) and
create 100-word drabbles of sociological
fiction. The texts included in this zine were
written by participants at this workshop. We
thank them for the time we spent writing
together and for sharing these deeply
imaginative sociologically-grounded texts with
us and with the world through this zine!

Enjoy!

Marc Ortmann and Iris Pissaride
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Slippage
Paula Lacey

Her phone weighed down her back pocket
as she walked home. She could feel its
blue ache at the back of her eyelids, an
imprint of the hours spent scrolling as the

incidents piled up on her feed.
been no reports in her city yet.

She had gone out to forget about the
news, but it had followed her there- in the
dark corners of the bar she saw nothing
but perpetrators, and every time a hand
brushed her back she flinched. She held

onto her friend’s arm tightly as

pushed through the crowd to the

bathroom.
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A Sea of Tiny Lights
Seetha Tan

She squeezed his hand under the table.
She noticed how quickly he withdrew,
folding in on himself. She squeezed his
hand again. He let hers fall, limp and
clammy. It’s hot, he said, wiping his palms
against his jeans. He stared at the village
in the valley, a sea of tiny lights glowing
gold in the shadow of the mountain. She
almost missed it, with his face turned, his
eyes, like unpolished crystals, murky and
wet, caught the reflection of that small
village. For a moment, she wondered if she
just might have seen him cry.

Right to Buy
Sophie Marie Niang

The windows sweated and the walls
sweated and mould started growing in
sprawling patterns in the corner of the
room. When Maria woke up steam rose
from her skin, her nails were blue. Her
English housemated had arbitrarily
decided they wouldn’t turn the heating on
until December 1st and anyways the
landlord hadn’t fixed the radiator in her
room for the last two months. The old
council house flat didn’t have a living
room, it had been converted into a
bedroom so they could charge more rent
for it. It was fitting. The flat was no longer
made for living.



Dumpsters Paradise
Marc Ortmann

Is this still participant observation?" Raffi
laughs as we stumble back to the car,
carrying the red plastic boxes, the fold-out
ones. A slippery driveway, the boxes are

heavy, it hurts a bit. Sabrina is calling us.
"Let's goooooooo!", she yells. The plastic
boxes into the boot, we into the car, boxes
on our laps, in our hands. Back to the
conspiratorial flat. Up the stairs, empty the
boxes, back to the car. Red plastic boxes

everywhere. Sabrina is talkative, she is in her

mood: "That's my song - we spend most of
our lives livin’ in a dumpster paradise!
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Cleveland, 1971
Ruari P-A

| like to imagine the walls were crying.
They coalesce around a sponge of metallic
spit. It tastes like the mouths of hundreds,
alive in its deathliness. A universe of
technical interactions begins which
transports a child’s singing into my ears.
Not really a child. A teenager? Two pairs
of twins and their friend. 2 + 2 + 1, a savvy
but unsuccessful marketing move.
Matching suits run from the fountains. Not
to know their voices would be stolen. Not
to know a future of poverty, imprisonment.
They sing about another inevitably, a duty
of love, screaming for freedom, or
something else.




A Love Note
Joe Cotton

Dewenati

Sophie Marie Niang was it homely? It had been.

Seydou and lbrahima had gone to the in his memory it was filled with

mosque in the morning, draped in golden Foy : clutter, books, notes, printed
and silver, all new. In Maguette’s house, Y ' readings - all surfaces were
they changed into neon tracksuits. They
stepped out to the courtyard and laid out g7 : covered. And he remembered
binbags on the tiled floor. They sharpened G - R it in pockets too - enclaves

their knives, they got to work. Khassaides T Pk under the eaves where two or more
resonated through the cassette player, ' '

_ would gather, huddled together
children danced, nobody ate until late at
night. It started raining slowly slowly, _ ” on the floor or perched on table corners.
washing away the blood from the white | ¥ Now he was transported back to that very

tiles. first night, looking across at the bay windows

and out onto the balcony. Outside

The morning headlines read “hundreds of ¥ g _
sheep SLAUGHTERED in social housing £ ] B acouple sat smoking on the roof,
bathtubs.” That was bullshit. No one had . 3 watched over by the moon.

iti thtub f i
done itin a bathtub for years Back in the attic, consternation

erupted from the kitchen. The MPhils

had drunk all the damn tequila.



