














There is a hunger for trying new ways of research in sociology and for 

accessing aspects of people's lives that are often difficult to surface 

using conventional methods. Whenever I have used creative methods 

- whether with research participants or in workshops with other

academics and postgraduate students - the response is

overwhelmingly positive. People enjoy creating things: drawing,

writing creative responses to prompts, mapping, making comic strips,

bringing together images in collages or zines, making and responding

to music. Researchers enjoy making with their participants and find

the ennui of labouring at the coal face in the contemporary neoliberal

university beginning to dissipate as they observe and feel the sparks

of excitement and new ways of thing, feeling and doing that are

generated with and through these encounters and research-creations.

Bennett's 'thing-power' is clearly in action in these moments.

Is this a manifesto for more creating and making and thinking 

otherwise in sociology? Yes! Will zombie sociology be content to rest 

in its unquiet grave, along with the dead white men? Time will tell. .. 
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We also became undesirable romantic partners. Having a blue-eyed 
child was - and is, especially after the Coup - scary. Once a sign of 
beauty, now blue eyes are a burden in the marriage market. 

Some people could afford surgical eye color change, and prosthetic 
lenses. Companies started offering genetic testing and editing to blue-

� 
eyeds. The wealthiest of blue-eyeds embraced it. .. and they weren't 
blue-eyed anymore, and neither were their children. Those who 
couldn't afford this had no option but to keep their eye color and pass 
it down. An underclass was born. 

When the economy went to shit in 2551, we were easy to blame. By 
the time the Coup happened, our homes and our few businesses were 
already being vandalized daily. Blue-eyeds were attacked in the 
streets, and publicly humiliated. The Coup just made it official. Instead 
of burning our homes down and chasing us with bats and knives, 
government officials round us up to take us to the quarantine camps. 

Dear Diary, 

The last thing I remember is a loud noise, and my door bursting in 
front of my eyes. Someone tackled me. I felt a needle entering my 
arm, and I fell asleep. 

The wind and the daylight woke me up. I was on some sort of 
uncovered truck. It took me a few seconds to see the guard. "Where 
are you taking me?" I mumbled. "To your new home". So that was it, I 
thought. I was going to end up in one of those hellholes. "A quarantine 
camp?" I insisted. "A Network liberation camp", the guard answered 
with a smile. The people on the sides of the road were staring at the 
truck. "Who are these people?" I asked. "Them?" the guard asked, 
and I nodded. "Your welcome party." 

Zofia Cielatkowska
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Image: Thom Roberts, 36 Millennium Trains, 
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Those with resources became less kind, in case they were asked for 

favours or had to share supplies. Neighbours turned into strangers, 

suspicious of their every move. Couples didn't dare utter plans out 

loud within the confines of their own homes. Children stopped 

laughing, mirroring the anxieties blooming in their family. 

We just waited for our turn. 

Soon, army tanks will be parading in our streets, howling warnings via 

loudspeakers. Many will be trapped into following instructions like 

good citizens then be left with the despair of false advertising. 

The orderly streets of our everyday life will become violent passages 

to safety, only delaying the inevitable. The etiquette of social cohesion 

and carefully-clocked routines will be nothing but distant ideals. Our 

skin colour and gender will become more obvious in the demarcation 

of leaders and followers. 

I only have one exit strategy. A syringe, and a lethal dose of 

flunitrazepam, waiting on the kitchen bench. Year,s of insomnia have 

finally turned out to be useful. 

My darling, you have much better chances of surviving without me. 

Don't deceive yourself with good memories. I've done my part. I gave 

you life and raised you, taught you to be kind and strong, pushed you 

to travel the world and care about justice. But this time, you must only 

think about yourself, not my body that's past its best before date. 

I won't suffer. It will only take a few minutes to spread through my tired 

veins. I might start wheezing, but then again that's the point. 

Don't listen, don't look, inject and walk out. I have no regrets. I have 

loved you. 

Image: Thom Roberts, Kenny Matthews Father, 
2017, painting, 93 x 77cm. Courtesy of Studio A. 























Strava 

William Fleming 

I want to run 5k in 20 minutes. 

I ran 4.86k in 22:21 and told my best 

friend that I wanted to run 

it in less than 20 minutes by September 

and he said he would be 

"seriously impressed" 

1. Getting there

My housemate told me he did it in sub-17 

Fuck, that's quick 

I go out a few times but don't share my 

time 

My Mum follows me on Strava 

She is 60 and did her first triathalon 

- seriously impressed!

She recently got an Apple upgrading from

another watch.

My cousin (personal trainer)

lives in Florida and follows her on the app

and messages her training tips

My brother tracks his cycle to work -

Every Day! 

Who cares? 

..... 
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