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In partnership with SOAS University of London

Haringey Unchained is a collective of students aiming to showcase the 
creative talent of Haringey Sixth Form College in Tottenham, London. 
Through this creative platform we have turned the volume up for voices who 
are all too often muted to bring out the critical and creative consciousness 
of a vibrant college in a thriving borough in our great city of London.

Now in it’s fifth year and fourth volume, we are excited to present another 
edition of incredible creativity from our community. The pieces published 
in this magazine were selected by our editorial team with scrutiny from 
our online blog, where you can also see a back catalogue of work. Visit 
www.haringeyunchained.com for more!

This year, we were privileged to partner with SOAS University of London, 
whose editorial team worked closely with our own to produce what we 
believe is our best collection yet. Submissions were produced by current 
members of Haringey Unchained, Haringey Unchained alumni, SOAS 
University of London students and Haringey Sixth Form College students 
and staff.

In celebration of the work we have published over the last several years, 
we want to thank all of our contributors, editors, partners and readers 
for their support and encouragement at a time when the creative arts are 
under critical scrutiny. Whilst this may be our final printed edition of the 
magazine, we will continue to publish work online. 
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Hamza Raza “Breaking the Ceiling”
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Liberty Peterson “Raining Colour”



Fatin Jameel “Look in My Hand”

I have searched for it,
the melody of life,

one that will make me tremble
at the sound of it.

I’ve searched the world to find it.
I’ve heard strangers sing beautiful songs

in side streets.
I’ve heard singers on stages give their all

to give others a voice, an unforgettable night.

Yet it seems this melody is not to be sung alone.
It is to be sung by the two of us -

so sing with me, my love.

Play the strings of my heart.
Let’s make a beautiful symphony

that only we will understand.

THE MELODY OF LIFE

Andreea Pavel
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Before Roz knew it, she was in the land of Caipirinha’s carnival, surrounded by 
mystery and the sultry golden rays of the sun. She had always wanted to see the 
Christo statue over the city of Rio.

Somehow, in a very distant corner of her mind, she believed that she had been 
here before, and she laughed to herself. Perhaps it was a past life memory.

She and Rema took the dusty worn out looking cab from the airport to the host 
family they were staying with. She glimpsed Christo again; this time it felt like 
her vision of him was becoming stronger.

The house that they were staying in was like a sandwich – a favela on top of 
them and a favela underneath them. She could feel the heat and the excitement 
of the city; everything was alive – even the little gecko was dancing about 
refusing to leave his spot. He definitely was not going to sleep in a tree tonight.
Fire crackers were taking off in sequence; it seemed that there was a party all 
over the City of God.

Bags dropped off, eyeliner and fresh red lippy applied – the two women headed 
out the door. They were told that the party would start at 2.00 in the morning, 
when everyone would be there. 

They took the cab to the middle of Ipanema, and they could hear the cab driver 
mutter under his breath, “Stupid tourists - why?” 

They had the address, but when they looked at the sprawling, ill-shaped houses 
that were the colours of the rainbow spread over the mountains known locally 
as the sugar loaf, they did not know how they would find the party.  Perhaps 
they just needed to listen out for the music.

She noticed that everything was running off the same cables, mangled and 
twisted with sparks coming off some. No one seemed to care.

CITY OF GOD
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Rosanna Smith



Just as they were about to give up, climbing the winding stairs, they heard 
someone shout, “Meninas, you are looking for the party? Let me show you.”
Both women looked at each other; they were ready for an adventure. All three 
on the motorbike, they went up what appeared to be half steps of broken 
concrete for an eternity. 

Getting off the bike and nearly losing her flip-flops, Roz realised that she really 
was on top of the city. The world seemed to be in full swing; the music was loud 
thumping, beating, stomping.

She suddenly realised that everybody was watching her, and there was kindness 
and love pouring out the core of their souls. The smiles were fixed; their eyes 
soft and mesmerising. The bodies were moving in the same direction, not 
missing a beat.

She looked around for Rema, her eyes skimming the crowd. She recognised 
everyone, but they all looked like Rema. At this point, Roz was sure that the 
caipininas had gone to her head.

Then there she was, Rema, standing in front of her, glowing. She said, “Enjoy 
the party, Roz. We have come together for you – it is a celebration of life. Did 
I ever tell you there is no such thing as dying? We are really just in another 
dimension of time and space.We remembered this as one of your favourite cities 
that you visited with those you loved and disliked at the same time. We wanted 
to take you back here for a few hours.”

Roz now realised that everyone at the party were the souls that she had lost. The 
faces beamed at her for what seemed a lifetime, but it was only a minute or two. 
They reflected happiness, sadness, feelings of love and belonging. Roz felt warm 
and tingly; her head was slightly giddy.

She awoke from dreaming, and she knew she had traveled between two worlds. 
She smiled to herself once more; it wasn’t a past life she remembered. 

It was the place we may go to if we believe our existence is never ending.   

11
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Najma Hassan Mohamoud “A Girl”



Her face - strange.
We have not crossed paths before.  
Her speech – uncertain. 
She coughs and then sighs. 

Verses
tremble from her lips 
in harmony to a jagged train track. 
She is close to giving up, 
but cannot give up. 

How little she knows of faith. 
For this attempt
will be her eighth.

“Sarah, Sarah,”
her mother yells. 
Movements - halt.
Sweat -  drips,
spilling a million scars. 

I am shoved - under the bed,
in hopes to conceal a bright secret. 
She flips back - 
to the first chapter,
distressed, 
as she commits to a lie. 

Allah says: “Do they not see the birds controlled in the atmosphere of the sky? 
none - holds them up - except Allah. In that, are signs for a people who believe.” 

LISTENING PRAYERS*

Fatima Sadiq
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Marcella Kirby “Friends Treasured”





As pressure from the responsibilities around you begins to take its 
toll, you come to see that life essentially takes the form of a relentless 
marathon. An engineered atmosphere of competition that drains 
you. You run and run. And just when you think you’ve reached the 
chequered line, you’re told you have another round to go. And again 
and again. You may be leading the race for a lap or two, then lose 
pace and waver in the middle (okay fine, at least you’re not last), but 
then before you know it, you’ve retired to the rear end of the group. 
Now, you’re making your way alone and watching as those ahead 
disappear around the sharp corners, and you can’t help but wonder 
in a state of confusion, “What happened?”

A lot of intimidation stems from the substantial meaning society 
has subscribed to numbers, as if these numbers can provide 
some profound insight into the people we don’t know. Such is 
that for the age of 18 in which one is expected to miraculously 
metamorphosise from a dependent, uninhibited teenager to a 
responsible, mature adult (ironically and despite the ‘teen’ remaining 
in the pronunciation of the figure). 18 then opens many doors while 
simultaneously slamming and bolting others, which had been lock-
free until then. And for many, this can be a terrifying, jarring and 
perplexing transition. 

And there’s the uncomfortable truth that the world is governed by 
outcomes. Effort is taken for granted. Results are taken too literally. 
The process of how the gem came to be formed is not what matters 
but only that the gem exists. So, when those deadlines life has set 
out bolt down on you before you even hear the word ‘go’, it can be 
seen as a race against time to produce that gem of a product. But 
sometimes a race you thought you had prepared for becomes a track 
for disaster. And one wonders what it all means and if all that effort 
was worth it. 

MARATHON OF LIFE
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Adela



As a society, we need to acknowledge this intolerant atmosphere 
we have shaped for our future generation. We need to appreciate 
and show this appreciation for effort instead of solely results. How 
we do this is one subject that needs to be discussed. Because an 
individual should know that the ripples of the effort they exercise 
reverberates something in them and thereby shifts the cause of all 
that are around them on an irreversible and intermolecular level.  
This effect prepares one for a result that radiates in light then 
disintegrates in darkness. So, we need to remember that when 
the going gets tough, there is something meaningful in our every 
movement and every act, even if this is not exactly visible to the 
naked eye.

I guess what I’m trying to get at here is that although transforming 
into an adult (at least in society’s eyes) has hit me with an 
overwhelming sheer force of confusion, I have come to realise 
that it is one that is an important process that is gradually shaping 
my existence. Tackling university has encouraged me to set out 
and meet people coming from all corners of the world (in doing 
so helping me tackle my social awkwardness) and has imparted a 
humbling set of original perspectives on life. In some ways, this 
new role descended upon me induces a daunting and apprehensive 
gulp of unease of what other surprises are waiting down the road; 
in other ways it ignites a thrilling nervous-excitement of the very 
prospect of sketching a future that has been self-determined. What 
is certain is that whatever lies ahead, this marathon is what you 
make it and it is far from over. 

So keep running. 
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Mohamed Ahmed “Who is the Villain”



A black mother’s love
is tested by the fixed 

deck of cards she was dealt
as a person of colour - 

misused and hardly understood

yet she kept fighting 
with knives in her back

chains on her wrists
poison down her throat – 

for her children, she hoped, would
never experience the trials and 

tribulations that she had.

She had hoped for a life for them.
Why else would she leave
her mother country, to be

stripped of her family, her rich culture, her language?

Just for everything she had hoped for to be taken away by one fatal stab?

How can you tell a mother,
holding her new-born child,

that before she sees her last day, 
her son’s body will leave this earth first?

There is no greater pain than a black mother’s sacrifice. 

A BLACK MOTHER’S LOVE

Fatouma Ayeh
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Patrick Maghari “Cherry Blossom”



Dear me, 
 You have been trying too hard to 
 make everyone around you 
 think you are perfect. 
 You have been trying too hard 
 to make yourself think you are perfect.  

 Aren’t you tired of faking your life? 
 Aren’t you tired of living in a society
 where money and looks decide your future? 
 Where in order to speak up for yourself,  
 you need to make sure your lipstick’s colour defines your mood?
 Where shapes and measurements 
 #diet #healthy-life #wokeuplikethis 
 are more important than  
 books and education.  
 #goodpersonality #intelligence #fuckmakeup 

 My soul is in a continuous fight against my looks.
  
 I say, ‘’You are beautiful’’  
 while powdering my face.  
 I say, “You are good enough’’  
 while squeezing my body into that dress.  
 I say, “God made us perfect’’  
 while considering plastic surgery.

 My life feels like a full-time job.  
 I have to work hard to satisfy people. 
 I have to work hard to make myself look presentable.   
 I have to work hard for everyone.  
 For everyone. 
 
 Except me… 
 because beneath all of this
 I think I have forgot how to be… 

PERFECTION

Edith Sandulescu
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Takuzdwa Edwards “Clouded”



My skin wore away as I tiptoed on 
glass.
He yelled my name,
his voice laced with class.
I rattled my chain,
pushed and pulled despite the pain.
It didn’t matter if I hurt;
it wouldn’t matter if I burnt.
All I cared for was to be his main.

He’d call me his indigo child.
He’d pet my head and leave me 
staring. Insults were mere and mild,
compared to the lust he had me 
bearing.

Drunk on the sound of his breathing,
I pulled and tugged. I begged to be 
loved. He parted my sheets, and 
moaned days’ secrets through the 
night.

He told me what were doing was 
right. But for the first time, I struggled 
to believe him.
His touches and tugs left me grim.
And then I saw them - 
those hateful eyes that burned me 
as I lay under. 
To my surprise, they had been there 
forever.

An innocent heart then filled with 
pain that my master’s kisses could 
not cure.

One dance with the devil had me 
undone.

I was too distracted by his lure
to understand why I shouldn’t unfold 
under his gaze. ‘Love’ in itself I came 
to find was a maze.

I reached out a hand to caress his 
cheek and the
tears rained down. It was I who made 
me weep.

At the last gentle sin, I returned my 
master’s dark gaze,
plunged a knife through his body
in a crazed haze.

Drenched in blood, I shall now do my 
part. Girls be warned, your lover may 
be corrupt.

He may gamble your innocence,
with the promise of paradise.
Don’t be fooled and if you need to – 

sacrifice.

SACRIFICE

Ozge Erdur
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Sevgi Gumus “Lost”





The Jester dances in fine clothes; 
he prances, performing without 
desire.

King and Queen gaze on                                                                                                                                               
unamused by his song.                                                                                                                                            
He is a ghost to all.
The royal court laughs and claps                                                                                                                                            
while the Jester feels trapped.                                                                                                                                         
Amongst a large crowd 
he stands, pulling funny faces,                                                                                                                                           
people mocking.                                                                                                                                         
He embraces a never ending cycle. 
To the left to the right                                                                                                                                            
to the air he takes flight                                                                                                                                           
his limbs ache with each stretch.
At night he prays                                                                                                                                            
for the delays of the endless days;                                                                                                                                            
he sleeps with a candle light.
Make them laugh, Jester                                                                                                                                           
hopefully things will get better;                                                                                                                                          
not every day can be the same,
a spectacle for people to see.                                                                                                                                             
Free he cannot be.                                                                                                                                              
Though he smiles with them,
performing without desire,                                                                                                                                          
he is no liar.                                                                                                                                            
Jester cannot take anymore. 
He is a ghost to all.                                                                                                                                             
Speaking will be his downfall;                                                                                                                                        
no one shall hear a word.

Amongst a crowd he stands                                                                                                                                           
serving to their commands                                                                                                                                         
weak and tired, he shall never rest.
Within a never-ending cycle                                                                                                                                            
he pins his dreams on the Bible.                                                                                                                                           
He cannot stop; this is his job.
His limbs ache with each stretch.
He sleeps with candle light                                                                                                                                            
and dreads the daylight.                                                                                                                                        
                                  
The Jester dances in fine clothes; 
he prances, performing without 
desire.

THE JESTER
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Heather Gilchrist
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Isabella Amodeo “If You Could See What I See”



Safe.

What is that word?

I hear it all the time, but I never feel it in this life of hate and 
aggression. 

I’m feeling this hate and aggression, and I can’t help it. I care about 
what people think of me, because at the end of the day, it’s people I 
need to succeed. 

It sounds wrong, but it’s people who open doors and I’m scared. I’m 
scared of being spat at, abused at, shouted at, looked at because of 
the way I look or the way I dress or because of the religion I believe. 
This piece of cloth on my head is my identity, my serenity. Who 
am I without my protection? You can have your observation and 
perception, but it’s my perfection. 

You scold a girl for wearing too little, yet when they wear too much, 
you call them oppressed. 

What life is this if a child links Muslim with terrorist without 
knowing it’s wrong? It’s wrong that I feel fear whenever I walk in the 
street in which I’m meant to belong,
where we’re meant to be one,
strong.

SAFE
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Fatin Jameel



It’s not fair that I always stand with my back against the wall when 
I wait for the train because I’m terrified I’ll get pushed on the 
tracks, or the fact that I always hold my breath and put my hood 
up when I pass a group of bald white men, or the fact that I don’t 
leave the house when there’s a football match or a terrorist attack 
or when everyone on the train stares at me with wide eyes because 
I have a backpack. Is it fair that I get panic attacks whenever there’s 
too many white people in the room, like there’s no air anywhere, is 
this fair? 

Why should anyone feel isolated or feel like they’re alone because 
of their religion, age, sex or skin tone? 

Who wants to live in a world with all this hostility between one 
another when there’s a possibility of love for each other?

But first we need to rid ourselves of ignorance and stereotypes. 
Instead of assuming, ask; instead of screwing, research. We should 
be proud of a country so diverse, because who wants to be the 
same? 

Safe.

Because what is that word?

29
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Alexeen Fernandez “Taking a Moment”





‘Can you believe Ramadan is in three months?’

Your heart sinks to the bottom of the sea, remembering 
what you’ve been doing for the past three months. You are 
a woman of God, undeniably, the way you care for others. 
But you remember the guilt from last Ramadan when you 
were standing in night prayer, tired legs, bloated stomach, 
squashed between two mothers. Somehow that reminded 
you of the warmth you felt when his hands were wrapped 
around your body, the way you shamelessly moaned his 
name a few minutes before the morning call to prayer. The 
way you hear your mum playing Surah Kahf every Friday 
at home but you kiss her goodbye and run to his arms. 
The way when you’re both done, you wear your hijab with 
pride. This is something you need to hold onto to keep you 
a little grounded. The way you’ve taken up Quran lessons on 
Saturday mornings but Saturday evenings you lose control 
over your entire body. 

The moment you greet each other, a fire begins from the 
corner of the tongue. You are a woman of God. You repeat 
this to yourself to silence the dangerous thoughts, and you 
are a woman of deep contradictions. A woman who loves 
to praise God when he is between your legs, sucking your 
thighs. You are what too much love can do to a woman. You 
said you would walk away last Ramadan because you could 
not handle any more sleepless nights and uneasiness in your 
heart. Once the month was over, though you were strong 
until winter arrived, you crept back into his bed to keep you 
warm, warm from the world. 

A FRIEND MENTIONS 
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Amina Ali



Your mother’s words are deeply installed in your 
mind: you should feel shame, and shame is your 
middle name. Yet you read articles about how 
women should not feel shame, that we have desires 
too, but this is to keep you sane. This is what too 
much love does to a woman. 

At teatime with your aunties, you and your cousins 
gather around her. As usual, she begins to speak 
about how us women should protect ourselves and 
shouldn’t let no man in. Her reason is men are dogs 
and once you let them in they lose interest. Her 
traditional views startle you, but you brush them 
away as you know you are from different worlds. You 
listen to the conversations of your work colleagues, 
who laugh about the happenings of the night 
before. You laugh with them, and you never speak 
of yourself. They would never believe the love bites 
under your hijab were real. You catch up with your 
mother. She looks at you with a certain pride and 
parades you like a trophy, tells her friends about your 
promotion at work and the only reason why you’re 
not married is because you’re stubborn. 

Your period has not come yet. 
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My eyes fill when I think of you; you are a closet in my mind, in my 
heart. 

When people ask about you, I really don’t know how to summarise 
your bounty. 

How can I possibly explain the depths of your detailed intricate 
design, and years of history and battle? 

How can I possibly describe the feeling of tranquillity and inner 
peace I get from simply thinking about you?

How can I tell them that just knowing all prophets have prayed 
where I have prayed sends shivers down my spine?

How can I explain the breath-taking sight of over 150,000 people 
coming together on the 27th night of Ramadan just to be with you?
How can I tell them that I am in a constant state of heartbreak 
because of you, because I fear for you, for your safety?

You are full of love, and constantly you are battling for your life-you 
don’t deserve this.

You don’t deserve to have armed soldiers constantly surrounding 
you, constantly throwing tear gas at your people, constantly raiding 
your streets in the middle of the night and constantly taking your 
children away from you. 

You don’t deserve to be empty, and only full on the occasional 
Friday. 

A LETTER TO AL-AQSA MOSQUE
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Hana Arman



You shouldn’t be used as a pawn in this game. 

There shouldn’t be so much blood shed in your name. 

Your children shouldn’t be denied the right to see you. 

But you are so strong; you remain happy and hopeful through it 
all. 

Your imaan is truly admirable.  

And when I’m with you, I don’t like to show you that I’m angry, 
but I am. 

I’m angry. I’m furious. And I’m frustrated that no one cares – that 
I have to just accept that today’s leaders aren’t leaders – they’re 
puppets. 

And these puppets are too weak to speak to you, let alone un-cuff 
you.

Stay strong, for I will see you soon. 

And I promise one day you will be freed.

You won’t have to close at certain hours of the night; people won’t 
be denied entry to see you; people won’t fear being near you. 

And soon enough all of your people can visit you freely without 
going through hell first. 

And I promise you that. 

And Islam promises us that.
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Emile Wilson “How Do I Feel?”





Inspired by Sam Selvon’s: “The Lonely Londoners”

I’m still grinding on the same roads, 
tryna dodge the snakes in them plain clothes.

I was tryna find my way home, 
but got lost up on the way bro. 

This is my letter to the colonisers.
They took away tradition, now we feeling priceless,

and I think to myself - was this really worth it -
not tryna paint you an image that is picture perfect.

I can tell the truth beneath their lies; 
there’s a different story behind each eye, 

I packed up my bags and left the mother land behind; 
they took away my chances, filled my soul with fire. 

And when they see you black, 
they think they know your story.

Traveled across the globe to make it better for me. 
Ever since I’ve been here they been scheming on me. 

I’m tryna start a family, but now I’m feeling lonely.

MOSES’ SONG
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Aria Alavi-Niako



I was on a vast, overcrowded field on New Year’s Eve, surrounded by 
people cheering, making the most out of that moment as the fireworks 
flew into the sky simultaneously like bullets. As the clock hit midnight, 
massive blasts went off, each firework racing each other in a competition. 

The flashes of lightning flooded the land with a charming display; people 
gazed at the beauty of the sky. Its jet black ushered in a forbidding, 
powerful mood, and combined with the elegance of the illuminations. It 
was a spectacular, splendid sight above us all.

At the same time, my fingers turned numb from the bitter cold. It looked 
as if every surface, every blade of grass and twig were growing long ice 
crystals around me. 

Despite being out in the intense, icy temperature, it was all worth it, as 
I had the wonderful opportunity to relish the breath-taking rainbow of 
colours dancing in the pitch-black sky.  For a moment, I felt as if I were 
at the cinema, totally on the edge of my seat.

Suddenly, dissimilar kinds of dazzling patterns were thrown into the 
black darkness again. Waterfalls of different colours poured down the 
sky: sage, crimson, indigo, primrose, spessartite orange. They shot into 
the air wowing, amazing, pleasing and leaving the spectators speechless.

The bunch of people were cheering as if they were watching a football 
match, and each person waited for their bottle rocket to rise up to the black 
sky before fading away. Suddenly, a shining star burst into a thousand 
more, explosion after explosion meant glamourous beauty furnishing 
the night sky. People around me said, ‘Is that one not wonderful? That 
one was incredible!”

And just like that, the lights had faded and the new year had begun.

FIREWORKS
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Ulas Dogan



Your lighthouse has been switched off,
but not by you, 
by a stranger,
one who once swore to take care of your lighthouse,
so you gave him the key.
You let him in,
you let him stay,
but he cluttered the place.
He filled it with all things him, 
he became distracted
and careless,
so he forgot what the lighthouse was for.
He stopped being the light to guide you home,
so one stormy night,
you never returned.
He became concerned,
started flashing the lights,
but what use is flashing for a ship that’s not there?

LIGHTHOUSE

40

Lina Charki
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Ellie O’Neill “Coke Adds Life”



We fight! 
We live! 
We obey! 
We die! 

Dressed to the nines in armour, we breath as our swords gleam with victory. 
For we have made history as we fought for Asgard’s liberty. 
We embraced the cold winds as we rode our wing’d beasts to battle, 
For death is life and should be honoured, as one should die as they have lived. 

We fought as one and lived as one, 
In Asgard we live to protect as our job is never done. 
We know not of giving up, 
We know nothing of going down. 
For that means the loss of the throne and crown, 
Letting Hela rise up in her deathly gown. 

We slay on the command of our all father 
Loyalty our code, loyalty our life, 
To lose our honour is to die by the knife. 
We protect the mother who brought us here, 
Hell to Valhalla, order to order, we never mishear. 
Not a minute to spare, we are no common maiden of the house, 
We cook no hen, nor weave no blouse, 
but fight in what we know as a slaughterhouse.
 

CHOOSERS OF THE SLAIN
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Hootan Abrishami & Heather Gilchrist



We carry our last flaxen hairs to the rim of a sword, 
Battling against those foes who come in hordes. 
To die amidst battle is a great honour, to cower is a grave sin, 
We shall never yield our shield or surrender our “skin”. 
One dream, one last wish as we choose the slain, 
Then we turn the tables and for one day, 
To the halls of Valhalla, 
To rest, to dance, to be. 

What are we but mere human? 
We are together! 
We are sisters, hand in hand! 
Women to the battlefield and women to the final land! 
We live together as one, but never die as one! 
We are always here, prepared for duty, never to cease. 
Loyal and honoured, mighty and praised.

We are the Valkyrie! 
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It was mid-July in Gallipoli, five months since the war had started. The sun shined 
stronger than it ever had, and slowed down every movement minute by minute. This 
morning was no different from any other morning that came before it; the feeling of 
‘living in a bell-glass’ never faded. The air was getting moist and dustier each day. There 
was no way of escaping to have fresh air, free from the smell of blood. And the three 
layers of clothing worn to provide enough protection from the ruthless bullets and 
bombs made things worse. They were slowly melting in the uniforms that were soon to 
become their shrouds. 

Yet the unbearable smell of the dead bodies did not give enough time to think of 
themselves. The flies formed a thick layer on them, and within every other place they 
could fit. There was not a single meal without floating dead flies in it. 

It did not feel like war anymore to the men on either side; they were not harming 
each other, but just trying to stay alive. Someone had to do something. The war could 
not continue with the weight of this smell. The Turks took a deal with the British; a 
temporary truce to bury the deceased. Both sides had thousands of dead, and they were 
all lying around the bare land, waiting to decay. No one expected a ceremonial burial. 
Burials on this land consisted of mass graves. 

The truce did not initially appeal to the British troops, but eventually, it seemed like 
the only gateway. The agreement was made. Only for a day, from 6 am to 6 pm, soldiers 
from both troops were allowed in the fields of each other’s sides to retrieve their dead. 
 

***

Henry was a 17-year-old Australian soldier. He only signed-up for Gallipoli because his 
brother James was willing to go to war and sacrifice everything for the British. Everyone 
would have deemed Henry a coward if he had stayed behind. And now, he was told 
to participate in the war, but Henry had not signed-up to commit murder when he 
departed on this journey. 

Like Henry, but on the other side of the barricade, Ahmet was a relatively older soldier 
at the age of 23. His only purpose was to be a brick in the wall to stop the British from 
entering his nation. He had a new-born daughter whom he had not yet met. Ahmet’s 

THE MISTAKE
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days and nights were filled with dreaming of her smell and the moment he would get to 
take her in his arms. These dreams were what kept him going. Everyone who made it to 
that day was like Ahmet. They had the hope of returning to their previous, simple lives.

On the morning of 13th July, Henry woke up with the rise of the sun to Sergeant 
William’s high pitched speech: “Alright guys, as we all know, it is going to be a tough day. 
What you will see today may change your life forever. It may traumatise you. Today’s 
task is to remove the lifeless bodies of those who once were our colleagues, friends, or 
simply fellow soldiers fighting for the same purpose as us. It might be the hardest thing 
you will have to do in your lives, but we have to get through this. We only have one day. 
Get this shit done and make me proud!”

Henry had never felt so helpless. He had no choice but to face the dead bodies. The first 
step on the battleground - without any protection or weapon - felt like walking into a 
different land. It gave him freedom; it made him sad; it made him worried and afraid... 

It did not take the soldiers a long time to feel exhausted. They were fast and agile, but the 
humid weather worked against them every second. They decided to give lunch breaks by 
groups. So; some would keep working while others rested.

Ahmet took a walk up the hill to light a cigarette, and he leaned behind a giant olive 
tree. He removed his daughter and wife’s black and white, worn photo taken nine days 
after his daughter’s birth, from his pocket. It was not a time to shed a tear, but Ahmet’s 
struggle was getting harder and harder every day. There were times when he wanted to 
die, rather than to live in this hell. He was finding it difficult to hold on for his family.
While Ahmet was split between two different worlds, he was suddenly brought back to 
reality with the sound of a silent crack behind the bushes. When he turned his back, 
he was greeted by a young, frail Australian soldier. In an attempt to avoid any conflict, 
Henry turned back immediately to return from where he came. But Ahmet stopped 
him. 

“Hey, you, I’ve got another cigarette if you want one...” This unexpected offer made 
Henry turn around. Why would a Turkish soldier offer him a cigarette? Henry accepted 
Ahmet’s offer with a hesitant smile. 

But it was not difficult. It was actually relieving. It did not require a lot of thought to 
understand this act of kindness in a place of pain. They both longed for the same peace, 
after all. 

Easy and simple, they smoked together, watching the beautiful view of Gallipoli’s 
crystal-clear sea before them. 
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“What is your name?” asked Ahmet. He had a heavy Turkish accent and 
struggled to use his rusty English, but that question became the beginning of 
friendly small talk in the middle of the war.

They then told each other about their families, their villages, cultures... the 
language barrier did not stop the flow of memories and compassionate 
feelings between them. By the time they were done with smoking, they gave 
each other little remembrances: a little lighter with an Australian map on it 
from Henry and a handkerchief Ahmet’s mother had sewn for him. 

And then they parted.

***

By the 27th of July, it had been two weeks since the truce had been broken. 

The tension between the two sides was increasing, bringing the war to an end 
that no one was expecting…

Henry was not a private soldier anymore; he had been promoted to a sniper 
to support the shifting needs of the war. And he had a straightforward task 
for the day. There was a Turkish trench spotted, and he had been asked to 
exterminate it. 

He first climbed up a hill and made himself comfortable in between the dusty 
bushes where he had a good view of the trench. The job was easy: there were 
three of them close by, but he had to be fast. 

“Three, two, one…”

Boom. Boom. Boom. All three enemies were gone in under a minute. But 
Henry could never be proud of his achievement. When he stood up to leave, 
he received a last but stronger boom in his brain when he surveyed his 
victims. 

On the ground lay a soldier with a lighter that had the map of Australia on 
it…it lay lose in his cold hand. 



Chloe DeSilva “Paint the Town”
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Everlasting darkness envelops,
but she is immortal.

Behind the darkness she throws
flames of love and nurture 

that burn bright. 
When darkness falters,

she shines.
The sun rises

as a canopy of golden
light breaks through.

Darkness surrenders because
the goddess of the sun

shines bright when dawn comes.

THE IMMORTAL SUN
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MOON CYCLES 
 

Again, 
Back together, 

The womb twitches, 
Tying knots that thread 

The hollow inside of a needle. 
Shooting the stem, collecting rainfall, 

Pooling pinpricks of pain, pooling stains. 
Higher hills have evaded bluer moons  

When the thread knots itself 
To stitch the womb 

Back together 
Again. 
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Tonight, as we lay in the silence of the hour, 
we are watched by The Mother - 

The Moon. 

She sits still, unmoving, 
basking in the safety of the darkness, 

warm and snug between the stars,
her reflection bouncing off the high points of your cheeks 

with each turn of your head.

I do not know what is sadder:
the way she is able to rob the 

Sun of his light and claim it as her own,

or the way he so easily gives it up…

SPILT MILK

51

Tahanni Yehya



52

Lauryn Bennett “Cracked”

DRUG TRIP

She blinked. 

And the world came to life. 

She turned slowly from left to right, taking in the new sights. As she looked 
ahead, she saw the silhouettes of a railroad, and behind it soft colours of red, 
orange and purple. 

Her face did not change. She turned again, and placed one foot forward. 



She blinked. Everything changed. She grew confused. 

She looked down to the ground and knelt down to pick up a 
bottle cap at her feet. She twiddled it in her fingertips, increasingly 
interested in its bright orange colour and the skull placed so 
decadently in its centre. She focused on its teeth. The teeth began 
to grow; an overwhelming feeling began to seep into her core, 
consuming her. 

So she blinked. 

She was in a carnival. At her left was a stall selling trinkets; she 
gracefully moved towards the rainbow bottles and began to feel 
each one with a light, gentle touch. She smiled. She felt the colours 
from the bottle entering her soul. 

Feeling a sense of warmth inside unlike the bleakness from before, 
she stepped onto the merry-go-round next to the stall with a 
slight skip in her step. She drifted from horse to horse, stroking 
each one with care until she found one that didn’t quite fit in. 
They were all pure white with glistening golden manes, but this 
one, this one was a dirty brown. Its name was Anna; its mane was 
shaven, and it was far from regal. 

She stood in front of Anna contemplating why she’d want such 
a lesser beauty and then she stopped. The glint in her eyes faded 
away, and once again her eyes were blank, and she sat on the 
horse. She waited. She waited more. 

As she waited, the world surrounding her began to bleed. It 
started morphing and changing but still she remained seated, 
unaffected, and waited. She grew tired of this world. She reached 
into her bag and pulled out a purple fan. She handled it with care, 
stroking it slowly from side to side, then abruptly whipped it 
open. 

She stared at it’s simple flower patterns, and as she began to fan 
herself, she blinked...
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What is it? 
Keep it in and don’t let it free. 

What is it? Let it hurt like a stinging bee. 
What is it? Make it feel you are lost at sea. 

What is it? Nurture it and let the anger thrive like a  
flourishing tree. Implode and explode, one blasts in 

the other out. Both result in pain and make you pout.  
Nothing feels the same. There’s no one but me to blame. 
Let me merge with the inferno of a flame. What is it? Let  
it all free; don’t keep it in. What is it? Relinquish the pain 
and throw it in the bin! What is it? Find your way to fury 
 and never get lost. What is it? Burn the growing tree  
to the ground and let it frost. Both come marked with 

sorrow, yet one lets it all out. A throw of emotions  
here to there, what more is there to bare? 

 Keep it in; keep it out. What else  
is there to do but shout! 

Hootan Abrishami



55

Kiera Robinson “What’s Inside”



www.haringeyunchained.com


