
A collection of creative pieces from  
Haringey Sixth Form College and Duke’s Aldridge Academy

HARINGEYUNCHAINED
Creative writing workshop in partnership  

with SOAS, University of London



On the 11th July 2019, a group 
of year 8 students from Duke’s 
Aldridge Academy in Haringey, 
London visited SOAS University  
of London to produce, with 
Haringey Sixth Form College and 
SOAS university students, flash 
fiction and erasure poems. 

It was an incredible day of 
creativity and collaboration that 
was funded by The Jack Petchey 
Foundation and supported by 
SOAS University of London and 
Haringey Sixth Form College. 

The students of Haringey 
Unchained, a creative blog and 
magazine at Haringey Sixth 
Form College, worked with staff 
to develop and execute these 
workshops with an impressive 
group of young, developing 
creatives. 

Here we present to you the 
produced work and hope that you 
enjoy it as much as we enjoyed 
creating it all together. To see more 
content produced by the creatives 
of Haringey Unchained and a wide 
range of university partners in the 
past, please visit: 
www.haringeyunchained.com. 



FLASHFICTION
Using a set of 6-word prompts, Duke’s Aldridge Academy and Haringey Sixth Form 
College students excelled in the creation of flash fiction. With very limited space and 
under timed constraints, these students produced incredible pieces that say so much in 
so little. Some students even pushed against the boundaries of this form itself, blurring 
the line between flash fiction and spoken word. What was the outcome? A wide range of 
bold messages!

Sofia:
His eyes… 

They’re always the same, piercing stare. The same 
exhilaration he always manages to make me feel. 
The same flattering feeling growing inside of me. 
He knows. He knows they’re my weakness…

that his eyes are my weakness…

that he is my weakness…

Even now, his lifeless corpse glares back at me 
and into my soul. 
Even dead, his eyes are full of life. 
It’s all in –

his eyes…

Julia:
They didn’t believe him. They thought he was possessed.

“The monster,” he repeated. “He’s coming.”
Those words stuck in my head. Stuck like his characters: George, Megan, Gabbie, Claura. 
They were different, yet all the same.

That day, we met someone completely unknown. 
That day we met him, we lost him… F*%@...

Andreea: 
We never saw it coming.
On a cheery summer Sunday, the sun shined 
brightly, caressing everything it touched. We played 
inside our shed and the sun’s rays poked through 
the wood.
Five minutes was all it took. No one saw it 
running; we were too busy inside the shed. Our 
cheerful smiles disappeared with the sound of the 
lawnmower engine and our piercing screams.
We never saw it coming…

Akua:
I’ve never liked this place, this 

place they call home.

The war began and we needed to 

leave. Bombs were falling from 

the sky as if they were raindrops. 

Bullets flew around like lost birds. 

We knew we were forbidden; the 

wall was there for a reason. We 

knew we couldn’t, we shouldn’t, 

but it was the only escape. The 

only escape from death. We had to 

cross the border…

I’ve escaped in a casket, escaped 

this place they called home.

Aries:
The skyscrapers were all I had ever known. 

Now, every time I pass the area, all I get are chills as I remember. 
On the tragic night of September 11th, the towers were set ablaze 
when the planes made impact. 

Suddenly, the men inside had grown majestic wings. 

Claude:
People know about the struggle.

They fall on their knees and pray
Because they can’t even head one way,
Most of these people in society,
Can enjoy their life, no charity.
But most people out there,
Have nothing else to f*&@ing spare.
Most sit in the pouring rain,
With great fool and great shame.

People can’t live with the struggle…

Heather: 
It was a blessing hearing her high-pitched scream. I counted it as a miracle, as if she were given 
to me by God. But I was soon to find out from the darkness in her eyes that it was the complete 
opposite. It was unexpected, scary and demonic the moment her wail turned into one darkness. 

I loved him, I promise, I love him. No one believed me when the castle started to crumble. I 
had held his hand. We kissed once, that was all, but now his blood runs cold on the floor as it 
touches my extended hand. 

I had promised we would live; I guess I was wrong. Our blood mixed together, becoming one as 
the holes decorated our hearts. 
“”



“Thank you to the staff and students of Duke’s Aldridge Academy who came to 
SOAS to work with the Haringey Unchained team and alumni from Haringey 6th 
Form College students to produce creative pieces for our blog and a published 
pamphlet. The students from Duke’s Aldridge were a real credit to their school, 
representing their peers with confidence and passion and wonderful creative energy. 
We really hope to be able to work with these students again 
in the future - such talent! Keep on creating. 
Angie Smith, Haringey Unchained Founder and Coordinator ”

FLASHFICTION
Eren:
He was drinking again. 
Smash, crack, bang. The bottle of cheap whiskey 
missed me by a hair. 

“You f&@£ing son of a devil!” 

All he ever wanted to do was hurt me. That’s when I decided to 
abandon my daily cycle of abuse and pain. I love him, my father, 
but I doubt he loves me. 

That’s why I’m running away. 

He always blamed me for my mother’s death. I didn’t mean to kill 
her, but after what she had done… 

Natalia:
For Sale: Baby shoes, never 
worn.

They were bought for her, 
but she never wore them. 
Where is she? 

Her mother – now broke, 
broken and isolated with 
only her children’s clothes 
for sale. And the father, 
forgotten. Where is he?

Left alone, Margaret 
bawled, and a river flowed 
beyond her cheeks. 

Hootan:
I watch as my colleagues – no friends! – whom I had seen almost everyday for the 
past few years of my life, succumb to the blazing, crimson flames. It is as if the devil 
himself had formed these fires for the sole purpose of our demise. I had shared in their 
birthdays, their sons’ christenings, their tears, their joy, their coffee. 

Now all of that has been eradicated by the scorching ember flames that turn blessed 
memories to celestial dust for the divine’s use now. They blow over two oversized 
Olympic torches, their ashes fresh and young. I know I can only choose between the 
path of flight or the highway of flames. 

I will not give into the murderer’s desires of mass extinction through the inferno of 
confusion. I can only let the reaper take me in flight as I grow wings. Let him grasp my 
poor, unfortunate soul with his ice cold skeletal hands. 

Mid-flight, I leave my physical body, another stain on the concrete pavement. I’m sorry 
Lord. Today, I take flight, I hope, towards you. I jump to save my life…”“



ERASUREPOETRY
Erasure Poetry, originated by Tom Phillips in 1966, is a technique whereby writers use 
previously published texts to re-appropriate them for new messages/pieces. Duke’s 
Aldridge Academy students did just that with pieces published in The London Review of 
Books – working with John Canfield, MA Manager of The Poetry School London. 

We hope you enjoy this colourful display of new content by the students, bearing in 
mind that we asked them to keep the pieces anonymous. 

“Thank you to you all Haringey 
Unchained, Haringey 6th form 
college and SOAS for hosting us 
at the exciting creative writing 
workshop. We thoroughly 
enjoyed working alongside all 
the talented individuals involved.
Our students were given insight 
into how to harness their creative 
potential and remain passionate 
in their pursuit of expressing 
their creativity. 
Ms.Ali ”



ERASUREPOETRY

“My personal experience at the 
SOAS University, located in London, 
was thrilling and full of creativity 
from beginning to end. From this 
visit, I have learnt that there isn’t just 
one type of creative writing, which 
is just your imaginative mind, there 
are many different forms, like Flash 
Fiction and black-out poetry’. 
Natalia ”



www.haringeyunchained.com

“It was a pleasure to work with the students of Duke’s 
Aldridge Academy. They showed enthusiasm and an 
eye for creativity, playfulness and experimentation 
which I hope they’ll continue to develop in the future. 
John Canfield - The Poetry School”


