
Ninety Nine Problems

F or a hundred years or more man has been on a track of progression. 
We were laughed out of the room for thinking tiny, magical 

particles spread disease, then we wiped out TB, Flu and Measles with 
said tiny magic particles. Women went from fearing childbirth as a 
mortal neccessity to choosing their own when and where with a simple 
pill. Total employment was the bar we set ourselves, rate of participation 
was as high as we could hope as we churned out washing machine, 
dryers, vacuumes, a car for every house, a house for every family, with 
every man the master of his ship, the captain of his soul. We plunged 
the depths of oceans blue and rocketed out to the dark of space, landing 
on a rugged rock called Moon and looked back down on our spinning 
sphere and said, ‘Now is the Age of Man, the Anthroprocene, speak, 
and let the cosmos hear our call.’

And then something happened... as it so often does.
We got cold feet, we created the beast of globalisation that couldn’t 

be stopped, we gave corporations human status and now, now, we’re 
writing laws allowing companies to sue We the People based on 
projected loss of profits. We’re caught in a death cycle: slashing taxes to 
public services and when they inevtiably sputter and get worse we say 
they’re inefficient so we sell them to the highest vulture who continues 
the system of raising profits for shareholders while the man on the 
ground weeps, asking, ‘Where did progress go?’

One Percent of the world’s population owns Fifty Percent of the 
wealth. 

One Percent...
Only we can stop it. Only we can stand and be heard, raising 

our voice as one to let them know that we don’t want to reduce every 
element of humanity down to dollars and cents. We know we are worth 
more than bonds and interest. They can take away everything else, but 
they cannot take our brains. While we can still afford to breath the free 
air we can suck in deeply and shout out loud
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to all the others
who made up the whole
but were never counted

be counted now
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Refugees 1% ?
Sheighle Birdthistle

We struggle through cold lands and hearts
Our country torn apart with bombs and bullets
Fish in the seas recognise our families
As we shed our layers of humanity.
Feet have skin blistered and bleeding
On the rubble and antiquity of nations
Stomachs are empty like the hearts
Of those who fear our nothingness
And close doors in our faces as we stare
Hope draining as we sense that we have
Become the enemy of the people.
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One Hundred Minus One
Lauren Griffin

Look around you. What do you see?
99% of everything.
20/20 vision but still you have a blind spot.

A woman passes by. A child sleeps in her arms.
She smiles.
Did you notice the bruises on her wrists?
1% of her.

A man sits in the rain. He pulls his jacket closer.
He pleads.
Can you see the blindness in his eyes?
1% of him.

A child searches for their mother. She won’t be found.
They cry.
Will you hear the sorrow in their voice?
1% of them.

You tell a tale. Another story for your friends.
You laugh.
Did they look beyond your words?
1% of you.

A decimal point of the 1% fighting against a tide of 99s.

One hundred minus one.
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One Percent Closer
Grace Austin

Living life on the edge,
Forever forgetting how much I have left.
(Not much),
That’s how much I have left.
I’ve gone through a vast majority of my life –
Moments of connections,
Moments where signals were missed… dearly.

What ever happened to thee simple, predictable times?
When life paced itself –
When things weren’t so tired, worn out, or just messed up.
When I wasn’t so close to the edge –
About to die an anti-climatic death.

I can feel my life slowly draining away from me –
Five percent warning,
I’m only going to be around for emergencies.
I’m not as readily available as I once was.
You keep calling and texting –
It’s draining –
One percent –
Gone.



7

Good Readers
Richard Hawtree

This sonnet is crafted for the one percent –
Readers who crave obscurity in texts: the whale’s 
Baleen fronds, stitched lovingly with keratin, 
Or even those vestigial hips

Beneath the fertile blubber. ‘Now recondite verse
Wins every laurel’, sings the narwhal’s tusk
Splintering a witless poet’s eye. Don’t
Look too downcast; while you’re scanning this

The fickle populists are hosting flytings, slams,
Sly happenings, high on the whale’s hipped roof. These types,
The jejune ninety-nine percent,

Will drown (plying flash selfie sticks and ‘phones) as you
Snorkel in occult underwater light,
O bone lector, god-like, erudite!
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The Link
Kevin Hussey

Throughout this life (that He has given me)
I’ve sometimes seen myself
As one, the other, both and neither.
I can see (Can you too?) 
The Nature of this, His Plan.
One as the other,
The other as one...
Ingenious, don’t you say?
Now she knows him,
And he knows her,
The link, can one dismay?
No longer are we left so dark
As we once thought we were.

They (in the singular) can show you (in the plural)
The world, in a way
That’s not hateful, not closed in, not hidden away.
The world’s not an oyster,
Nor is it a cloister,
But a wide, open space.
Where I, from here, and you, from there,
Can run wild and free,
Not trapped anywhere.

The link is His Plan
To rid the world 
Of height and depth,
Of rich and poor,
Of East and West,
Of places one and two.
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Look on the world as it is.
A place that’s not ours,
Yours, theirs, his or hers;
It does not belong to one race.
The world is the host of the days
Where we rise, where we fall,
Where we die, where we’re born.
The world does not have to have class,
And hate, greed and evil can be placed
To one side, and we can lace
Every one of us
With equality.
None behind.
None ahead.
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Pian Amháin a bhFuil Agam
Kevin Hussey

Mé i mo shuí, i mo aonair 
(Mo dhearthair agus mo dheirfiúr ag gáire
Sa seomra ag an dtaobh eile den halla)
Cuirtear i gcuimhne liom fear – file –
As an n-Oileáin Acla.

Tá an teachtaireacht ceart aige.
Gan agó, gan dabht, gan amhras.
Ní dhearna sé dearmad ar ár stair.
1846 - d’fhág na milliúin an tír seo;
Ag éalú a mbás, ar loing contúirteach –
Fuair na mílte bás.
2016 – Fágann na milliúin na tíortha sin;
Ag éalú a mbás, ar loing contúirteach –
Faigheann na milliúin bás.

Bíonn súil againn go mbeadh fáilte roimh 
Ár dteifigh ag dul thar lear.
Ach, ní chuirimid aon fáilte roimh 
A dteifigh ag teacht anseo.

Iarraim ó chuile Éireannach anseo:
Ná déan dearmad ar ár stair.
Ná cead dóibh smál a chur ar ár n-ainm ‘gus ár n-anam.
Éirigí suas, agus seas liom.
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A Pain That I Have
Kevin Hussey

As I sit here on my my own
(My brother and sister are laughing
In the room at the other end of the hall)
I’m reminded of a man – a poet – 
From Achill Island.

He has the right message.
Without a doubt, without a doubt.
He didn’t forget our history.
1846 – millions left this country;
Escaping their deaths, on dangerous ships – 
Thousands lost their lives.
2016 – millions are leaving those countries;
Escaping their deaths, on dangerous ships – 
Millions are losing their lives.

We always hope there’ll be a welcome
For our Refugees going abroad.
Yet, we don’t give any welcome
To their refugees coming here.

I ask every Irishman,
Irishwoman and Irishperson here:
Don’t forget our history.
Don’t let them stain our name and our soul.
Stand up, and stand with me.
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Single Spies
Brooklyn Bond

(i)
You flicked your tongue off the back of your teeth when you 

smiled; that sheepish grin I had a weakness for.
Your iris shrinked to pinhead when we sat on the bench.

(I was no friend of aphrodite but I was certain we had a mutual 
friend)

You promised you’d shape my soul into wax but you left an 
incomplete masterpiece on your desk.

You blinked to the beat of the waltz but never stepped foot on the 
ballroom floor; though you let my blood seep down onto it through 
your shoes.

I knew I was right when I said ‘words and tongues shrink in the 
sun’ after I watched yours melt and saw myself.

I often wonder: is the arrowhead supposed to puncture your lungs 
on the way out?

Anyway, I think about you now and it near bores me to death.
The once unaware poet to the now headless boy in search of the 

high he will never get again.
Regardless, I laughed when you said the ring turned your finger 

green.
What am I to you at this point? The ‘old friend,’ one percent 

honesty and ninety-nine percent fun, the cool girl with the cracked 
voice.

I’ve heard your postcard-mouth; the untruths it told but does it 
really matter? Of course not, why would it? You’re just dealing with 
a corpse now, I guess.

But is it really a lie if I thought it was true at the time?
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(ii)
And, of course, you – darling father, how could I forget you?
How can I forget you?
I’d sigh if I had any breath left;
6 years of quietness sticks to the roof of my mouth like toffee.
My bottom lip crawls away in search of a more interesting chat 

than your biannual call; 2 minutes 36 seconds. 
Do you feel nothing? Are you blind?
I’m one percent charity and ninety-nine percent burden at this 

stage;
I’m no longer breathing in your atmosphere – the layers of lies.
There’s no dignity in the way you rot away all alone.
Your dignity hasn’t been around for the past 6 years now; last 

spotted amongst the glass you left my mother in.
(But you get to carry on like normal – how lovely)
I often wonder: why does the local get more attention than I and 

the little guy?
But we will never cry for you; no matter how much you want us 

to.
I’d quicker decompose alone than drag your feeble skeleton down 

with me.
Yes, in battalions they come;
Not bothering to stick around till the waltz’s end.
Ye were the worst of the heart breaks;
An ache that is loathed 
And missed.
One percent hates them but ninety nine percent needs the lies.
You can fake the nostalgia for another few years with a pencil in 

your hand,
And you can fester away next to the phone while the second sun 

sets,
And I suppose I’ll have to pretend that I don’t care anymore.
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Would You Have Brushed Your Teeth if You Had Decided?
Linda Louise Galvin

W hile I sat and tried to count the seeds in my mother’s jar 
of bougainvillea seeds, trying desperately to decipher if it 

was harder to spring through the cracks or stay in the safety of the 
underground, in the darkness, eyes wide, I asked, ‘WOULD YOU 
HAVE BRUSHED YOUR TEETH IF YOU HAD DECIDED?’

Would you have cared that mascara had smudged under your left 
eye, leaving an eternal mark on the earth’s grind, a piece of me in the 
crevices of unimaginable places. 

My depression was a shiny man in a tanned coat looking down on 
me, though I was a couple of inches taller than him.

I winced thoroughly throughout the night at my own pain, unable 
to understand whether it’s meaningful or merely fiction.

Though I tell myself, ‘I’m that one in one hundred.’ The same 
person, so bad at math, I had to question, if that was the same thing as 
1%. And in this, I thought to myself, there is nothing special about that 
1%. There is no such category as ‘being in that 1%.’

If I could make it through years of school, tortured, tormented, 
scared... If I could make it through staring at my nearest and dearest’s 
closed eyes, begging for a flutter of an eyelash, a twitch of a muscle, a 
half-curved smile, lord I would have taken anything. But I never got 
that.

Just like I had never gotten many things, but if my need was 
measured on the Richter, then lord knows I wouldn’t be standing on 
smooth ground anymore.

I watched as we tried to make something graceful of lowering 
someone into the depths of darkness. A black hole of hollowed ground, 
lord when I said my need could break records on the Richter scale, I 
did not mean a 6 foot grave in the ground.

And so many mornings I woke looking for a green tea and my 
geography book, with colour co-ordinated pens and neatly sliced pages 
on a desk in a study hall, though no one had the guts to tell me I now 
drank coffee and was attending college. 
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I flatlined twice in the space of one year. And the only flatlined 
evidence of this is my pen horizontal on my notepad as I started my 
journey to claiming my own self back. And let me tell you, what a 
horrible statement that is. And I wrote a book from a third person 
point of view and learned how easy it is to become friends with yourself. 

And so I cried because there is nothing wrong with clearing your 
own eyes of dirt that had obstructed your vision for months.

Not wanting to rid that annoying eyelash that halted your driving 
vision because he’d taught you that you’d be less pretty without it. 

And he sits at home, with a glass of whiskey to hold, waiting to 
scold for doing it alone and fighting demons in places where I should 
not have to do it alone. 

And upon waking from a heavily induced coma from Valium and 
OxyContin on a turbulent flight to Berlin, I woke with a camera in 
my face, a rough voice shouting ‘Worldstar,’ and a hand to hold and 
an arm to fold into, to remind me that nothing should ever be taken 
too seriously. 

He told me, someone like you cannot fall from the sky without it 
leaving firework residue. 

...and in due time, you will know. 
He replaces my e-liquid with vodka-laced cinnamon and laughs 

when my tears fall out my nose, I asked him what he found funny and 
he said it was my ability to make torture look graceful. 

And he told me in a sketchy hostel in Amsterdam, ‘you spend too 
long alone in the shower singing songs that can’t be about you. Hitting 
harmonic ranges that you so clearly can’t reach, and as some people 
may find it sad, I always find you in a fit of laughter, still trying to 
dissolve a bath bomb in the sprinkles of shower water.’

He said you can’t let go of the past without making an ode towards 
it in the future, I asked him to stop talking and he asked me to never 
shut up.

You see, you don’t have to empty your bank account of dirt money 
to realise how generous you can be. You know I’d bathe in that money 
if the lord had so let me. 

No longer am I afraid of sleeping next to someone, worried about 
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hands that drift places I wouldn’t allow when I am awake. I sleep. I 
dream. I make, something of myself without rising before you, to pat 
my eyes with concealer to erase traces of nightmares as I slept somewhat 
safe in your arms. 

Sitting with a retainer, unable to pronounce my s’s. As I believe 
my right canine had turned anti-clockwise. I hid in the shadows of 
how annoyed I was at the setback, though it gave me hope being the 
only part of my life to retract to an older point. 

Family, friends, doctors, they all thought me I was ‘the lucky one.’ 
I was that ‘1%.’

And what we are failing to tell the battered souls of our youth is 
that, though we label it as ‘the 1%,’ I’d be fucking damned to say we 
weren’t all part of it. 
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To Roughen the Stain of Cloth.
Shane Vaughan

‘Could you pass the chutney, son?’ she says, her nails shimmering 
in the dim glow of overhead lamps bearing down on them like 

an eight eyed glow-worm. She reaches out with one hand as her son, 
a tall, brooding boy of sixteen with obsidian hair and pale eyes, hands 
her a white ceramic bowl of dark chutney. Her other hand lingers on 
her knife, sterling silver, hand crafted with the family emblem branded 
onto the base. The chutney, the knife, and the varnish she used for her 
nails add up to more than a month’s salary.

‘Can I go out after dinner?’ says a girl of fourteen, her hair not as 
dark as her brother, lighter, with rays of soft brown running down to 
her shoulder, that’s her mother in her. ‘Mel and Sue are having a movie 
night, Mel’s dad got tickets to a private show of Civil War and she says 
Robert will be there.’

‘Robert Malloy or Downey Jr?’ says the brother, a glint in his eyes.
‘Downey, of course!’ says the daughter. ‘Malloy is a beast.’
‘Who’s Robert Malloy?’ says the father. He is a stone man. 

Chiselled from flesh. His knuckles whiten as he holds his cutlery in 
a fastened grip. His brow is studded with droplets of sweat. His chest 
heaves with each laboured breath. ‘Frank’s son? Good stock.’

‘I don’t care of his stock,’ says the daughter. ‘He’s rotten. He got 
detention this week for peeping into the girls’ bathrooms.’

‘How disturbing,’ says the mother, slathering her meat in chutney, 
red on red. A spot falls to the table cloth, staining. ‘Oh, blast. Henry!’

A man enters, black suit on white shirt, a towel draped over one 
arm, the other arm held behind his back like he’s holding a knife for 
stabbing. She doesn’t even have to ask him, he understands, and begins 
to roughen the stain of cloth.

‘He wasn’t “peeping” into the girls’ bathroom,’ says the brother. 
‘He was testing out his new drone and it happened to catch a glimpse 
in. So Chrystal Hawthorn was showering in the nip, bad luck on her 
I say. It’s all a ruse by the school so they can take away the drones. 
Father, I’ve been thinking about what you said, and I think the best 
way forward is to get the drone now and I will use it to make an advert 
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for the company as payment. How does that sound?’
The father chuckles. ‘We’ll see.’
‘That always means no,’ says the brother. ‘All the boys have drones 

now. I’m being left behind. We have to keep up, father.’
‘I said we’ll see,’ he says, his narrowed eyes closing the conversation. 

‘Have you seen twitter?’ he says, turning to his wife.
‘How many times, my love, must we have the No Phones at 

Dinner conversation?’
‘Not now. This is important. Riot reports are coming in.’
Mother, Daughter, Son whip out their phones, even Henry 

quickens his cleansing duties with a clear eye on getting back to the 
kitchen to sneak a peek. 

‘Oh my god, they’re at Elephant and Castle,’ says the Daughter.
‘No movie night for you,’ says the brother. ‘Downey’s been flown 

off back to L.A.’
‘Oh there are always riots at Castle,’ says the Mother.
‘They’re spreading,’ the father says. ‘It started at Greenwich, a 

crowd gathered outside the Dome. Forty thousand at last count.’
‘How can they count forty thousand that quickly,’ says the 

daughter.
‘Drones!’ the brother says. ‘Wow, look.’ He lifts his phone up, 

a roving camera captures scenes from below. Chants and bootstomps 
making an unholy melody of smashing windows and revolution.

The father’s phone beeps and he takes a call out in the hall.
‘What are they fighting about?’ says the daughter, a hint of fear 

in the back of her throat – the food is getting cold. What a waste of 
premium lamb.

‘Oh they’re always fighting about something, aren’t they?’ says the 
mother, patting the edge of her mouth on a thick white napkin most 
people could use as a blanket. ‘Jobs… crime… Sundays… That’s the 
problem, the more time they have the more chance there is for chaos. 
A 7-day work week would do them good. I must say I agree with them 
to some point about us shipping all the jobs out; at least before they 
were busy…’

‘They’re getting close,’ says the brother, the gleam of joy gone 
from his eyes. ‘Mum, they’re getting closer.’
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‘What would they want with us?’ she says, leaning in to reassure 
him. ‘Let them blow out the Pakistani corner shops and the hair salons 
and turn over a few battered cars; loot Curry’s for a flatscreen and then 
they’ll go home, get high and we’ll foot the cleaning bill: business as 
usual. Don’t worry yourself.’

‘And anyway,’ says the daughter, swiping hair out of her eyes, 
sweat on her palm, ‘we have security here. It’s their job to make sure 
nothing happens to us.’

The father walks back in. ‘That was Col. Jones. Army’s being 
called in. It’s a big one. They’ve shut down the crossings at the Thames, 
all bridges are up. Westminster is…’

‘What?’ says the mother, standing now, the long arc of her back 
stretching, her shoulders square, her jaw hardlined. ‘What is it?’

‘They’ve burned it.’
The phones clam in the hands. Fingers dash: #WestMinster 

#LondonsBurning #FireWithFire
The father turns on the tv:
‘– march on London and growing. Reports of up to two hundred 

thousand. Most boroughs are in chaos as local police struggle to keep up 
with the demand following cuts to front line services. Prime Minister 
Cameron was last seen calling for calm as –’

The mother switches it off. ‘What now?’
The lights in the room dim, flicker, pause out for a moment and 

then a hum washes them back on. 
‘What was that?’ says the daughter, her hand dropping the phone 

and reaching for her brother.
‘The emergency generator,’ says the brother. ‘Dad? Are they here?’
‘Get to the rooftops,’ he says. I’ll call Bill with the chopper. We’ll 

be ok.’
‘Dad? What is this? What’s going on?’
‘Just do as I fucking tell you!’ 
A pause. And then a gentle footstep on the cashmere carpet as 

Henry walks in. ‘…do as I fucking tell you…’ he says. 
‘Henry!’ 
‘What is this?’
‘Dad?’
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‘…do as I fucking tell you,’ says Henry, holding a gun up and 
pointing it square at the father. ‘That’s all we’ve ever had, all our lives. 
Do as we fucking tell you and stop complaining. Maybe it’s time you 
started doing as we fucking told you.’

‘Henry,’ says the father, moving one step closer. ‘Don’t be foolish. 
Don’t be brash. What do you want? Money? You want money? Is that –’ 
The air hisses with the acrid scent of gunpowder and blood and the 
flash of bright before anyone realises exactly what is going on. It’s not 
until the limp body of the father thuds on the thick carpet that the 
screams erupt. 

‘Blood on the carpet!’ says Henry, giggling with adrenaline and 
power, ‘That’ll be a nightmare to get out. Maybe you should all get on 
your knees.’

The three kneel down beside their father who now sports a four 
inch hole in his forehead which simply ruins the navy blazer and doesn’t 
at all pair with his tennis shoes. The daughter vomits and faints and falls 
into a spasmic overload, her puke mingling with chunks of her father’s 
brain flesh. The son weeps openly, a dark stain spilling out around the 
crotch area of his Tommy Hilfiger pants. The mother’s mouth hangs 
open for a moment, then closes harshly on itself, her cheeks flush, her 
jaw strong. ‘You will hang for this.’

‘So sorry, madam. But we’re making the laws now.’
Trigger. Flash. The lights. Cease. 
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The Seldom Few
Colin Ryan

It’s damn dissatisfying. The life of a poet. 
The lonesome minority, of world class complainers and potty-mouthed 
pessimists.

Caught critiquing the world in which we live. 
With alliteration as our arrow and the cacophony of the people as our bow.
Using our voice as a weapon, our words as a shield and our ideas as power.

This state of mind, this dissident revolt against the ones in power, 
the ones who live and thrive by manipulating those whom they’re meant to 
serve. 
We all know where this will eventually lead.

It’s damn lonely, the life of a poet.
Despite showing more of ourselves then the majority do, 
our ridiculously big hearts and brains that work on overdrive 24-fucking-7 
end up leading us down to a chair for our usual meal;
Heartbreak with a big whopping side of
‘It’s not me, it’s you. Can you not put that pen down and stop being an 
obscenely pessimistic and pretentious fuck for one second?’
It can be a little hard to swallow.

But that’s all we’ve ever known.
Hidden in alcoves and usually found at the bar in pubs boasting about how 
we’re a dying species, you’ll find them.

We’re the one percent, 
the paltry few,
but we are a force to be reckoned with.
We will shout and they will listen.

It’s a struggle, but we’re getting there.
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Statistics in Perspective
Emer Hayes

We have been told – you and I – that we are the 99%.
But according to whom? Tumblr?
some other  forgotten preacher? 

A  flock of idealists 
looking to change the world
just like the rest of us. 

You might have heard of this Occupy thing.  
They held protests. A lot of protests. 
Over 920 cities protested.  
And their actions were splashed all over media –
social and otherwise. But what did they achieve? 
I have yet to see.        
    
We are not the 99%  We are the 0.03%. 
Of life, squatting with other earthlings,  
99.07% of those who also exist. 
Unlike them we can think.
For we are rational things, 
or at least that’s what we’re told.   

We are the 50%.
Of  smokers who have not yet died, 
the 50% addicted
and trapped by the pockets of greed.

We are the 57%. Of drivers and fliers and industrialists 
and all that is forcing the planet to warm up to us. 
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We are the 75%. Who can read and write and share, 
but don’t.
We are but numbers. 
Any and all, at any time. 

We are not the 99%. We are the 100%. 
Who let the 1% be 1. 
And 100% the reason
why the 1% has won.

We are the 100%. 
That can make the world a whole. 
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99% Free
(a teenager talks to her/his mother)
Noelene Nash

Nothing is right
the blocks are not stacking up
Nothing is white
and black is sinfilled grey
and you
you
are just not getting it Okay

If there is 1% of you in me 
then maybe I am 99% free

My clothes are on the ground
easy for me to reach
Not to make you cross
and then listen to you preach

1% is the probability 
 that there is a difference

I will look how I look
so as not to look like you
I am who I am
I cannot change that
Nobody can!

1% is a general purpose measure
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I will take your credit
it doesn’t cost too much
Yes the world is in my pocket
and your fear, it’s out of touch

There is always a 1% chance
 that results are accidental

My blood is yours in the end
you are not here to be my friend
you didn’t chose me,
as I didn’t chose you
and  fate is just fat with an e

you know how I love you 99% of the time,
well I only failed my maths test by 1%
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The One Percent: A Pantoum
Noelene Nash

Into the usual gap that widens
are those nearest man or moon,
That orbits, without earthly change
from cardboard dreams to untold sky,

Are those, nearest man or moon
to buy the same dead end
from cardboard dreams, to untold sky
high above us all, to equal fall,

To buy the same, dead end
in hellish doubt or selfish
high, above us all to equal fall
into the usual, gap that widens.
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OppOrtunities

Stanzas
The next Stanzas takes place June 17th and is themed ‘Solstice’. Sub-
missions for our Monthly Chapbook are closed, however you can 
submit to Solstice Sounds, our Audio Magazine which we are launch-
ing on the June Event. 

To enter, send your audio poetry (that is poems you have recorded on 
audio) to us! Can include a musical element, too!

Submit: stanzas.limerick@gmail.com
Deadline: May 30th

Boyle Arts Festival Poetry Competition
An entry form must accompany the poems and this can acquired by 
emailing info@boylearts.com or found online. Entrants may submit 
as many poems as they wish.

See: boylearts.com/poetry-competition-details/
Deadline: June 25th

Entrance Fee: €5

Into the Void
A non-profit print and digital literary magazine dedicated to provid-
ing a platform for fantastic fiction, non-fiction and poetry from all 
over the world. 

Submit: intothevoidmagazine.com/submissions/
Deadline: June 25th

Fee: €1.40 (to cover magazine costs)
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