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Streethcart: exultant rock ’n’ rollBy DARYL BARTON 
Brunswickan Staff
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The Brunswickan announces its second an nual Poetry Contest

Deadline: March 12, 1982
Oh sweet Judy of auburn hair 
Your beauty is great, my poetry fair 
I bequeath to you on bended knee 
This totally unworthy apology 
I made your party not, on Saturday night 
Because of an unseen lusty plight 
The apology is weak, the reason lame 
But I beg, from despising me, please refrain 
It at this poetry you turn up your nose 
1 give you the right to rip off my clothes!!

Fred Cogswell 
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First Prize: Four volumes of poetry
by local writers

Humbly yours, 
John F. Dove, Ksq.

Dear John, of Brunswick Street 
Your apology is not quite complete 
For your eyesight is getting bad 
Auburn hair, I’ve never had!
1 hope you got lucky on your lusty plight 
And by the way, the party was Friday night' 
To suggest 1 might take off your clothes 
is certainly as far as the poetry goes.

SB SIB Could I but love again;
it has been so long since I last felt
the warmth.
My mind recalls past delights and heartaches. 
Many scenes of tenderness flows easily behind 
my eyes.
1 wish I could find these things again.
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