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Betokens the traitor’s kiss,

O QUAM TE MEMOREM VIRGO
R. J. Schoeck

raised seeply from the beach
she stood with sungold in her browndark hai,
in the erystal cold of winter air
resching cloe to the wingbore cry
Of guls frozen over the light decp sea,
all waiting stands in her eyes,
love lives warm in her waiting,

She stood alone on the stsir

and lified one half.open hand to waye,
There were no tears—

only the broken cry in her face,




