Here is the poem that introduces the book:

After Muriel Rukeyser’s “Islands”

But water surrounds.

It’s not as if you can

Climb down.

Boat to boat, you’re asking,

swim?  sail?

After all, swimming is all

luck.  We have no gills,

and islands are all light.

Escape that.

Blue is

Someone else’s sun.

Even the moon, round and perfect,

And born of dark,

lies on water

because it has nowhere 

else to go.

Here is the title poem of the book:

Island

Flying over a sea

she thinks of him.

How it’s between her and God,

this man who empties her

mid-air.

He’s everything, isn’t he?

The distant?

Those gone?

The subdued island of people she doesn’t know.

When she eats it’s his food.

When she disappears, she loses his things,

his clothes.

She’s done it now

coming here alone

without her passport

to live the life of a woman

he’d love.

One more poem from the book:

Texas Highway

People disappear.

And rise 

like hearts

until you have them

bathed and laden

by the Gulf

with crushed immaculate shells

--Katherine McCord

