
Three Poems by Joanna Martin
 

 
Sneaking out of Pismo Beach at Noon 
 
They call it Huevos Divorciados. I love the dish. 
 
Last night we danced possessed, drank until our 
money ran out, walked through the emptying streets 
in our own 2 a.m. movie, night and salty fog 
shimmering our bones, waves of our laughter 
cresting back off the closed storefronts, tsunami’s 
drowning us. 
 
The dish is two eggs on tortillas jiggling while dead, 
something left inside you can fork out. 
 
Just to be clear, I was NOT jealous of that woman 
from your country you talked to so long at the bar.  
You yourself say your language is the language of 
love. 
 
One egg is smothered in tangy sweet green sauce 
and the other all dressed up in red. 
 
I was jealous of the language you shared. The 
accent of passion. 
 
I’ve come to accept that place on the plate where 
the two sauces always mingle no matter how hard 
you try to contain them. 
 



And I missed you, stranded there, talking to her 
boring, bald husband in drunken English. 
 
I miss you now, sitting across from me in this 
Mexican Café, hung over with longing. 
 
Shoreline  
 
My shadow looms on the lake, 
undulates in the waves, 
edges shivered by a breeze. 
A duck floats through my neck, 
leaves behind a green fluorescent feather 
necklace of remembrance. 
A bouquet of minnows spark silver 
within my breasts. 
Clouds halo my head. 
 
Onto my shadow, 
sun sprinkled water stars 
intermingle with sand granules, 
grasses erupt up from the lake bed. 
 
I am made of this. 
 
I dive through my shadow 
into the blue, 
where you are. 
 
  



Japanese Maple 
 
The trunk’s base squat 
as a white Buddha, 
 
branches gnarled with years growing 
against the wind. 
 
Roots claw the soil, anchor 
the twisted tree top. 
 
But the leaves! Etched 
red passion stars, flames igniting. 
 
Our earned love.  
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