THE ALPINE FAULT
by Erin Coffin
Sometime in the next 
fifty years, they say 
the rift in New Zealand’s 
South Island could split 
from Milford Sound to Hokitika. 
It sounds slow and sexy, 
an unzipping, the leather jacket 
you wore when we first met, 
the back of my cocktail dress.
An earthquake, an undressing, 
an opening in the living dirt 
that wants to swallow you up.

