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press release

new michigan press  is  pleased to announce  

the release of Zachary harris’s chapbook, There is another poem, in 

which the news is erased and rewritten, a finalist in the diagram/new 

michigan press 2010 chapbook contest.

There is another poem, in which the news is erased and rewritten is a 

great, strange beast of a debut. studded with esoterica like musical 

theatre, anita ekberg, the scythians, a Victorian photographer, Larry 

Levis, samson, not to mention aBBa and the Talking heads along 

with a treatise and philosophical inquiry on soft-shell, or piss-, clams, 

harris’s excellent chapbook digs its own gorgeous, luminary trench. 

Zachary harris’s There is another poem, in which the news is erased and 

rewritten contains and performs its own cabinet of wonders.

 

There is another poem, in which the news is erased and rewritten is 

available by mail, at excellent independent booksellers, at ama-

zon, or best, from our storefront at: newmichiganpress.com/nmp. 

nmp, 2010. perfect-bound, 52pp. isbn 978-1-934832-28-8. infor-

mation & for bookstore orders, email us at nmp@thediagram.com. 

01 december 2010

cervus

Those iranian pastoralists, the scythians (see: 
Departed Civilizations), welcomed deer as 
mystical protectors of the dead. They darted 
between this world and the next, or other, as 
easily as crossing a country road. This is not all 
that easy. They are often found dead, so they are 
suggestive of a condition. whether this condition 
is a palimpsest of the human condition (or 
vice versa) or not is currently unknown. what 
is known: one came near enough to touch. it 
strayed out from the tree-line, slowly, as though 
through dark water. it was elegant in a hopeless 
way, carrying the shock of the moon on its gut. 
The doe—that’s what it was, a doe, not a germ 
of antler on her skull—stepped nimbly into 
the road. whatever she was, she was only one 
hundred pounds of it when the car, coming 
fast, split her like an envelope. This is not 
inauspicious; her coiled madnesses are meant to 
be read. But by whom. By what light. 

order form

Yes! we love you, Zachary harris! please send me [     ] 
copies of There is Another Poem… at $9 per copy + $2 for 

postage (in Usa). i’ve enclosed cash or a check/money 
order made out to New Michigan Press. please send my 

book(s) to:


