
When the Camera Dies (Based on an interview with reporter, Lara Logan) 

 

There were so many hands inside me 

that I didn't even feel the cold metal  

of the flagpole strike until my first bone 

broke.  

 

“Because the more I screamed, it turned them into a frenzy,” 

 

The cameras were out. The lights were too.  

 

In the darkness, animals rippled beneath 

their human skin. 

 


