
Found Poem Including History [I am Yasser Talal Al-Zahrani, my name is Rachel,] 

“Th

e obliteration of th

e contents o f consciousn
es

s, 
th

e 
el

im
ina

ti on
 of

 world gro
und, which is a conditi on brought about by t he

 pa
in

 an
d t

heref ore one that  on

ce obje ctified (as it is
 in confession) should act  as a sin

g of the p ain, a call fo

r  help, an  announcem
en

t of a rad
ical occasion for attention and assi s tance, inste

a d acts to disc
red

it 
t h

e 
pain, to

 re
pel attention, to ensure that the p ain will be u

nseen and u
na

tte
nd

e d 

to. T
ha

t 
no

t o
nly the torturers but t he world at large sh ould tend 

to
 id

en
tif y t

he c
on

fe
ss

io
n 

as
 a 

“b
etrayal” m

akes very overt the fact of his absence of world e
arn

s the p
er

so
n 

in
 p

ai
n not com

passion but contempt. T his phen

omenon in wh i

hc

 the cla im

s o
f p

ain
 ar

e eclipsed by the very loss o
f 

wo rld it 
ha

s brought a

b ou

t is a cru cial ste
p in th

e overall proces
s o

f p
erc

ep
tio

n that 
all

ow s one perso n ’s physical pain to be un dersto
od as 

an
ot

he
r p

er
so

n’s
 p

o

wer.
”A

pri

l now, and wha t does that mean––new 

ea
rth

 is
 al

l, 
an

d 
n o

th
in

g o
f

I am Yasser Talal Al-Zahrani, my name is Rachel, 
I was discovered at 12:39, they attached wires to my toes, 
they say they will rape me, there was a camera there, I am I 

did not want my name to be transmitted, I am Joan of Arc,
later they cut out my throat, they catalog my image, 
my shame, they archive it, I am proof of the epic.



write its sounds:

aiai aiai aiai aiai aiai

Found Poem Including History [as the tragedians would]

“The  moment of looking is an arrest.”

to
 b

on
d 

it 
to

 it
s 

w
or

ld
y re

ferent, i s a way of sayin, yes, all is almos
t g

one 
no

w, there is alm
ost nothing

“W
orld, self, and voice are lost

, o
r 

ne
ar

ly
 lo

st,
 th

rough the i ntense pain of to
rt

ur
e a

nd
 th

rough the  co
nfess 

of a 
pe

rso
n 

or
 a 

pl
ac

e 
th

at
 ha

s b
arely

of
 th

ei
r b

ei
ng

 al
m

os
t l

os
t, ma kes

  cohesion to hold its shap
e as a

 w
or

d

inv

isible a b sen
ce, or  nearby       absence, visib

le to the

can b e  only dimly hea r d, or to reach aimles
sly

 fo
r t

he
 n

a

me of  

of betrayal. T

he priso ner’s confessio

n m

er
el

y o
bj

ec
tif

ies
 th

e fact

thick of agony of t
he body 

tort u re

rs.  To assent to word
s t

hat throug

h

   -ion as is wrongly

connotations

           enoughg
and n

on

e to

by
 it

s suggested

  left now, even this v

oic
e, 

th
e s

ou

nds I a m
 m

ak in g, no lo
ng

er
 fo

rm
 m

y 
word

s but the words of another.”

    how the man becomes one

how other men become 

nothing more 

  than cows
   to him

include those fighters too 
  

their dying physicalities

and history 
loud with them

as the tragedians would 

include those vowels 

include the 100 names of the lion



Found Poem Including History [as when timeslows––dilates––]

that obsolete rose, 
is capable of that, of experiencing 

death; or nothing like that, like the absolute
helplessness of locked-in syndrome;

like a mock ex-
ecution; like 

when the new planet is discovered: blue
beyond whatever water meant before, 

and you’re the chosen astronaut,
lucky, proud, exhilerated by the unique

terror of the undiscovered world–– 

no, not that, instead, its radical negative:
just the terror, a different kind 

of liquid to drown in;
you close your eyes––how could you not––

so sleep (when it comes, when they let you have it)
is rewritten as trauma,

 so where in your Book of Dreams, sleep
was the Indian Ocean, you the submarine

underneath its million waves,
invisible,

gliding on your secret mission, sleep now
is suffocating, your skin  the million

waves you’re under, the million fathoms you
cannot swim back up through, 

you wake, because the person, “gold flourisher,” 
is capable of that long

sentence

as when time slows––dilates––

and the sum of you
fills that long syllable, because even the person,
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