THE TALE OF THE TIGER-WOMAN, HUANG
CHIH-CHUN, 1803

JESSICA Q. STARK

A peasant sends his daughter to bring a basket
of ju-jube fruits to their grandmother. A little
brother in tow.
A fool's errand unravels like a
tightly wound spool.

She doesn't look like their
mother, she doesn't look like
their mother.

Do they believe
her?

They are lost
in the woods and
encounter a tiger

disguised as an old woman. She tells
them she is their grandmother and beckons
them to her cave. Hollow,
shiny shells.

Despite doubts, they follow her into the
cave. Sleep comes quickly to those who
prefer to dream.

"The night is cold and long, and I am
old. I can't bear the hunger."

The girl said: "I am hungry, too."

Does the girl die?

Does the brother

The girl awakens to find
something missing,
The girl pretends she needs some lost whole.
to urinate outside and escapes into a tree. She is
rescued from the tree by a Huntsman. The snake of
human value departs to steal away.

-~

The tiger-woman leads tigers to the
tree where the girl once was. When
discovering no girl, they devour the tiger-
woman instead. It is unknown if she died

as a tiger or a woman.
Yes A

Does the wolf die?
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CATALOG OF RANDOM ACTS OF
VIOLENCE II

JESSICA Q. STARK

Where are you from!

Where is your mother from?

But can you speak it?

Can she speak it?

How long has she been speaking it?
Are you better at reading or speaking it!
Do you have family there?

Do you think you look like her?
Where are they?

And where are they now?

Do people tell you you look like her?
Can you understand her!

Can she understand me?

Do you have another name!

Do you cook it?

When did she?

Why didn’t she?

Why can?

Why cannot?
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IN EARNEST, SHE REPLIED
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THE WOODS
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Name mame  mama
mama maim name

mama mama
O O O if you knew how much

woods I own how much now
woods I know you might

turn straight into stone—
astounded, your face

like love folding me back down

into a bed of incomplete flowers
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