
INTERMISSION

You are sti l l  here (2020) 
Alyssa Park,  viol in

Arson (2011) 
Stacey Fraser,  soprano; Aron Kallay,  piano

All  Ashore (2021) 
Eclipse Quartet:  Sara Parkins & Sarah Thornblade, viol in;

Alma Fernandez, viola;  Maggie Parkins,  cello

I  do not want horses or diamonds (2021) 
Eclipse Quartet;  Aron Kallay,  piano

Tuesdays @ Monk Space

tuesday, DECEMber 3, 2024  8PM

presented by

Sarah Gibson: Small Chamber Works

tiny,  tangled world (2018) 
Aperture Duo: Adrianne Pope, viol in;  Linnea Powell ,  viola

Sea Monkey (2010) 
Maggie Parkins,  cello;  Yuri  Inoo, percussion

our eyes once watered (2018) 
Nic Gerpe & Aron Kallay,  piano

I prefer l iving in color (2017) 
Brian Walsh, clarinet;  Shalini  Vi jayan, viol in;  Linnea Powell ,  viola;
Maggie Parkins,  cello;  Nick Terry,  percussion; Aron Kallay,  piano 
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 November 5, 2024

SARAH GIBSON: SMALL CHAMBER WORKS

VOTE! AND THEN COME TO THIS CONCERT

Tuesdays @ Monk Space

2024/25 season

presented by

Curated by Shalini Vijayan

 RACHEL BEETZ: SELF PORTRAIT

 October 8, 2024

 January 14, 2025
ALEX MILLER & WENDY RICHMAN

COLD BLUE MUSIC PRESENTS SOLOS
 September 22, 2024

TO SUPPORT OUR WORK  GO TO: 

GIVEBUTTER.COM/TAMS24

December 3 , 2024

February 11, 2025

CELEBRATING WADADA LEO SMITH

NILOUFAR & ANTONIN
March 5, 2025

April  8, 2025

ANUJ BHUTANI & 
AKSHAYA AVRIL TUCKER

May 20, 2025
ALYSSA PARK: THROUGH THE 

LOOKING GLASS

June 10, 2025
BRIGHTWORK POP UP

Arson

1 .Love is arson, the
Slow violence of desire.
Kisses spark in darkness,
Like stains of electric art.
Through l ips,  we become fire,
Inhaling cities of paper and
Kindle.  Our tongues are a
Slow infantry,  defending
A nation of f lesh.

2.Our legs rub together,  f l int turns
To flame, our skin igniting a war
Of amnesia underneath the sheets.
Struck by the timpani of your
Fingertips,  my mouth, your mouth,
Locked together l ike fairytale plots.

3.Love is a chemical burn,
But underneath your canopy of hair,
Our kisses feel l ike melting wax, and
If we are victims, we are victims of
Our own pyromania,  almost saviors of
Disregard, almost stencils of divinity.

4.Cynical bodies:  they claim
We are dusty jukeboxes, crushed
Halogen bulbs and butcher paper
Cranes. But when our skin burns
In unison, naked as a flame,
Fl ickering in the thick paste of
Night,  we become avatars of dead
Language, coddling words that
Lovers ki l l  when lovers speak.

-Jackson Bliss


