The night Daniel Ellsberg played Claire de Lune


Daniel Ellsberg sits down on the piano bench,
with the grace of sitting down 

in meditation on the tracks at Rocky Flats,
with the quiet of sitting down 

in the front driveway at Livermore Lab, 

with the quiet of planning 

America's general nuclear war plans 

for Presidents.  At Livermore and Rocky Flat, 

others sit with him in mass.  Alone here tonight, 

he sits on the stage on the bench alone.  

Gandhi steps out in white from the corner of the train station.
Daniel Ellsberg begins to play.


Over white and black keys, his fingers float and dart, 

like snow in the wind, like moving spotted wings.  

The music rises through the hall.
In all the upholstered chairs

of that small Fort Mason theater, 

eco-artists and eco-activists from 

Leningrad and the Bay Area lean forward.
"It matters not only how you sit," Dan had said 

to Ram Dass one summer at the worst of it.  

"It also matters where you sit."
Clair de Lune is the texture of white linen rising, 

of light through sculptured glass, 

a feeling like climbing up a green-budding hill 

early on a April night, moonlight increasing, 

snow all melted, mud all dried, 

clear light spreading all across the ground.




