
INTRO
 
 
 
At about 10 PM on July 5th police broke into our home and took our daughter. I remember 
stammering, "Oh my God! This is incredible!", and an officer jumping in my face and threatening 
me if I didn't shut up. What followed was a nightmare. But one we couldn't wake from.
 
June had just turned one year old.
 
Late that night we returned home without her under a sort of house arrest. Sleeping was out of 
the question. I felt amputated and like I was bleeding to death. Like I was split into two places. 
Patty sobbed for hours. Finally I told her to stop. I couldn't bear seeing her break apart like that. 
But this only made her more desolate. As if she were all alone in her suffering.
 
We had all these mad animal instincts driving us to find June and take her and shield her and 
run, but there was nothing we could do. Only wait.
 
I pictured June over and over. Just as she was the evening before they took her. Her silky blond 
hair and dark blue eyes. She was on her hands and knees and starting to rock back and forth as 
if about to crawl. She even smiled at me, in her blurred way, when I spoke to her. June was 
finally showing progress. We'd always known that she was slow, and small, but thought 
eventually she'd rouse and catch up. It wasn't until after we were arrested, and meetings with 
several doctors, that we learned this wasn't so. She was retarded.
 
Later we'd be churned through the court systems of upstate New York like so much garbage, 
and watch our child slip from our hands. We never got her back.
 

* * *
 
We'd just paddled over five hundred miles upstream to get here. A trip pretty much from 
Chesapeake Bay up to the Adirondacks. It took over two months. It was to be the first leg of a 
journey across the country. We'd bought the canoe when our efforts at hiking seemed too slow 
and laborious. We'd never been in a canoe before, and never did much hiking either. All we 
knew about our destination was that it was west. We had vague dreams of New Mexico. Some 
place free and wild.
 
We told no one our plans. Our plan, in fact, was to disappear. I had $5,000 we'd painstakingly 
saved sewn into a hidden flap in my backpack. This was to last the years of transition, until we 
were snug in some wilderness and no longer had any need of money. I figured I'd burn what 
was left over.
 
It seemed like all of society was against us. Against life, against Nature. I saw society as headed 
towards some kind of insect collectivity, each individual a unit, a worker. Its goal was one of pure 
suspension, in which it exercised total control. A mechanization of life, based on fear. We 
wanted nothing to do with this.
 
Huge dreams of something else sent us out the door. We saw ourselves as either wild 
creatures, dwelling in the heart of Nature where life was powerful and raw. Or maybe forming 



some little primitive community with others along the way removed from everything. We wanted 
to live without fears or insulation. And without any emphasis on any hereafter, any other world. 
We wanted this world. We believed in life. We adored life. And adored death. I imagined some 
way of being where man cherished his own body and everything around him, and was 
cherished in return. A genuine sense of worship, a blood-worship.
 
It was a mixture of both inspiration and idealism. Really only at the fantasy level till we tried to 
get out and make it real. And with both Nature and society, once we did try, we'd walk head-on 
into a collision.


