[bookmark: bookmark9]DALE M. ALLEN
4122 NE 30th Avenue, Portland, OR 97211
(503) 288-1780
In the spring of 1969 I said, “I’m going to an island to write poetry.” Seattle was surrounded by water and snowcapped mountains; I taught school, learned Zen, lived communally and wrote notes to myself from an altered state. Wendy and I married under an apple tree and vowed to go together wherever the light should lead.
In summer of 1979 Wendy and I celebrated the end of our marriage with a trip to Hawaii. We swam in the Seven Sacred Pools and tried to restore our vanished innocence. I made bentwood bowls, sold natural foods, became a massage therapist. I got Rolfed, Bioenergized and Actualized. Meditation gave way to Sufi Dancing; I wrote quotes from the masters kneeling at my homemade desk.
In March of 1985 Suzanne Millies and I travelled to Central Mexico where the Monarch butterflies winter over, and to Isla Mujeres where (we found out) generations of women have prayed for fertility. On December 7, 1986, Marisa Joy Allen was born. Suzanne and I married under a cherry tree and vowed to raise our child as consciously as possible. We shared the short nights and deep joys of parenthood, bought an old house, fixed it up, and bought another on a tree-lined street where we live today.
June 1993: I’m an architectural woodworker, fire-walker, and master whistler. Suzanne delivers babies and teaches at Providence Medical Center. Risa has just finished kindergarten with flying colors. I no longer want an island. Give me friends, work that I love, and the wisdom to see that all of this is poetry.
