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  DEE WALLACE is a must EXPERIENCE. She is a spiritual archaeologist that helps you dig at core issues. Whether it is live, print—as in her compelling spiritual memoir Bright Light—or via the web, her healing words and energy will help you to excavate core truths to live a more balanced life. Many teach . . . but only a few can help others to transcend.

  John Edward, host of CROSSING OVER and co-founder of INFINITEQUEST.com

  


  When you know Who You Are, you understand that all energy is from the creative force, that there is no separation, only choices to be made. Dee Wallace is an inspiring actress and teacher who has learned how to apply this empowering energy to her art, and has written this extraordinary book for those who wish to learn from her wisdom and apply it to their lives.

  Neale Donald Walsch, author of Conversations with God

  Dee Wallace is the real deal; irreverent, focused, and profound; she will shift you in the blink of an eye. This amazing book reflects that bight light, illustrated through the words and the wisdom contained here. It will guide you to shine brighter than you ever thought possible. Read this today if you are ready to fundamentally shift into balance and joy.
 Jennifer McLean, Author The Big Book of YOU, Healer & Host of Healing with The Masters

  Dee Wallace puts a mirror to her heart as she shares her deeply profound insights into acting, life and spirituality. Bright Light is a remarkable portrait of love and awakening, with valuable lessons for every reader. Geoffrey Hoppe, international author and spiritual lecturer

  In this glorious book, Dee Wallace inspires us to show up in our lives as our authentic selves. Dee teaches through sharing her own story of how she succeeds by being herself at all times, and she displays for us the courage it takes to live authentically no matter the cost. Bright Light is delightful read that feels as though she is speaking directly to our hearts and our lives.

  Sheila and Marcus Gillette, authors of The Soul Truth: A Guide to Inner Peace, The teaching of THEO

  Everyone is born in the Light and Light takes the form of unique gifts. Few are the Souls who use their gifts to let their Light shine. Dee Wallace—through her extraordinary journey as an actress, movie and television star—has used every experience in the creative process to deepen her awareness of LIFE. This empowering book speaks of the journey and points the way . . . a must read for all creative Souls.

  Harry Morgan Moses, D.D.
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  This is my story.

  And yours.

  We are born with our light.

  The world challenges that light.

  Either we keep it shining or we don’t.


  This book is dedicated to Charles Conrad and his passion for truth in every moment; to Christopher Stone, my soul mate, with whom my healing journey began; and to my beloved Gram Bow, my best friend, confidante, and support.


  Preface

  When I channel healing sessions and teach seminars, I always use myself and by extension my life as examples of how we get stuck subconsciously in creating the lives we want. I also receive feedback from participants regarding how I, as an ‘actor and movie star,’ think I need to heal. Aren’t I successful and happy now?

  It was natural for me to bring the journey of my life as an actor together with the healing principles I know so well. I wanted to express ‘every man’s’ journey of life: innocence, awakening, loss of self, the journey of truth, and re-awakening. And I wanted to explore it through the experiences of the acting world: a perfect metaphor for the illusion of ‘life.’ The purpose, if one must have a purpose other than joy, was to share the experience and journey of finding my light, my happiness, and myself in life. Like a good movie, I am hoping this story of me helps you relate to the story of you. Our light never goes out: we simply dim it because we react to life and stop choosing. We forget we’re special. We don’t remember we are the greater whole.

  I have also included metaphysical topics in an appendix for the purpose of clarifying the ‘lessons’ I was experiencing in each of the chapters. Originally, each was placed at the end of the chapter to which it related. I leave to your discretion whether you choose to read the text and save the topics for last, or refer to them as you move through the book. Either way, they succinctly state the concepts we all experience through this wonderful movie called ‘life.’

  Writing this book was often painful when long-buried memories were brought up and re-experienced. Some of it was frustrating, going back through and reliving the blocks and confusion I seemingly had no power over at the time. Much of it was cathartic, unexplainable love and joy. My hope is, when you arrive at its completion, you know that you, too, are the author of your own story. Only you can choose the chapters, the transitions, and the finale. Only you.
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  Chapter One

  

  The Journey Starts with Intention

  Dear Daddy,

  I wish you wouldn’t be drunk. I wish you wouldn’t yell at Mommy so much like you’re gonna hit her. It scares Damon and me. I really love you when you’re nice, Daddy. You’re such a good daddy then. I like when you dance with me. Please don’t drink so I can love you. Deanna (Age 8)

  I love where I come from: the state of Kansas and a certain state of mind. I love my family and cherish my upbringing despite all its turmoil and poverty. I love the values that I was raised with, but there were also many conflicting messages: you can/you can’t, you’re safe/it’s dangerous. These messages came from strong, intelligent people, who were also damaged and flawed: my mother, and my maternal and paternal grandmothers, and my conflicted alcoholic father. My paternal grandmother, Gram Bow as we called her, was my primary caretaker because I had a ‘working mother.’ She was also the primary caretaker of our church. For Kansans of that era, the church was the most fundamental institution of both secular and spiritual belief. Gram Bow was a grand dame of the matriarchal society that was the Washington Avenue Methodist Church, where I received my spiritual upbringing.

  On the maternal side, Grandma Nichols was Southern Baptist and much stricter, and fearful of a God full of fire and brimstone. Joyfulness was not a part of her religious beliefs from my young perspective. And this created a conflict. For instance, my mother would take me to dance lessons while instructing me, ‘Don’t tell Grandma.’ This was one of the first negative messages that impinged on my growing creative self and my firm intention to ‘be me,’ while fending off the fearful judgments of others. And then there was my father who didn’t practice religion at all. His favorite quote was, ‘I don’t have to go to church to believe in God.’ So many mixed messages growing up: spirituality and religion, and how that was interwoven into your being, whom you became, and what you dared to do in the world: be you, but please them.

  Mother was always my best mentor. She was my guidance, my strength, and my moral backbone. She was a brilliant community actress and my first acting teacher. In Kansas she performed as a ‘hobby’ while she worked as a secretary to support the family. I grew up watching her entertain the local music groups, the mayor and other prominent citizens, perform in community and religious plays, and give half-hour readings at our church. I watched her live her passion on weekends only. The first time I can truly remember wanting to creatively affect people with my light was while watching my mother presenting her famous annual dramatic reading, ‘The Crucifixion,’ at our church. It was a thrilling thirty-minute piece that replaced the sermon on Palm Sunday. Churchgoers from four states came to see my mother perform, and as I looked around the packed church I saw people weeping, and I said to myself, Wow ... my mom did this; my mom moved these people. The moment stunned me. It ignited within me the remembrance of my bright light and its destiny. If it had been a scene in a movie, they would have done a close-up on my little-girl face, eyes wide with acknowledgment and awe, looking up at adults riveted and moved by my mother’s performance. I was eight years old, and I realized the power of creativity: the healing power of talent when it springs from one’s truth. That intention to be truthful creatively was instilled in me in that moment. But my mother also owned an intention to ‘keep it small,’ one I never wanted to share.

  Looking back on that little girl, I realize that I just came in, as we all do, as this beautiful light; and I knew I wanted that light to shine: that was my job this lifetime. That is what we’re all here to do: shine our light. I wanted to be a great dancer and a movie star and Miss America. But I was afraid to totally commit myself to that intention – God might not approve of my grandiose vision. Even the liberal Methodists weren’t sure about my wanting to be big and important and wealthy – everyone was very big on humility. I began to wonder how my bright light and inbred sense of humility could coexist harmoniously. I loved my light. I didn’t want to turn it down. And somehow, it never lost its glow throughout my childhood, even with all the confusing religious messages and my father’s drinking and his ultimate suicide and our wretched poverty.

  We never had enough money. Daddy couldn’t hold down a job and Mom could barely support us as a secretary. So I was elected to deal with the steady stream of bill collectors. Cute and vulnerable, I would answer the door and lie, ‘Mommy and Daddy aren’t home, but I’ll give them the message.’ I hated to lie. I still do. It makes me feel dirty.

  But, while we may have been destitute, we were not impoverished spiritually – there is a difference. Because despite such lack, I felt a huge amount of love, encouragement, and opportunity. And somehow, all of that support helped me keep my light shining. The obvious path was to use my talent to help take care of my family. I modeled to make money. I was thrilled when my dad arranged for me to be the ‘Dell Comic Queen.’ Daddy worked for a brief time for Dell Comics, then a subsidiary of Walt Disney Studios. He was actually a salesman but incredibly creative. He managed to become involved in the publicity side somehow, and I became the ‘Dell Comic Queen’ and made appearances with Gene Autry, Walt Disney, and other celebrities. I wore a cheesy little cardboard crown with glitter, but I got to ride in parades and pretend I was a beauty queen. I booked commercials. It all made me so happy and it helped pay the bills. My creative happy self allowed me to take care of the people I loved, and in doing so I knew they would take care of me and I would be safe. And so began the quest of my lifetime: knowing I was safe in this world while being my authentic self. My light shone bright while I clung to my passion. And all of a sudden what I was doing was okay with everyone, even with Grandma Nichols. I was serving others, after all, so God must be happy too. I sure was. I was in my joy and shining brightly, and I was so loved; it seemed like it was all just meant to be.

  Despite all of the challenges, the overall message coming from my family was how special I was: I could do amazing things in this life. We would sit around and watch the Hit Parade, and my dad would get up and dance with me, and he’d say, ‘Button-nose, you’re so talented. You could be on that show one day.’ And we’d watch the Miss America Pageant, and my dad with tears in his eyes would say, ‘You can do that; you’re beautiful and talented.’ Nobody ever told me that I could be president, but everyone said I could be a creative force in this world. Yes, that was what I was made to do. I was just born to be creative: be it singing, dancing, arts and crafts, or writing. I loved writing poetry. And I used to just live for Monday nights, because that was my dance class. I would wait expectantly for that one thrilling acting lesson each month. Any time I was able to move into my creativity, I felt at home, I felt safe, I knew I belonged. When I walked into math or science class, I knew I didn’t belong there. But give me something creative, and my light shone bright. My intention to be ‘me’ was very clear from my first spark of consciousness.

  Like all children, I had an ability to merge with my creation, to become one with it. It became me, and I was it. Often the power of this embodiment was too much for some people to handle. I remember a high school speech contest: I recited a dramatic reading that today would win me an Academy Award! The notes from the judge said that ‘I went into the material so much and became so emotionally committed that it made him feel uneasy.’ I watched as my beloved drama teacher’s face dissolved into disappointment. I had been his chance to take the state championship. Again, here was the message about being too powerful. I think about that now and wonder how that episode didn’t totally discourage me. But I held on to what I knew. My job was to open my heart so I could open up everybody else’s heart, just as my mom did that day in the sanctuary. I just always knew that was the true power of creativity.

  That feedback did, however, reinforce my fear of being judged. How can you make your truthfulness smaller? Again, that bright-light/humility conflict reared up. I was always raised to be brutally truthful, to say what I thought and be who I was, and take that into all of my creative endeavors. But, at the same time, I was to be very cautious of what other people thought of me. I was hearing two entirely different messages: Be yourself, but also be what they want (or you’ll get judged). Don’t park outside with your boyfriend – what will the neighbors think? Say what you think, but in a respectful way that won’t offend people. Make sure you dress appropriately and use the correct language, because people might get the wrong impression. My intention of shining brightly and their intention of keeping me safe – or was it under control? – collapsed together.

  In high school I went through a period where I was growing too fast and would get mini seizures which would make me faint. The doctor assured us that this was really quite natural and that a lot of kids go through these growth spurts. He gave me some medicine and sent me off to school.

  In hushed tones, my mother told me, ‘Deanna, don’t tell anybody about this; nobody is supposed to know,’ which made me feel dirty and unsafe. The message again: You won’t be accepted; you’re not okay, and they’ll judge you. This message of having to be safe at any cost was clouding my intention to ‘be me.’ My family literally embodied this dichotomy. My paternal grandmother, Gram Bow, was an artist. She had been a painter and was very ballsy and ‘out there’ for a woman from her generation. She embraced creativity for women, while men were supposed to work. My maternal grandmother was very soft-spoken, very fearful of God and the consequences of sin. She raised five children, giving them a strict religious upbringing. To me, it was sinful that I was forced to keep my dancing a secret from her. So, here I have the greatest joy in my life, dancing – which my mother not only allowed but encouraged – and we couldn’t tell her mother for fear of judgment. Again, there was this fear of being judged for the truthfulness of my creativity, and yet I knew that was where I had to live. My mother could use her creativity ‘as a hobby’; but Daddy, who was also sensitive and creative, had to disown his softness and talent to survive in this cookie-cutter world.

  People ask me why I became an actor. I had no choice. I was compelled by my inner being, which knew without question that my joy, truthfulness and creativity was the authentic me. I had to express my creativity. I originally wanted to be a dancer and was a soloist with two ballet companies, but I never really had the physique to be a ballerina. So I turned my creative expression to what I knew next: acting. I would move people as my mother had done. Again, my good family message was that I could do this. I was just urged to do it in Kansas, where I was ‘safe.’ It was a constant challenge for discernment: my truth versus the ‘truths’ of the other gods in my life. For instance, there was the belief that you had to work really, really hard – that Midwest work ethic – or you were not going to get there. And yet when I went into my creative life, everything seemed so easy; everything just flowed for me. I was free, and nothing was hard. Whenever I was taken out of this flow, I really clamored to get it back. It was pure joy. I could celebrate me.

  I remember taking a horrible hit energetically one day. We were coming home from a dance recital. I was in the back seat and my aunt was with us, and we were talking about the recital and I joyfully exclaimed, ‘Mom, I was good. I was really, really good!’ I had so much joy and happiness that I had moved people.

  My aunt turned around and berated me: ‘Deanna, don’t be so full of yourself. Nice little girls don’t brag about themselves. Shame on you.’ Shame, indeed. ‘You need to be more humble than that.’

  I can feel the sting of it now even as I write about it. It was as if a stake had been shoved through my heart. The life was pulled out of me. In one instant I fell from my glorious and joyful state of knowing, and succumbed to that fear of being wrongly judged for being me. It was such a tiny moment, an almost insignificant moment. But I got the message. It’s not okay to know you’re good. It’s not okay to love and celebrate yourself. You’re not safe to love yourself. It just zapped the joy right out of me. It planted a seed right then, and I made a decision: I would turn down my creative flame, so it couldn’t be snuffed out like that again. I was choosing a life of vigilant caution. Of course, that limits your experience and creation in life. You no longer shout, ‘I am great, I am wonderful, I am passionate, and I am creative bliss!’ I’ve been working to reclaim all of that joy ever since. And it was that pure sense of knowing and loving me that created everything so effortlessly. I just had to hold on to my intention of Being Me.

  Sometimes, it was all an overwhelming challenge. I had been nominated for Homecoming Queen, but couldn’t bear the thought of my father staggering up to the podium where we would all stand to receive the results.

  I went to him and said, ‘Daddy, can you promise me you won’t drink that day? If you don’t drink, I want you to escort me.’ He looked at me through already half-blitzed eyes. It was 4:00 P.M.

  He took a deep breath. ‘Sorry, Button-nose, I can’t promise that.’

  I turned and ran to my room. It hurt that the bottle was more important to him than I was. I wanted to stand proud and feel special as the little girl who danced with her daddy on Saturday nights to the Hit Parade. I won Homecoming Queen, but it was bittersweet. A few months later, Daddy took his own life. Emotionally and psychologically I was a wreck. It forced me to just give up fighting and allow the energy to move through me, to be in the flow. I had no direction, and a dimmed light. My mother insisted that I go to college so I would be ‘safe in our changing world.’ I knew by this time that I wasn’t going to be a major dancer, and started looking into other avenues of creative expression. I enrolled at the University of Kansas and majored in theater and English education. Acting classes were a part of this curriculum. I felt that familiar flicker of my light yearning to ignite its passion again. But I was to be disappointed. In acting class they would run through exercises – boring acting exercises done over and over again. I felt nothing resonate. It’s like that song from A Chorus Line: ‘Okay, how often do I have to pretend to be a snowflake? Is this really what acting is all about?’ It annoyed the hell out of me.

  Breaking scenes down into ‘beats’ to know exactly what you were going to do next would just take the joy out of the moment for me. When I left the energy of blind trust and began mentally controlling the outcome, my performance suffered. This didn’t make sense to most actors, or teachers for that matter. For them, the more you studied your part and the more you figured it out and the more answers you had, the more you were on ‘safe’ ground. And it worked for them. Brilliantly. But I knew my knowingness was in not knowing. It was in being and flowing in that absolute moment of joy. It was there I was safe.

  College was a very difficult time for me. How could I be free and responsible at the same time? I had to commute from Kansas City to Lawrence, Kansas. I was taking on a huge study load three days a week, and working full time two days a week to pay my way through school. It was difficult to perform in student productions at the university because I couldn’t make all the rehearsals. I started working in the Kansas City community theater. I joyfully joined the cast of Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf? and it was my first experience of successfully combining rehearsals with its scene breakdown approach, and being in the moment. I learned how to work on a play, to think and talk things through with the director and with the actors, form an acting intention; and yet trust, let go, and be in the moment when I walked out on that stage. I could ‘be’ Honey.

  Opening night, the director came back afterward and asked, ‘My God, what happened to you up there?’

  I felt myself panic a little. Is this a judgment? ‘What do you mean?’ I stammered.

  ‘Well, it’s like she just took you over – you were her. What happened? I didn’t see that in rehearsals.’ My heart soared.

  I was starting to learn about using energy: how to direct it with intention and let it go simultaneously. I just didn’t know it consciously. If you know where you want to go in a scene – your ‘acting intention’ – and then bring in that energy of excitement and joy, it all comes together in a spontaneous and sometimes unpredictable way. I was reborn as an actor. There was hope for my natural approach to acting. Years later, I would come to discover an acting technique that was literally based on that concept. But this was my first acknowledgment that my head and my heart could work together on this crazy ride of acting from my authentic self. What I didn’t know then was that the same principles apply to life: I can create an intention or a plan to reach a goal, but then release it and allow my greater energy to flow through me and create what it will.

  This whole form/flow concept was so empowering. Acting became very exciting for me, and I started performing in a lot of local theater, which at that time was a really great venue. I was practicing how to combine form and freedom into one creation. Earlier I had a false belief: form limited creation! Now I could redefine that belief. I never liked to create formulas or figure everything out. Ergo, my failings in math and science. That was not how my creative mind worked. But now I was open to the possibility that form could lead ultimately to freedom, or the avenue to express myself creatively.

  College allowed me to grow up and own my power. I did more local plays, taught a year of high school, and then charged off and never looked back. That light kept getting bigger and brighter. I knew I had to move on, to claim my future. It was an ‘I have to’ dictate. It wasn’t like: Well, maybe I will. It was: My authentic self has to do this, and if not now, when? Well, ‘Ask and you will receive.’ Since I had never been out of Kansas, I wasn’t sure where to start. So I picked up the New York Times in the school library, and there was an article about Hal Prince, who was the biggest producer on Broadway. He was looking for an unknown to star in his new musical, which was ultimately called A Little Night Music. So I wrote him a letter and had my brother’s friend take some headshots. Talk about naive! I said, ‘Mr Prince, I’m from Kansas and I’m coming to New York. Just think of the publicity – a newcomer from Kansas.’ I wish I had a copy of that letter. Three weeks later, I got a call from his secretary. Mr Prince would like to fly me to NY to audition for A Little Night Music.

  Well, being raised the honest, straightforward girl that I was, I said, ‘Oh wow, that’s great, but I already have a ticket.’ I could have gotten a first-class seat and the whole nine yards. You just can’t take the Kansas out of the girl, as they say. Sometimes that helped me keep my intention clear.

  Two months later I was off to New York City in search of fame and fortune. I arrived at the airport, had a taxi drop my belongings off at the studio apartment that I had rented, and I was off to Rockefeller Center to audition for Hal Prince. If you put this story in a movie, nobody would believe it! I got down to the last five girls after the dancing and acting auditions. Then Mr Prince came into the theater to hear us sing.

  ‘I don’t have a song; I didn’t know I was going to have to sing,’ I said rather weakly. Silence.

  His assistant replied, ‘Well, dear, this is a musical.’ So on my first day in NYC, I sang ‘Happy Birthday’ off key and quite badly for the biggest producer on Broadway. I didn’t get the part, obviously, but it got me to New York and I was on my way. And I made a lot of connections that day. I learned two very important lessons from this episode: be informed and be prepared. It helps carry the intention.

  After that, one opportunity led to the next for me. Seriously, I think I succeeded so quickly in my career because I was so naive and trusting, and all kinds of people rushed forward to help me. Naiveté brings innocence and a lack of fear. You just have a trust in the Universe and that you’re going to be taken care of, no matter what and who you are, or whatever the circumstances. And that is the purest intention one can have, and the dictum that many successful people have followed. I met girls at that audition who told me with whom to study. I met a guy at a coffee shop who looked at me and said, ‘Are you an actress?’

  ‘Yeah,’ I said. ‘I just got here from Kansas.’

  ‘Come on,’ he said. ‘Somebody did this for me and I’m going to do this for you.’ In three hours he gave me all the rules of the game for surviving in the New York acting world. He took me to buy some maps. He took me to get the directory to all the casting offices. He helped me to get signed up with an answering service. He told me the rules. ‘You check that answering service every two hours.’ He was right. You would get a call and they would say, ‘Be there in forty-five minutes.’ And if you hadn’t checked in, you missed out on the audition. The Universe just brought the people to me or me to the people that I needed to meet. I have been vigilant to always ‘pay it forward’ to the next newbie.

  I met a guy at an open call, and he took me to a Halloween party, and his agents were there. At the end of the night, they said, ‘Dee, we think you ought to meet with us.’

  I said, ‘Great. What do you do?’ Well, they were just some of the top agents in NY, and they signed me. I arrived there in August, and this was Halloween. I had $4.06 left in my checking account. Three weeks later, I booked my first national commercial. I turned around and smiled and made $30,000. The new kid from Kansas was, as they say, happy-go-lucky.

  And yet a strange thing began to happen. The more money I made, the more fearful I became of not making any more, and losing it if I did. It was the first time I had a savings account, and it excited me no end to deposit money into it. But my attitude was very unbalanced: I also didn’t want to spend any of it. I just wanted to save the money. There was that safety net again. It was weird that I couldn’t figure out how to do both. I must admit that the whole money thing has always been my greatest challenge. Later I sought help from a financial advisor who suggested a wonderful psychologist who specialized in money issues. It ended up that he helped me in a lot of other ways, too. I am still indebted to him for his invaluable guidance.

  And the help kept coming. Another friend said, ‘If you’re going to be in NY, you have to study with Uta Hagen.’ She was a great actress and teacher who owned the Berghof Studio with her husband Herbert Berghof. He said to me, ‘You’re not going to get accepted the first time – I’m going in for my fourth audition – but I’ll do the scene with you if you want to audition.’ We got there at 4:00 A.M. to stand in line just to sign up for the privilege of auditioning for Uta Hagen. He asked me what scene I was doing for my audition. I chose one from a little play called Mary, Mary that I did in Kansas City.

  ‘You can’t do a scene like that for Uta Hagen. You have to do a classic, like Tennessee Williams or William Inge.’ But I had been really good in that play, and I knew and liked it, and that’s the scene I did. That ability to stick to what feels right, even though someone more knowledgeable disagrees, has always been a part of me from childhood. Some people called it stubborn. I called it authentic. I knew I was ready, and was comfortable in that part. He said, ‘Okay, I’ll go in with you but she’ll never let you finish it. She’s not going to accept you doing a scene from Mary, Mary.’

  We went in anyway, and I started my scene and three or four minutes into it she stopped me, and he gave me a look – I told you so. She looked at me and asked whom I had studied with.

  ‘I just got here from Kansas and have mostly studied with my mom.’ Again he shot me one of those ‘good grief’ looks.

  Uta Hagen took a drag off her cigarette and said, ‘Well, honey, she taught you well. I’d like you to come into my class.’ My friend almost fell on his butt. I joined her class, which was a huge honor for anyone, especially someone ‘right off the bus.’

  I want to preface what I’m going to say next with the acknowledgment that I consider Uta Hagen a brilliant actor, teacher, icon, and an incredibly genuine person. And, yes, her method was not right for me. Unbeknownst to me, I was walking into a classroom which was going to ask me again to substitute my knowingness with an intellectual approach, breaking everything down into beats, figuring everything out, dissecting it and then putting it back together. It didn’t take me very long to figure out that when I did it her way, she never liked it. When I did it my instinctive way, she always loved what I did. She’d say, ‘That’s how it all comes together. You take the time and get your beats, and you thoroughly know your character.’ I got it. I had to keep doing what I knew best. I had to keep doing what was right for me.

  I shone when I would just become a conduit or channel of my intention. I would come to life with the knowingness that I didn’t have to know. While I was blessed to be in Ms Hagen’s class, it just reinforced my instinctive approach. Sometimes the Universe teaches you the lesson by taking you in the opposite direction. Uta Hagen’s knowingness was not my knowingness. What worked for her didn’t work for me. What worked for my mom did work for me. It was this constant search to understand everyone’s truth and how that applied to my own. Even the characters that I played begged the question, ‘Who am I? How do I find the truthfulness of who I am?’ Every intention in my acting and in my life arose from being truthful in the moment. When I stayed in ‘the moment of now,’ I was secure.

  It was freedom when I was there in my truthfulness, and hell when I was in someone else’s. It was high creativity when I was there and manipulation when I wasn’t. It was me when I was there and it was them when I wasn’t. Maybe I didn’t resonate with the intellectual formula, but mine was working for me. Or in my career, anyway. Other areas of my life didn’t flow as easily, especially relationships. I think it was those confusing male/female role models I was struggling to understand. Maybe I was still trying to take care of men because I failed to take care of my dad. Or maybe, just maybe, it just made me feel safe. Whatever the reason, romantic relationships have always plagued me. I will sometimes give myself up in humiliating ways that don’t celebrate and honor me.

  And here I was, right off the bus, and in another relationship. He was a good man ... smart, creative, and evolved. But I always felt that I was the lesser of the two. We both looked at me as ‘the kid from Kansas who didn’t know shit.’ In discussions, I would surrender my point of view because I hadn’t mastered the language of the rebuttal. The trust that kept me in the flow in my career, as well as my wonderful naiveté, seemed to be detrimental in other areas of my life. I was living with someone who I wanted to love me, but I couldn’t love myself enough to be loved. It is a challenge that has presented itself often in my life. And as with all things that don’t serve us, the resentment mounts, the dam breaks, and we either falter or rise up to learn the lesson.

  My boyfriend started berating me one day. ‘You’re such a Pollyanna! You’re always sweet; everything’s good ...’

  It just pushed my button, and I turned around in anger and said, ‘But I’m the one who’s making money, I’m the one who’s working, and I’m the one who’s having fun and I’m the one who’s in my joy. And if you know so much, then why aren’t you doing what I’m doing?’

  He was an exceptionally intelligent person, who had a law degree, and was smart enough to know he had lost that argument. He looked at me. ‘I’m sorry. You’re right. You’re absolutely right.’

  I thought, Wow. I spoke up for myself, even with the fear of being judged, and was heard and acknowledged. It certainly changed our relationship. In that instant, it was clear how the yin/yang yo-yo of my mixed life-messages would limit my light if I didn’t choose to shine my truth as brightly as I could. I had to claim my light. It’s always been that fight for clarity. You can’t go for a dream carefully. You can’t say to the Universe: Give me this, sort of. It’s like a confusing direction from a director! You have to come forward in that clarity, that creativeness – the truthfulness that’s you. This is my light – gotta let it shine – and I’m gonna let me shine all the way.

  All those years, I was trying to figure out the fear and safety and judgment aspects of intent and how they could coexist with: I know it, I’m fabulous, I’m wonderful, and I’m joyful. When I could stay out of the fear and just know, I could effortlessly carry out my intention. But when the fear of judgment and being safe rushed in, I would always have hills to climb: I wouldn’t get the audition or I wouldn’t book the job. It was something about my beautiful, wonderful, incredible naiveté that always had the Universe just showing up for me. I trusted life. And I worked hard. I beat the streets and studied and learned and practiced. And I just knew I could do it. I loved to play. I allowed it, and I got it. My intention was to succeed when I got there, and I did. I was able to hold on to what I knew and not buy into the fears and the indoctrination of people who ‘knew more.’ For me, creation has always been about heart and beingness. Those years helped me understand how to bring my head and heart together: to intellectually figure how to carry out my intention and then move into the heart of creation and let it flow.

OEBPS/Images/content-0002.jpg
Bright Light

Spiritual Lessons from a Life in Acting

Dee Wallace with John Nelson

Winchester, UK
Washington, USA





OEBPS/Images/frontcover.jpg
SPIRITUAL LESSONS
FROM A LIFE IN ACTING





OEBPS/Images/content-0001.jpg
Bright Light

Spiritual Lessons from a Life in Acting





