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CHAPTER 1 
don’t ever forget the broccoli 

 
 

I had been working for Kris Jenner for just a few weeks, when she asked 
me one morning to make a quick trip to the grocery store.  The year was 
1991, shortly after Bruce Jenner and Kris Kardashian married, and long 
before the Jenners and Kardashians would become household names.  I 
was still in the early adjustment stage, trying to figure out the personality 
of this woman who seemed to so easily juggle motherhood, marriage and 
business. 

Kris handed me a short list of grocery items on a piece of paper, 
instructing, “Please get only the items on this list.” 

Each week, I made one big trip to the store to purchase all of the food for 
the week.  Occasionally, as on this particular day, she would ask me to 
make a quick run to the store for a few special items.   



 
 

When I got home, Kris, who was in the kitchen, looked at the groceries I 
had just purchased, and let out a torrent of expletives. 

“$#&%!  $#&%!  $#&%!  “I can’t believe you forgot the $#&%ing 
broccoli!”  

Broccoli was not on the short list she had given me that day, although it 
was a regular item on the weekly list.  I did not know, shame on me, that 
keeping broccoli stocked in the refrigerator was so critical.   

Note to self:  although not obvious to the average person, myself 
included, broccoli is a staple as important as milk and butter, and must 
be kept in the fridge at all times. 

The tension in the room was so thick you could almost see it.  I thought 
to myself, Oh my gosh, what have I done?  Why am I here?  This lady 
really doesn’t like me.  I was raised in the conservative Midwest with a 
prim and proper mother, and I had never heard a lady cuss like that 
before.  I was quite certain at the moment that I had made a huge mistake 
in coming to work for Kris, and mentally started packing my bags.  
However, I had four kids who were depending on me, and it was 
important for me to be a stable force in their lives.  I resolved not to let 
Kris get to me.  However, given what had just happened, I decided that 
wasn’t very realistic, so for the time being I settled on not quitting…yet. 

The next day, Kris apologized in her own special way.  

“Are you mad at me, Pam?  Wouldn’t you rather I just speak my mind 
and be done with it?  Or would you rather have me act like nothing is 
wrong, when there is something wrong?” 

I didn’t know how to respond.  In her mind, her actions were completely 
rational.  To me, her response to the missing broccoli was utterly 
irrational.   



 
 

If I knew then what I know now, I would have realized, that’s just Kris.  
It’s her way of relating to people.  Watch one episode of Keeping Up 
with the Kardashians and you will likely hear Kris drop several F-
bombs, speak her mind more than once, and then kiss everyone and tell 
them she loves them.  She wears her heart on her sleeve.  She tells it like 
it is.  Whatever she is feeling, she communicates it, good, bad or ugly.  
You always know where you stand with Kris.  You never have to guess.  

Kris is a brilliant businesswoman, and she has been instrumental in 
creating the empire for the Jenner/Kardashian family - a fortune in 
excess of $100 million and growing.  Businesswoman, wife, mother, 
momager – she does it all.  Were there glimmers of this success years 
ago, when the children were small, way back at the beginning?  
Absolutely. 



 
 

And I was there at the very start, before the cameras and the fame.  Kris 
and Bruce had just married, and Kris had begun to strategically craft 
Bruce’s image and business, putting her instinctive marketing and public 
relations skills to work.  As for me, I had only been working as a nanny 
for Kourtney, Kim, Khloe and Robert for a few weeks, and it had already 
become clear to me that life in this home was going to be busy, fun, and 
exciting, with never a dull moment, but also extremely challenging at 
times.  

Not only was I the nanny, but I was also Kris’s “personal assistant,” 
which meant taking care of all the errands and tasks it takes to run a 
household so she could focus on their business endeavors.  Had we 
signed a contract, I imagine the wording would have gone something like 
this: 

You shall function as my personal assistant and shall perform a list of 
duties, subject to change, at my full discretion, at any time.  Such duties 
must be performed immediately and as efficiently and quickly as 
possible, and may include any or all of the following activities, but are 
not limited to this list:  appointment scheduler, answering service, 
delivery person, errand runner (errands include, but are not limited to, 
the following:  grocery shopping, personal shopping, birthday shopping, 
clothes shopping, any and all other shopping I deem necessary, dry 
cleaning, returns, etc.) chauffer to children, car washer, counselor, cook, 
household manager, etc., et al, ad nauseum. 

What girl wouldn’t enjoy shopping with someone else’s money?  That 
aspect of the job was actually quite fun.  The point is, I never knew each 
day what I would be doing or where I would be going, only that I had to 
get everything on my “to do” list done each day.  Which amounted to a 
great deal of pressure, when you consider I also had four kids to take 
care of, a full schedule of college courses, and a second job.  How did I 
accomplish everything?  Well I was in my early twenties, so I had a lot 



 
 

of energy, and I’m sure I single-handedly increased the stock price of 
Starbucks with all the coffee I drank.  

Along with my full-time nanny duties and part-time job as personal 
assistant, I was also the “cook.”  The thing is, I didn’t cook.  Didn’t like 
to cook.  The only “cooking” I had done up to this point was to heat up a 
microwave dinner now and then.  Back in junior high school, I took a 

class called Home Economics, where Mrs. Oachs taught us how to be 
excellent housewives.  I burned the butterscotch pudding, made a cake 
that was flat as a pancake, and squeaked out a decent grade only because 
the cute yellow and white striped sundress I sewed was actually 
wearable, even though it had some crooked seams.  I am NOT a cook. 

Nevertheless, as the “cook” of the family, I was expected to plan healthy 
meals nearly every night for ten people, including the four kids, Bruce 
and Kris, myself, the maid and usually a guest or two. 

With four kids around the table, dinner was usually pretty chaotic.  Bruce 
and Kris travelled often for Bruce’s speaking engagements, so on those 
occasions it was just the kids at the dinner table.  Actually, the majority 



 
 

of the time I spent with the kids occurred during the evenings, as all four 
kids (and I) were in school during the day.   

Because Bruce and Kris travelled so much, they needed someone at 
home to watch the kids and manage the household.  I realized, as nanny, 
I was not just a caretaker, but I was also a surrogate mom in a way.  I fell 
in love with those kids very quickly.  I loved them as if they were my 
own.  And I assumed that’s what Kris wanted. 

Strange dichotomy, this nanny thing.  Live with the family full time, love 
the kids, pour yourself into them, spend every spare moment of your life 
taking care of them and their needs – but don’t forget, when it comes 
down to it, you’re just the nanny.  I had really begun to feel like a 
member of the family, as, for the most part, I was treated that way, but 
there were many times when I had to remind myself that I was not a 
family member.  I was paid to do this job - I was the hired help.  
Allowing my emotions to become too invested or expecting to be treated 
as an equal member of the family would most assuredly end in hurt 
feelings, so I kept my status and position in the forefront of my mind. 

While I was always laughing and joking around, Kris was all business, 
and she always spoke her mind, which was both good and bad.  She was 
a perfectionist, very detail oriented, and often had high expectations.  
She didn’t hold back.  I must admit, though, it was probably better for 
her to vent rather than feel the retribution of resentment later.  
Nevertheless, those moments when she “spoke her mind” could be tough 
to take, and it made working for her quite challenging at times.  I was 
(and am) an emotional person, I was really just a kid, and I was not used 
to working for someone who set the bar so high.  There were occasions 
that I ended up in tears. 

Despite how challenging it was at times to be working for Kris, there 
were many things I admired about her.  I had never before been around 



 
 

 

Rules for Being a Good Nanny 
 

o Love the children unconditionally, as if they were my own. 

o Discipline the kids consistently and fairly. 

o Instill morals, values and responsibility through manners, 
chores, duties, etc. 

o Prepare food for them and feed them. 

o Read to them and help them with their homework. 

o Be respectful and courteous with my employers and their 
children. 

o Make sure the kids had equal time alone with mom and dad so 
they could bond with their parents. 

o Treat the entire family as if they were my own family. 

such a driven and savvy businesswoman.  I really looked up to her, and 
learned a lot from her.  Growing up in a small town in a rural area, I had 
not been exposed to any strong businesswomen as role models, so it was 
quite amazing to watch Kris in action.  When she put her mind to 
something, she did not stop until she had accomplished what she set out 
to do.  She was tenacious and did not take “no” for an answer.  

She also loved her family fiercely, and took great pride in her role as 
mother.  I believe her children were her most precious possession, and 
that she always strived to make decisions that she thought were in her 
family’s best interest.  Did I always agree with her decisions or would I 
have made the same choices?  No, but it was not my place to judge.  My 
focus was loving the children, and taking the best care of them that I 
possibly could. 

When I moved to California to become a nanny, I had a mental list of 
rules that I believed I should follow.  I assumed that if I stuck to this list, 



 
 

I would be successful, my employers would be happy with me, and the 
kids would be content and well behaved.  

Within a few weeks at the Kardashian home, I had one more rule to add 
to the top of that list. 

Do not EVER forget the broccoli.  



 
 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 
hollywood here i come 

 
 

I grew up in Norcross, Minnesota, population 123.  One main 
intersection with a four-way stop, a small convenience store, and a 
couple of churches, and that’s about it.  If you blink on the highway that 
runs through town, you might miss it.    

Growing up in a small town was a great experience.  It’s kind of like 
having a big extended family, but they all live within a few blocks of 
you.  My childhood was sweet and simple, and I came from a good, 
hardworking family. 

When I graduated from high school, I dreamed of exploring the big wide 
world as a glamorous flight attendant.  After a year of sitting in boring 
classrooms at a college in South Dakota where I majored in Travel and 
Tourism, the allure of that career path was fading fast.  I decided to get 
away and visit my best friend, Sara, in California, and work as a nanny 
for the summer. 



 
 

I had been babysitting for four years, so I figured I was well qualified to 
be a nanny, and I had heard that young girls from the Midwest were 
much sought after.  It was all going to work out perfectly.  I would return 
the next fall to continue classes in Rapid City.  But in the meantime, a 
summer of fun and excitement in Hollywood – the glamorous land of 
movie stars on every street corner  - was awaiting me. 

As the plane descended over Los Angeles towards the airport, I looked 
down in disbelief.  I was amazed that the city was so enormous and 
never-ending.  Row after row of houses spread out below me like lines of 
dominoes.  For a nineteen year old, small town girl from Minnesota, it 
was quite an adventure to be in such a huge city. 

The next morning, I called a nanny agency in Beverly Hills.  They were 
extremely interested in meeting me, confirming what I had heard about 
Midwest girls being in high demand, and set up an appointment with me 
for the following day. 

As I stepped off the bus I took from Sara’s apartment in Pasadena into 
the heart of Beverly Hills, I gazed in absolute awe at my surroundings.  
Rolls Royce’s, Mercedes, Jaguars, Porsches, and Ferraris lined the 
streets.  Everywhere I looked were men in fancy business suits, and 
glamorous women with perfect hair and designer handbags.  I felt 
completely out of place.  When I dressed for my interview that morning, 
I thought I looked pretty good.  Now, I examined my outfit, which 
screamed “not from here.”   I wore a white shirt dress from Avon that hit 
me about mid-calf, and had buttons in the front all the way down to the 
hem, with a thin white belt around my waste.  My frizzy, permed hair 
was pinned back in front and hanging down in back.  Typical of eighties 
hairstyles, my bangs had been curled with a curling iron.    

From head to toe, it was glaringly obvious that I did not fit in – not in 
Beverly Hills, not in Southern California.  As I walked into the 



 
 

professional office building where 
the nanny agency was located, I 
was feeling completely self-
conscious.  But then I thought 
maybe my awkward, straight from 
the country look might actually 
benefit me, since it would be 
obvious that they have the 100%, 
genuine, real-deal, Midwestern 
girl on their hands, who would 
undoubtedly make a great 
motherly nanny, because what else 
could she possibly do in this town 

dressed like that, so I decided not to let it bother me.  I slung my denim 
purse with an “I Love Elvis” pin over my shoulder, fluffed up my frizzy 
curly bangs a little bit more, lifted my chin, put a smile on my face, and 
marched proudly into the office. 

As I was ushered into Mr. Jacobson’s office, I looked around the room, 
surveying the beautiful, obviously very expensive furniture.  Exquisite 
works of art covered the walls and a huge vase of fresh flowers sat on a 
table in the corner.  The office window had a stunning view, overlooking 
all of Beverly Hills.    I filled out an application and nervously waited 
while the staff performed a background check to ensure I didn’t have a 
criminal record.  Phew.  I had been a rowdy kid, but I didn’t think any 
thing I’d done had made it to a police record.  So far, so good.   

Mr. Jacobson entered the room, and we talked for about thirty minutes 
about my babysitting experience and my background.  It was hard to tell 
how things were going because this guy was all business.  Since I hadn’t 
been asked to leave yet, I assumed it was going okay. 

Mr. Jacobson had one final question. 



 
 

“Do you want to live-in or live-out?” 

“Hmmm.  Let me think about that for a second.  Well I don’t have any 
money and I have no place to live, soooo….how bout live-in?” 

I thought it was funny, but he didn’t so much as smile.   

“Okay, we’re all set.  I should have a few interviews lined up for you in 
the next couple of days.  I will give you a call.” 

After my interview, I walked down Rodeo Drive, smiling as I thought of 
one of my friends from the “country” back home who called it “Roh-
Dee-Oh” Drive.  I passed Fendi, Gucci and Chanel, peeking through the 
windows into the pristine shops with perfectly shined floors, where a 
handful of wealthy patrons perused the racks of glimmering and 
glittering merchandise.   I dared not venture inside, dressed as I was, for 
fear that I would be escorted right back outside, since it was fairly 
obvious that I couldn’t afford to buy even the cheapest item from any 
one of the stores.  I doubted I could even afford one shoelace.  After an 
hour of stalking stars on Rodeo Drive with no luck, I gave up and 
jumped on the bus for the long ride back to Pasadena. 

I didn’t know when a nanny job would open up, so I decided to make my 
rounds at the mall in Pasadena near Sara’s apartment to get a job.  I 
landed a position as a sales associate at JCPenney, and started work 
immediately. 

Mr. Jacobson contacted me a few days later.  He had an interview lined 
up for me that week with Linda Jenner in Malibu.  The name Linda 
Jenner meant nothing to me.  Malibu, on the other hand, I knew very 
well.  My mind started to spin with visions of palm trees, palatial beach 
homes, white sand beaches, and gorgeous, muscular, tanned surfers 
parading up and down the sand. 



 
 

On the day of my appointment with Linda, I rode the bus from Pasadena 
to Malibu.  The bus route was a long, roundabout way to Malibu through 
“the Valley” (I don’t know why it’s called that – it was flat as a pancake) 
onto a beautiful, winding road called Malibu Canyon that cut through the 
mountain range to the beach.   After what seemed like an eternity on the 
bus, I finally caught a glimpse of the ocean.  As we turned onto Pacific 
Coast Highway (which, as I soon learned, all the locals refer to as 
“PCH”), the coastline of Malibu stretched to the left and the right for 
miles.  Large beach homes were packed in like sardines right on the 
beach.   Palm trees were everywhere.  Sand, surf, and beautiful blue 
skies.  It was gorgeous.  I sighed.  I might be living and working right 
here.  Heaven. 

I got off the bus right near Linda’s house.  They lived on the east side of 
PCH, across from the beach in a fairly large home surrounded by trees 
and shrubs.  You couldn’t even see the house from the driveway.  I felt 
extremely awkward as I walked down the driveway and pushed the call 
button on the intercom that was obviously intended only for cars.  I bet 
they didn’t have too many people walking down the driveway.   The 
maid answered and buzzed me in.   The house was blue with white trim, 
and four times bigger than even the largest home in Norcross.  In front of 
the home was a swimming pool and jacuzzi that looked like naturally 
formed ponds, as they were completely lined with rocks, not cement.  
Behind the pool was a guesthouse that was as big as my parent’s house 
back home.  I can’t wait to tell my family.  They are not going to believe 
this, I thought, as I knocked at the front door. 

 I was late for my interview.  I had no idea how long the bus ride would 
take, and had not given myself nearly enough time.  Remember, this was 
back in the late eighties, so I didn’t have a cell phone, and had no way to 
call Linda and tell her I was still on the bus.  I was late for the most 
important interview of my life (although I didn’t know just how 



 
 

important at the time).  So late, in fact, that Linda had given up waiting, 
assumed I wasn’t coming, and left to get her hair done. 

The maid, who had greeted me at the door, went to call Linda, returning 
a few minutes later.  She said that Linda wanted me to come by the hair 
salon so we could talk while she was getting her hair done. 

I walked back out to PCH and had to catch another bus back to the 
downtown area of Malibu, as Linda lived several miles north.  As the bus 
drove into Malibu, I was surprised and disappointed by what I saw.  I 
had expected something like a Sandals resort, fancy and upscale, with 
white beaches and lots of glamour.  Instead, Malibu was a simple little 
beach town - casual, understated and laid back.  Most of the businesses 
were housed in small cottages.   The hair salon was in one of these little 
cottages - blue with white trim.  I had to walk up a flight of stairs at the 
side of the building, and the salon was on the second floor in the back.  
Nothing fancy, about seven stalls.    

As I climbed the steps, I became concerned about my outfit, wondering 
if I was dressed appropriately for this meeting.  I quickly looked over my 
outfit – the same lovely white shirt-dress from Avon, with the denim 
purse and “I Love Elvis” pin attached.  It worked for the first two 
interviews – it would have to do.  

Linda sat in a salon chair with a cape around her neck, wet hair hanging 
around her face.  She and a hairdresser laughed and chatted as if they 
were good girlfriends.  Even with wet hair and dressed in an ugly cape, 
Linda was obviously very beautiful. 

“So you must be Pam,” she exclaimed in her charming Southern accent, 
as she saw me walk in. 

  We chatted for some time as she questioned me about my background 
and babysitting experiences.  Things were going well, I surmised.  She 



 
 

was friendly and nice, and didn’t seem pretentious or condescending, 
which was a pleasant surprise. 

She noticed my purse pin and asked, “So you like Elvis?”   

I said, “Oh yeah!  How about you?” 

“Well I better,” she replied.  “I lived with him for four years.” 

I started to laugh, certain that she was teasing me.   

The gal that was doing Linda’s hair turned my laugh into a gasp by 
telling me, “She’s not kidding!”   

I couldn’t believe it.   Elvis was my first love, and here I was 
interviewing with his former girlfriend.  By the time I left the salon, 
Linda had offered me the job as nanny for her two boys, Brandon and 
Brody Jenner.   I really think that silly little Elvis pin cemented the job 
for me. 

What a day!  Malibu, the beach, a new job, and Elvis’s girlfriend.  I 
couldn’t wait to see what would happen next. 

 

June 15, 1988 

Dear, Dear, Dear, Dad and Ma, 

 

Yesterday was Father’s Day and I worked at JCPenneys 

all day.  Can you believe that they don’t have any 

Dairy Queens out here?  That really gets my goat! 

 



 
 

I haven’t heard anything from Linda lately because 

she’s in Nashville but I’m supposed to come out to her 

place on the 4
th

 of July for a BBQ and then actually 

start on July 5
th

.  She said Sara could come over for 

the 4
th

 too.  I’m really excited about going to Linda’s.  I 

must admit, as the time gets closer, I’m getting kinda 

scared.  I just keep thinking something will go wrong 

and she won’t want me. I guess I’ll just have to wait 

and see.  

 

Well, I gotta go back to Nickels, I mean Penneys.  

Please take good care of yourselves and always 

remember how much I love your darling faces. 

 

I love U & Miss U, 

Pam 

 

 
My first day of work was the Fourth of July.  Linda’s plans to have Sara 
and me over for a BBQ had changed.  Instead, she asked me to arrive in 
the early evening, but when I got there, only the maid was home.  She 
didn’t speak much English, so to occupy myself until Linda and the boys 
arrived, I wandered around the house.  Seeing the piano in the huge 
living room, I sat down and played.  Anxious and nervous about meeting 
Brandon and Brody, I played and sang to keep my nerves from going 
haywire.   



 
 

I took in my surroundings, including the many pictures that were in 
frames on the walls and on desks and tables.  One frame after another, I 
saw the face of Bruce Jenner staring back at me.  Linda “Jenner.”  I 
began to realize whom I might be working for – none other than Bruce 
Jenner, Olympic decathlon champion. 

I had started eating Wheaties, the Breakfast of Champions, for breakfast 
when I was still in elementary school.  As I became involved in sports in 
high school, I never missed my bowl of Wheaties, knowing they were 
making me stronger and faster.  Many mornings, I sat in my chair, 
staring at the face of Bruce Jenner on the front of the Wheaties box.  I 
thought he was so cute.  He was an American hero because he won the 
gold medal in the most challenging sports event in the Olympics during 
America’s Centennial year of 1976.  My dad praised him constantly as 
the epitome of a true all around sports champion, and he became an icon 
in my household.  

Now here I was in his house.  I couldn’t believe it.  Butterflies flitted 
around my stomach, and I actually felt light headed.  Collect yourself, 
Pam!  I did not want to sound like a star struck kid and give the family a 
bad first impression. 

When the front door opened around seven p.m., the boys blew in like a 
tornado, full of energy and excitement.  I was expecting to see Linda 
right behind them, but to my great surprise, it was Bruce Jenner himself.  
My idol, the American Hero, the man on the Wheaties box.  Here he was 
standing right in front of me.  Flabbergasted, nervous, excited, shocked, 
overwhelmed – I was a jumble of emotions.   

He extended his hand and said, “I’m Bruce.  This is Brandon and this is 
Brody.” 



 
 

I’m amazed I was able to collect myself enough to tell him my name and 
say hi.  Immediately, I realized that Bruce was down to earth and 
friendly, and within moments I felt comfortable with him.  The boys 
were incredibly cute, but oh so full of energy.  They were running wild 
around the house, pumped up from their Fourth of July celebration and 
nervous, I’m sure, to meet their new nanny. 

After a few minutes of chatting with me, Bruce said, “Okay, I’ll be 
leaving the boys with you now.  Linda should be home soon.” 

He must have seen the distress in my eyes at being left with two hyper 
little boys.  I wouldn’t have said anything of course, and risk my job, but 
I was a little nervous about the prospect of being alone with those little 
men at the moment.  Bruce obviously picked up on my uneasiness.  He 
announced that he would stay for a little while until the boys calmed 
down.  Eventually Brandon (who was seven) and Brody (who was 
almost five) settled down, and we put them to bed.  Bruce and I chatted 
for a while and then he said he was going to head home. 

As he went out the front door, he turned around, a big smile on his face, 
and said, “You’ll be seeing a lot of me.” 

  Thank you, Jesus.  I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve  
this, but thank you.  
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3 
a nanny’s life 

 
 

My first few weeks as nanny to the Jenner boys were emotional and 
challenging at times, as it was a transition period for all of us.   

Bruce Jenner and Linda Thompson had married on January 5, 1981.  
Their first son, Brandon Thompson Jenner, was born on June 4, 1981, 
followed by Sam Brody Jenner on August 21, 1983.  They divorced in 
1984, when the boys were still just toddlers.  Bruce lived only a few 
miles away, and was actively involved in their lives, but it was still a 
tough adjustment for them. 

The boys loved their mom and dad very much and had close, sweet 
relationships with both of them.  Divorce is so hard on kids, and it 
doesn’t get any easier with time.  On top of that, they had a total stranger 
in their home that was now their nanny, and I’m sure that was a difficult 
transition.  



 
 

I tried to imagine how hard it was for those two little boys to acclimate 
to someone new in their life.  It would be hard to trust and love someone 
again, hard to believe that they’re not going to leave.  However, over the 
next few weeks and months, we became best buddies.  I quickly fell in 
love with them, and they with me. 

July 21, 1988 

Dearest Daddy & Ma, 

 

Overall, things are looking lots better.  I decided I don’t 

like L.A.  As a matter of fact, I hate it.  I do, 

however, love the place where I am staying. A couple 

of miles from here is Malibu.  The people in this area 

are very nice and quaint.  Linda and the boys make me 

feel right at home.   

 

About the recipes, I was very excited to get them and I 

was on my way to the market to get ingredients until I 

got to the car and realized that the keys were locked 

inside.  I’m not sure how that happened but it must 

have been me because I used it last.  That makes me 

feel like a real ditz.  Oh well, as Brody says, 

“Everybody makes mistakes.” I can’t believe how 

everything is working out.   

 

I love ya lots! 

Pamela J.



 
 

Brandon and Brody were so cute and precocious and full of energy, like 
any normal boys.  One day, Brandon decided he was not going to T-Ball 
practice.  He took off running across the yard.  I chased right after him.  
As I’ve told you before, I am fast.  Brandon turned around, and his 
shocked expression told me he couldn’t believe I was right behind him.  
He then tripped and fell, and the race was over.  He went to T-Ball.   

Brandon and Brody (we called them B&B) and I had so much fun 
together.  They were my little buddies, my sidekicks, and we soon 
became inseparable.   

We spent countless hours jumping on the trampoline, doing flips and 
falling.  The boys loved to lay or sit on the trampoline and then I would 
jump as hard as I could right next to them to make them fly high up into 
the air.  We had so much fun, and often would end up on our backs, all 
three of us giggling uncontrollably. The boys had been trying to 
convince me for a long time to do a front flip on the trampoline.  Finally, 
one day I decided I was going to try it.    

July 29, 1988 

Dearest Dad & Mom, 

 

Thanks again for the surprise in the mail.  It was so 

exciting to get a package, and the boys love those 

traps.  They take them with them wherever they go.  

 

Today we spent the majority of the day in the 

trampoline.  Brandon and Brody have been trying to 

convince me to do a flip for quite sometime, but today 



 
 

was the big day.  I did a flip!  It was so much fun and 

they were SO proud of me.   

 

We ended the day with Brody falling off the couch and 

hitting his head on the corner of the coffee table.  

(Imagine the kind of cry when they can’t even breathe.)  

We thought he had a concussion.  Another exciting day 

at the Jenner household.   

 

Well, it’s 11:15pm and I’m bushed, but I just wanted you 

to know you’re in my thoughts and prayers.  

 

I love you, 

Pam 

 

Linda loved to jump on the trampoline with the boys as well, however, 
she didn’t fare as well.  She broke her ankle, or was it her leg?  She 
hobbled around in a bright pink cast for weeks.  So she wore fuchsia 
pink toenail polish to match the cast.  Having a broken foot is no excuse 
to forget your fashion.  

It was fun hanging out with Linda and the boys.  We did a lot together, 
the four of us.  Soccer and t-ball games were always a family affair, we 
went out to eat often, and fishing at Troutdale was one of our favorite 
activities.  She was a great mom, and loved those boys so much.  They 
were the loves of her life.   



 
 



 
 

B&B also loved having water fights and swimming in the pool.  We 
went to the beach often, and would try to find treasures like sand crabs, 
seashells, sand dollars and jelly fish. 

Brandon loved to sit on my shoulders and have me carry him around all 
over, while he pretended that he was really tall.  Brandon was always a 
natural athlete like his dad, and loved all sports.  I used to call him “stud 
muffin.”  I imagined that Brandon would follow in his father’s footsteps 
and be a star athlete someday, because he excelled in every sport he 
tried. 

Brody was also athletic, but his passion was nature, and he was always 
chasing hummingbirds, butterflies, squirrels and bees around the yard or 
in the outfield at T-Ball practice.  He also loved to fish at a local man 
made pond called TroutDale that was stocked with fish.  We would get a 
bamboo pole and kernels of corn and fish for hours.  Brody loved 
sunglasses, and was always grabbing Linda’s or mine and posing, asking 
us to take a picture of him.  A star in the making! 

Every morning, I would wake the boys in my own special way.  They 
hated it, but it worked.  So I did it every single morning for the two plus 
years I worked there.  I’d go into their room, turn on the overhead light 
and say “Awake!  Alert, alive and enthusiastic!”   

I said this in the most positive, chipper and, I’m sure, annoying voice I 
could muster at such an early hour.  They would moan and groan and 
protest, but it always got them up. 

At nighttime, we usually played a game of Memory, which they both 
loved, and then I would read books to the boys (Goodnight Moon was 
one of their favorites), say prayers with them, and tuck them into bed.  
Often, right before they fell asleep, we peeked at the stars, and the boys 
loved to say “Star light, star bright, first star I see tonight.  I wish I may, 



 
 

I wish I might, have the wish I wish tonight.”  My wish was always to 
find my true love.  Still wishing on that star. 

I was in awe of the celebrities I was working for and interacting with, the 
Malibu lifestyle, driving the nice cars, living the life of the rich and 
famous, even though it wasn’t my life.  Although I did feel like they 
were my family, and they treated me that way, there was a part of me 
that was uncomfortable.  I began to lose my identity, because their life 
had become my life.   

I learned quickly that a nanny’s day is never done. Consequently, my 
days didn’t really end until I went to sleep.  Well not even then.  My 
room was right across from the boys’ room.  So if they were sick or had 
a bad dream during the night, they came and crawled into bed with me.  
That first year, it didn’t bother me much.  I was kind of marooned there 
anyway.  I had no car.  I had no friends.   

Since I was alone and bored during the day while the boys were at 
school, I often ran errands for Linda, such as grocery shopping.  Going to 
the grocery store in Malibu, although it sounds like a routine, boring 
assignment was anything but that.  Before I left, I’d put on makeup and 
choose the cutest outfit I could find, because first of all, it was the only 
time that I got out of the house and interacted with people, but also I 
never knew who I might run into at the store.  Larry Hagman of Dallas 
fame, Mel Gibson, Linda Hamilton from The Terminator, Bruce Willis, 
Michael Landon, Farrah Fawcett, Pat Benatar and Johnny Carson are 
some of the famous faces I shopped with at the local market.  For a small 
town girl, it was quite an experience just to walk through the grocery 
store, which was twenty times bigger than any we had back home, with 
dim lighting and chandeliers, and exotic fruits I had never heard of 
before. 



 
 

September 16, 1988 

Dear Daddy & Ma, 

 

Thank you so much for the pictures.  The boys flipped 

when they saw how big that Halibut was.  I can’t 

believe the size of that monster.   

 

I just got back from Bruce’s.  It was the Opening 

Ceremony for the 88 Olympics, so he took us shopping 

at the grocery store to pick out what we wanted for 

dinner.  (He was even cooking.)  We had spinach 

noodles, broccoli and zucchini covered with Spaghetti 

sauce.  It doesn’t sound very appetizing, but it was 

great.  Then we “oohed” and “aahed” at flashbacks of 

Bruce.   

 

Brandon stayed with his daddy but my Brody came 

home with me.  So he and I are the only ones here 

now, except for Louie.  Poor Louie has fleas so bad 

that he has bitten a whole section of his tail off.   

Eeeek!!!!!  There’s a humongous spider in my room!  It 

might be a Black Widow!!  OK.  Relax.  I just killed him 

and I still have goose bumps.  Yuck!  They’re almost 

as bad as grasshoppers.   

 



 
 

The latest Malibu news – Brandon and Brody ran into 

Larry Hagman with the grocery cart, and I played 

piano for Johnny Carson at this fancy eating place 

Monday night!  Ooh la la!  

 

Is my brother home yet?  If he is, please hit him for 

me.  Ha!  Remember how he always pinned me down, 

sat on me, and pretended to spit on me?  Well, I did 

that to Brody and I accidentally spit in his face.  Poor 

kid was so mad.  I felt real bad but you know me, all 

I could do was laugh.  Of course that didn’t make 

things any better.     

 

School is going great for the boys.  I dress them so 

cute every day.  The other day little Brody had to be 

vaccinated with a shot in the butt.  Linda, Brandon and 

I took him to the doctor and we all went in with him.  

His face looked so scared and I was so worried for him 

that I had tears in my eyes.  He didn’t even cry though.  

Brandon held his hand.  

 

I love you and miss you, 

Pamela James 

 

 



 
 

At the end of the year, I flew back home to Minnesota for a much needed 
break.  Talk about being thrust back into reality.  As I landed in the 
Fargo, North Dakota airport (which was actually closer to my home town 
than the Minneapolis airport), the vast difference between the world I 
had come from and the world I now lived in slapped me in the face.  
Men in overalls, with big work boots covered in mud (or something else 
that begins with c-o-w), walked next to women with Christmas sweaters 
that “trendier” folk might wear to an Ugly Christmas Sweater Party, 
except that they weren’t going to a party.  Now for any of you 
Midwesterners who might be reading this, let me tell you, I am not 
dissing you.  I am simply pointing out the huge difference in culture and 
lifestyle.  I actually loved seeing “my people” again.  They were my 
family, my friends, my roots, my culture – this was who I was, not a 
Hollywood gal.  It was a welcome relief and break from the image-
conscious, affluent lifestyle I saw around me in Malibu. 

I remember Linda asking me once, “How could you move back to 
Minnesota after living here?” 

I didn’t say this to her face, because I didn’t want to put down the 
lifestyle that she loved so much, but I thought to myself, It’s been a lot of 
fun and I’ve had opportunities that I never imagined and met superstar 
celebrities, but yes I could leave.  I missed the simple life of home, down 
to earth people, nosy neighbors who know your business and actually 
worry about you if you don’t follow your usual routine.  I missed all of 
it, and yes, I could see myself moving back to the Midwest someday. 

I began a new year at the Jenner home.  I loved those boys more than 
ever, and I enjoyed every moment I spent with them. There were 
challenging times like there are in any relationship, but we always 
worked through them. 



 
 

February 6, 1989 

Dear Dad and Mom, 

 

I had a great day! The boys and I (and a friend of 

mine) went out for lunch in Beverly Hills.  The boys 

were angels until the ride home.  They were really 

misbehaving, and I had to pull over and discipline.  

Brody got upset and said, “I wish you were fired!”  I 

started to cry and then Brandon hit Brody for saying 

that.  Anyways, we ended the day by kissing and 

hugging.  Brandon crawled into my bed about 15 

minutes ago.  He’s laying here to make sure I don’t go 

anywhere.  I love them almost as much as I love my 

dad and mom.  Almost. 

 

All my love, 

Pam 

 

 
My family really wanted me to come home, but something inside me 
said no I’m not done here.  I knew there were a few more exciting 
adventures awaiting… 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4 
rambo 

 
 

My junior high and high school years were in the midst of the eighties - 
the greatest era ever.  Tacky fashions, chia pets, obscure musicians who 
were one hit wonders, Rubik’s cube, big hair heavy metal bands, banana 
clips - you either love eighties pop culture or hate it, and not much in 
between.  My favorite actor during those hormone-filled, big hair days of 
post-pubescence was Sylvester Stallone.   

Sly, as I liked to call him, became my second great love, after Elvis.  My 
relationship with Sly blossomed in a movie theater while watching 
Rambo II in 1985.  Mesmerized by him, I ran out and rented all of his 
movies, and watched them over and over, fantasizing about marrying my 
Sly some day, and having a bunch of little Rocky's, Rambo's, and 
Adrian's running around.  My high school locker was covered with 
posters and pictures of Sly, and EVERYBODY knew I loved him, 
because I talked about him constantly. 



 
 

Not long after I started working for Linda, she came home from the gym 
one day and said, “Sylvester Stallone asked me out.  Do you think I 
should go?” 

“Oh my gosh,” I stammered, “Of course you should go.”  I couldn’t 
believe she was even debating the options. 

 

July 21, 1988 

Dear Mom & Dad, 

 

Last weekend, Sara and I went to Rambo III starring 

SYLVESTER STALLONE.  I can’t believe I might get to 

meet him!  I guess there is a God in heaven!  Ha!  Yo 

dad!  Yo Mom!  Take her easy! 

 

I Love You,  

Pammy 

 

 
I learned that Sly went to the same gym as Linda and they had become 
friends.  After she agreed to go out with him, I was giddy with 
excitement and begged her to let me answer the door when he showed up 
for one of their dates.  This was the adventure and excitement I was 
hoping for and why I wanted to become a Hollywood nanny – to meet 
not just a true superstar, but the man of my dreams. 



 
 

 

September 16, 1988 

Dear Mom & Dad, 

 

Linda promised that next week would be the week I get 

to meet Stallone so I’m starting to get ready now.  Ha!  

No, I’m kidding.  But I am going to get my hair layered 

all over.  I’m sick of it long on top.  So I hope it looks 

all right.  Haircuts are outrageous here.  The cheapest 

you can get is about $15.00.   

 

I love you and miss you, 

Pammy Jean 

 

 
The moment that I saw Sly for the first time is engraved in my memory 
forever.  Peeking out the window from behind a curtain, I watched him 
pull up in a sleek, black jaguar.  He stepped out of the car, sporting a 
bright colorful Hawaiian shirt, and some very tight jeans.  Oh my.  With 
his bronzed skin, aviator sunglasses, and a wooden matchstick in his 
mouth, he looked cool beyond words, wealthy, powerful and gorgeous.  
He looked how you expected a mega star to look.  He was far more 
handsome than he’d ever been in any of his movies.  To say my heart 
leapt is an understatement – it was doing somersaults. 

I pushed back the curtain so he wouldn’t catch me gawking at him and 
then waited for him to knock.  When he did, I paused a few moments so I 
didn’t seem too eager, and then opened the door.  I don’t remember 



 
 

exactly what I did because the next few moments are honestly a blur.  I 
was in shock, completely mesmerized by this man that I had been in love 
with for over five years, whom I never thought I would ever meet.  My 
mouth was probably hanging open. 

And then he spoke – in that famous, low, gravelly voice.  Oh my 
goodness.  Was I talking?  Was I still standing there with my mouth wide 
open?  I remember him carrying on a conversation with me, but I don’t 
remember anything we said.  I just recall the sound of his voice and 
thinking, is this really happening?  Am I really here talking to Sylvester 
Stallone?  I was about as star struck as a person can be. 

I longingly watched him and Linda drive away, wishing it was I on a 
date with him instead of her. 

Linda and Sly dated for a month or two.  He would call the house for her 
often, and I would have short conversations with him before passing him 
on to Linda.  His voice always got to me.  Linda confided one day that 
she told Sly that I had a huge crush on him. 

He called one afternoon and chatted with me longer than usual.  I asked, 
“Did you call for Linda?”   

He replied, “No I called for you.”    

What?  I was confused and not sure what was going on.  We chatted for 
a while, and when Linda got home, I told her that he had called to talk to 
me.  She was upset and told me they had broken up.  I realized he was 
just playing games, trying to make her jealous since Linda knew I had a 
crush on him. 

He started calling me quite regularly when he knew Linda wouldn’t be 
home.  Eventually, after the excitement and flattery of having Sly 
pursuing me wore off a bit, I told him that going behind her back was not 



 
 

very nice, and I was not going to play games.  Did I just say no to 
Sylvester Stallone?  Am I crazy?  But I knew this could hurt me down the 
line, and I didn’t want to lose my job. 

Not one to be dissuaded, Sly did not take no for an answer, because he 
knew I liked him, and I guess he figured he’d wear me down eventually, 
which he did, although I really didn’t put up much of a fight.  He kept 
calling now and then and I would tell him I wasn’t interested, but then 
relent and talk to him.  Why?  Because I had no friends outside the 
Jenner family and the maid, and come on, it’s Sylvester Stallone, the 
man of my dreams with whom I’ve been infatuated since I was fourteen 
years old. 

He continued to ask me out, but I kept saying no.  Truth be told, part of 
me was scared to death.  I thought I couldn’t meet his expectations.  He 
had been with many beautiful women.  I didn’t feel good about myself at 
that time, as evidenced by the eating disorder I was battling.  One day I 
voiced my concerns to him.  He talked me through some of my 
insecurities about my appearance, and continued to insist I go out with 
him. 

I was 19.  He was 42, but SO hot!  The age difference didn’t bother me 
at all. 

A few days later, he left for New Jersey to film the movie Lockup, and 
was gone for three months.  He spent a great deal of time in a prison cell 
to get in character and understand the feeling of being confined.  He 
called me every day.  We regaled each other with stories of our families, 
childhoods, and previous relationships.  As the days turned into weeks, 
our friendship blossomed.  I confided in him about my eating disorder, 
and he was supportive and helpful, and over those few months, I lost 
most of the weight I had gained.  (The possibility of dating Sylvester 
Stallone was slightly motivating, as you can imagine.) 



 
 

Filming of the movie wrapped up, and he called me the day he got back 
to Beverly Hills.  “Pam, I want you to meet me at the beach house.”  (He 
had a second home in Malibu.)  “If you are not there I will come by and 
pick you up.  I mean it.” 

“I’m not sure,” I said, nervous and terrified, yet excited and thrilled to 
see him again.  “I’ll think about it.  Maybe.  I’ll see if I can get away.” 

The next day, as lady luck graciously obliged, Linda wasn’t home.  The 
boys were at school.  I didn’t leave a note or tell the maid where I was 
going.  I jumped in the 1970’s era, paneled station wagon, embarrassed 
that I’d be pulling up to Sly’s Malibu mansion in such a “so not cool” 
car. 

I arrived before Sly, who was on his way from his Beverly Hills home.  
When I knocked, a man (not sure if he was a servant, maid, assistant or 
friend) answered the door and let me in, gave me a glass of water, and 
seated me at the table in the kitchen.   

I was so anxious and nervous.  The refrigerator had a black glass door, 
and I saw the reflection of Sly first as he walked in behind me.  The look 
on his face made me instantly relax – he was truly genuinely happy to 
see me.   

He said, “I really thought I’d have to come and get you.”   

I don’t think he was used to women saying no or playing hard to get, so I 
was a bit of a challenge to him.  He gave me a big hug. 

“See we fit together perfectly.”  He was not much taller than me.  We 
pretty much looked each other straight in the eye. 

He showed me around his house.  There were many pictures of him in 
his movie roles.  The most impressive room in his house was the walk in 



 
 

closet.  It was huge – twice the size of the bedroom I now lived in at 
Linda’s.  As we stood there in the closet, I noticed he was wearing a 
necklace with a small pendant that had the inscription “DTA.”   

I asked him, “What does DTA mean? 

“Don’t trust anyone,” he responded. 

That’s sad and depressing, I thought.   “Why do you feel that way?” 

“Just wait twenty years,” he explained, “and you’ll feel that way too.”  
He told me that people always seemed to take advantage of him. 

As we talked, I noticed he had a football jersey with “Stallone” written 
on the back hanging in his closet.   

He must have seen me looking longingly at the jersey, because he asked, 
“Do you want anything?”  

I said no because I didn’t want to be like everyone else. 

He looked at me, surprise in his eyes.  He took a step towards me, and 
gently kissed me.  It was a good kiss.  But I couldn’t relax, appreciate it 
or fully enjoy it because I was completely overwhelmed that I was 
actually kissing Sylvester Stallone, the superstar that I had been obsessed 
with for so many years.  So obsessed, in fact, that I even dated a guy in 
high school four years younger than me simply because he looked like 
Sylvester Stallone.   

But back to the kiss.  I don’t remember much after the kiss, come to 
think of it.  I was in shock.  I didn’t stay at his house long – about an 
hour or two – as I insisted I had to get back to work.   

He wanted to take me out on a date that day, but I wouldn’t go with him.  
I didn’t want Linda to find out and fire me.   



 
 

He said, “Don’t you think you could find another job?  I could find you a 
job anywhere.”  

But I liked working for Linda, and I didn’t want another job.  And given 
how she reacted when I told her Sly had called to talk to me that one day, 
I figured she might not be too happy if she found out I was dating him.  
No nights out on the town, no extravagant dates, no wining and dining 
for me; this would have to be a covert affair. 

I left on cloud nine, and stayed there for the next few days. 

Later that week, Sly invited me to his Beverly Hills house one night.  He 
answered the door, looking as gorgeous as ever in a three-piece suit.  We 
took pictures that night, and I have the goofiest look on my face.  I think 
he overwhelmed me - it showed on my face.  I look a little crazy.  Yes I 
was.  Crazy in love. 

April 20, 1989 

Dear Dad and Mom, 

 

Hi there!  I went to see Sly at his Beverly Hills house 

on Monday.  We had fun.  He had some dinner to go to 

at 6:30, but I got stuck in traffic and lost, so I didn’t 

get there until 6.  He felt sorry for me and didn’t 

leave til 8.  I also baked him some cookies.  He loved 

them!  I have pictures of us.  I love it! 

 

I love you too, 

Pam 

 



 
 

 
How does it feel when you’re dating one of the biggest stars on the 
planet?  Surreal, crazy, fun, exciting, but when it comes down to it, really 
not that much different than any other relationship.  We were two people 
that enjoyed each other’s company.  We had become friends after all 
those hours spent on the phone.  We had talked about every topic 
imaginable.  He was just a guy I was dating, my friend, who happened to 
be really famous. 

I didn’t have much free time in my schedule and then there was the fact 
that I was sneaking behind Linda’s back to date him.  We hung out again 
at the beach house about a week later.   Our time together was short 
lived. 

A few days later, Linda, Brandon, Brody and I flew to Nashville.  Linda 
was on the cast of Hee-Haw (a country-themed television show), and 
they filmed her scenes for the season all at once, during a month-long 
stay.  So while Linda was filming during the day, the boys and I explored 
Nashville.  It was actually a really fun trip, as we lived like kings and 
queens.  We stayed in a hotel, went to the Opryland amusement park 
every single day, and ate every meal out - breakfast, lunch and dinner.   

June 15, 1989 

Dear Dad & Mom, 

 

Hello father!  Hello mother!  This is your daughter.  

How are you doing?  Great, I hope!   

 

We’re having fun here.  The kids have been good, for 

the most part, except yesterday at Opryland (a big 



 
 

amusement park).  It started to rain so I got the kids 

under a sheltered area and bought them some grape 

drinks.  Well, they got bored and decided to have a 

grape juice fight with all of their new clothes on.  I 

got mad and said, “We’re leaving as soon as the rain 

stops.”  Brody didn’t wait.  He just took off running, 

without a clue where he was going, through the park.  

I started to run after him and he ran faster.  Let’s 

just say that when I caught him, he was in BIG 

TROUBLE.  Anyway, I lived through it and here I am 

telling it.   

 

The boys and I have been going to Opryland almost 

every day because they have free passes.    It’s fun 

but the rides are getting old.  It’s better than sitting 

around the hotel or studio every day though.  Brody is 

scared of most of the rides but the other day Brandon 

and I tricked him into going on this one water ride.  We 

told him the hill wasn’t steep at all, but it actually 

was.  Anyway, after he went on it, he really  loved it 

and wanted to go on it again and again.  We knew he’d 

love it!  Gotta hit the hay. 

 

I love you, 

Pam 

 



 
 

On weekends we drove to the home in Memphis that Elvis had bought 
for Linda’s father (“Papa”).   I enjoyed exploring Memphis with Linda, 
the boys and her family.  We attended Memphis in May, a huge music 
festival held on the banks of the Mississippi, and ate dinner on Beale 
Street, where Elvis used to perform, so it was fun going there with his 
former girlfriend.  Some of the restaurants served “Elvis Favorites” like 
fried pickles on a stick and peanut butter and banana sandwiches. 

Given the fact that I was super busy, and didn’t want phone calls to Sly 
showing up on Linda’s hotel bill, the relationship started to fizzle.  We 
still talked on the phone occasionally, but that was only when I had a few 
moments to call him from a pay phone.  It became awkward and hard to 
keep in touch. 

One weekend at Papa’s house, I put a birthday card addressed to Sly in 
the mailbox.  Just my luck - Linda happened to go to the mailbox to drop 
off a letter, and saw the card.  At this point, the only thing she knew 
about us was that first phone call he made to me to try to make Linda 
jealous.   

Later that evening, the house was filled with Linda’s family, including 
her brother and his family, Papa, Brandon and Brody, David Foster (the 
record producer, whom Linda had been dating for awhile), and me.  At 
one point, there was a lull in the conversation.   

“Pam, I saw that you put a card in the mailbox to Sylvester Stallone,” 
Linda said sweetly in her Southern drawl.  “Do you even know him?” 

 “Oh yes, he knows me,” I retorted. 

I stopped calling Sly, and since he had no way of reaching me, the 
relationship died.  My dream of becoming Mrs. Sylvester Stallone had 
come so close to becoming reality.   Not really, but it was fun to dream. 



 
 



 
 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5 
ski bunny 

 
 

On the days when Bruce had the boys (which should have been my days 
off), he would often ask me if I wanted to go along with him.  I usually 
agreed to join him and the boys, because we always had so much fun 
together, and I would have been bored at the house by myself anyway.  

When the boys were with him, Bruce didn’t expect me to function as a 
nanny.  He took care of them, kept an eye on them, fed them and doled 
out discipline as necessary.  What did I do if I wasn’t taking care of the 
kids?  My function in the foursome became “companion” to Bruce. 

On the days that Bruce would pick the boys up from school, the four of 
us would work on homework, take the boys to t-ball and soccer practices 
and games, cook dinner together, grab some ice cream, or go out to eat. 

To know Bruce is to love him.  He is one of the most positive, 
inspirational people I’ve ever met.  He overcame dyslexia as a child and 



 
 

went on to become an Olympic champion, as you know, and eventually, 
a much sought after motivational speaker. 

William Bruce Jenner was born on October 28, 1949 in upstate New 
York.  He played football in high school and earned a football 
scholarship to attend Graceland College in Iowa, but a knee injury forced 
him to quit football, and he switched to the decathlon.  Bruce finished in 
10th place at the 1972 Munich Olympic games.  Inspired by his success, 
he devoted himself to an intense training schedule.   

At the 1976 Montreal Summer Olympics, Bruce won the gold medal in 
the decathlon, setting the world record of 8,618 points.  He became a 
national hero, ending up as the face on the Wheaties box on my kitchen 
table. 

When Bruce won the Olympic Gold, he was married to his first wife, 
Chrystie Crownover.  They welcomed their first son, Burt Jenner, on 
September 6, 1978, and their daughter, Casey Jenner, on June 10, 1980. 

His first marriage ended shortly thereafter, and later that year he met 
Linda Thompson, and had Brandon and Brody. True to his initial 
promise on the day I met him, Bruce spent time with his two boys nearly 
every day, so I saw him often. 

What most of you probably don’t know about Bruce is that he used to 
play the accordion.  He actually has a musical side to him.  When he 
realized that I was a pianist, Bruce asked me to give him piano lessons.  
We spent many hours side by side at the piano when the boys were at 
school, while Bruce practiced simple songs.  One of our favorites was 
the theme from the movie, Beaches titled “Wind Beneath my Wings.”  
We would sing that song at the top of our lungs.  I loved it because the 
lyrics are “did you ever know that you’re my hero?”  And Bruce was my 
hero, so it was surreal to sing that line to him, as he sat next to me. 



 
 

At the time, Bruce owned a small plane and had a pilot’s license.  About 
once a month, Bruce flew the boys and me up to Lake Tahoe, where he 
owned a cabin.  It wasn’t anything fancy, but right on the lake, very 
cozy, cute and comfortable.  I had so much fun with them.  During those 
trips, Bruce taught me how to jet ski, snow ski, water ski and play golf.  I 
considered myself a well-rounded athlete, but I sucked at all of these 
new sports.  Unfortunately or fortunately, depending on how I chose to 
look at the experience, I worked for a decathlon champion, who didn’t 
understand the words “I can’t.”  He knew only “I can” and, 
consequently, “you can” and “you will.”  Bruce and the boys (even at 
their young ages) were adept at jet skiing, water skiing and snow skiing.   

Learning to water ski on Lake Tahoe was a torturous process.  The lake 
is about 1500 feet deep, so it never warms up.  Even in the middle of 
summer, the water is freezing!  After a few falls, I was pretty much done, 
and fine if I never learned how to water-ski.  But, as I said, “I can’t” is 
not a part of Bruce’s vocabulary, so he wouldn’t let me give up until I 
had mastered it.  

The ski trips during the winter months were my favorite.  Lake Tahoe is 
beautiful and picturesque covered in a layer of white snow, and has some 
great ski resorts.  My very first day of skiing was quite an experience.  I 
spent the entire day “snow-plowing” down the bunny slopes, while 
Brandon and Brody, who were already expert skiers, swooshed by me, 
covering me with a dusting of snow. 

The next morning, I was so sore I could barely get out of bed.  But I 
heard a knock on my door, and there was Bruce, ready to hit the slopes. 

“Please, Bruce, let me stay home.  I can’t go out today.  I am so sore.  I 
can’t move, “ I begged. 



 
 

“Pam, you are going.”  I could tell by the look on his face that he would 
not take no for an answer, so I gave in, took some pain reliever, and got 
myself dressed. 

While I took the ski lift to the top of a beginner slope, Bruce stood at the 
bottom, watching to see how much I had learned.  He had spent many 
hours the previous day teaching me how to ski, but had neglected to 
show me how to stop.  I did fairly well skiing down the hill, but wiped 
out the entire line of people who were waiting to get on the ski lift.  
Laying on the ground, with my skis splayed out in different directions, 
snow in my face and hair, I looked up at Bruce. 

He shook his head sarcastically.  “Nice job, Pam.” 

All I could do was laugh. 

Every morning, we went out to breakfast at a restaurant called the “Post 
Office.” I felt so proud and special to walk in with Bruce, as heads would 
turn and people would whisper, as they tried to figure out who is that girl 
with Bruce Jenner? 

Since we spent a great deal of time together, Bruce and I became close 
friends.  We talked about everything from our childhoods and families to 
the Olympics and his career.  We shared a love of sports, cars and classic 
music.  Our favorite song was “Madonna’s Like a Prayer, which we 
would sing at the top of our voice whenever it came on the radio.   

I remember the first time I heard the song.  We were on our way to Ojai, 
riding in his white Thunderbird super coupe, driving with the sun roof 
open, windows down, wind blowing through our hair, music cranked, on 
a beautiful summer day.  One of those carefree memories engraved in 
my heart forever.  



 
 

Bruce told me one time that I was a cross between Farrah Fawcett and 
Goldie Hawn, which put a big smile on my face.  Despite this, the 

subject of plastic surgery 
came up one day in an 
unexpected way.  Bruce was 
looking at me funny. 

“What?” I asked as he stared 
at my face. 

“You should probably have a 
little taken off your nose.”   

Huh?  I’m nineteen.  It had 
never, ever occurred to me 
that I might need a nose job, 
despite the fact that the 

Behan family is known for their “ski-slope” noses.   

I looked at him like he was crazy and said, “Yeah, well I don’t think I 
will be doing that any time soon.” 

I guess in the land of the beautiful and perfect people, there was always 
some “work” that could be done. 

After a conversation we had about his years as an athlete and competing 
in the Decathlon, I shared with him a story from my athletic career.  I 
still have nightmares about one track meet. My coach, Mrs. Oachs (yes, 
the same Mrs. Oachs who was my Home Ec teacher…remember it was a 
very small town), decided on the day of a meet that I should run the 330-
meter hurdles.  Now keep in mind that I had never run that race before, 
not even in practice.  It is one of the toughest races, as you have to sprint 
through the entire race, and 330 meters is a long way to sprint.  I wanted 
to cry, felt like throwing up, and almost walked off the track to have my  



 
 



 
 



 
 

dad take me home.  But I didn’t want to let my team down, so I agreed to 
try.  I did okay for the first few hurdles, but then I saw the girl in front of 
me fall down.  Usually if someone falls down in a sprint race, it’s 
guaranteed that you will beat him or her.  Not me.  She got up and still 
beat me.  I’ve never been so embarrassed and humiliated in my entire 
life.   

As I finished my story, Bruce had a grimace on his face and uttered in a 
pained voice, “Don’t ever tell that story again in my house.”  Not in the 
house of a decathlon champion.  He was kidding of course.  Or was he? 

After many outings together, Bruce began to assume that I would always 
come along with him and the boys on his days with them.  He didn’t 
really need me.  I think he had gotten used to the companionship.  He 
was dating here and there, but nothing 
serious.  Usually, Linda was agreeable 
to letting me go with him.   

He would often tease me about the fact 
that I wasn’t dating anyone, never had 
any boyfriends, and might not ever be in 
a relationship.  Then when I was in the 
midst of my friendship with Sly, he 
always gave me a hard time about it, 
making comments like, “Oh, are you 
going out with Sly now?”  He always 
said “Sly” in a mocking tone with a 
funny expression on his face.   

My friendship with Bruce was always 
one hundred percent completely 
platonic.  I never kissed him.  I did not 
have sex with him, nor did I harbor a 



 
 

secret love for him.   There was never anything inappropriate between 
us, but we shared many thoughtful and deep conversations, and intimate 
details about our lives.  Honestly, he was like a big brother to me, and I 
came to depend on his presence in my life.  Bruce had become one of my 
closest friends.  



 
 

 

 

 

Chapter 6 
moving on up to the big time 

 
 

Bruce Jenner and Kris Kardashian met on a blind date set up by mutual 
friends, Candace and Steve Garvey (who was a baseball player for the 
Los Angeles Dodgers).  I remember Bruce coming over to Linda’s house 
the next day and telling me about Kris, and he was quite excited. 

To be honest, I was taken aback.  I was surprised by the eagerness I saw 
on his face, and I had a feeling we would not be spending as much time 
together.  I was right.  Bruce started spending all of his time with Kris, 
and we no longer had our outings with the boys.  I felt like I was losing 
my best friend. 

One day as he talked to me about Kris, disappointment obviously 
registered on my face.  He leaned over and put his arm around me, 
assuring me, “Don’t worry, Pam.  If we get married, you are coming 
with us.  I promise!” 

Bruce took the boys and me by Kris’s house in Beverly Hills one day, 
and I finally got the chance to meet her.  She was not at all what I 



 
 

expected – the complete opposite of Linda.  Kris’s jet-black hair was cut 
short in a very chic and sleek style.  She was dressed in black from head 
to toe – black top, flowing black and blue skirt, and black leather 
cowboy boots with steel tips (which she eventually gave me and I still 
own to this day).  She was so beautiful, elegant and sophisticated.  
Within a few months, they were engaged and planning a wedding. 

Three years had passed since I started working for Linda, and the boys 
were now old enough that they didn’t need a nanny anymore.  I had 
applied to and been accepted at Pepperdine.  I was now a full-time 
college student, helping Linda out two days per week, and getting no pay 
for that.  It was nice to have a place to live for free (I worked in 
exchange for living in her guest house rent free), but I really needed 
more money to help pay my very expensive tuition at Pepperdine.   

Quitting my job with Linda was a tough decision, as I loved her, 
Brandon and Brody so much.  I struggled with leaving the boys, but 
eventually decided to make the move, thinking that when I moved over I 
would still see Brandon and Brody regularly when they came to visit 
their dad.  Which, regrettably, was not the case.  I gave them hugs and 
kisses when I left, but expected to see them often, so it wasn’t an 
awkward or difficult good-bye at all. 

As he promised, Bruce had suggested to Kris that I be hired as the nanny 
for her four kids.  From what he told me later, she wasn’t sure it was a 
good idea.  Not exactly the most favorable circumstances to begin 
employment with my new boss, Kris. 

Kris Jenner was born Kristen Mary Houghton in San Diego, California 
on November 5, 1955.  Their mother raised her and her sister, Karen, 
after her parents divorced when Kris was seven.  She chose not to attend 
college, but worked as a flight attendant for American Airlines for a 
couple of years.  On July 8, 1978, at the age of twenty-two, she married 



 
 

Robert Kardashian (who at the time was a prominent Los Angeles 
attorney and considered a very eligible bachelor) and moved to Beverly 
Hills.  Less than a year later, their first child, Kourtney Mary Kardashian, 
was born on April 18, 1979.  Kimberly Noel Kardashian followed a year 
and a half later, on October 21, 1980.  Khloe Alexandra Kardashian was 
born on June 27, 1984 and little Robert Arthur Kardashian joined the 
family on March 17, 1987.  Busy with four little children, Kris stayed at 
home as a housewife while the kids were young. 

Robert Kardashian filed for divorce from Kris in 1990.  She disclosed in 
her memoir last fall that the divorce was the result of an affair she had 
with a man named Todd Waterman, a twenty-three year old soccer 
player whom she met through mutual friends.  It was only a year later 
that she met Bruce Jenner.  They became serious quickly, and five 
months after meeting each other, they married. 

My first official day of work as “The Kardashian Nanny” was April 21, 
1991 – the wedding day of Bruce and Kris.  Their outdoor wedding was 
held at a beautiful mansion in Bel Air, a very wealthy area of Los 
Angeles, even more exclusive than neighboring Beverly Hills.   The 
beautiful people and extravagance mesmerized me.  For a small town girl 
from Minnesota, the event and setting seemed like a royal wedding. 

Everything from the flowers to the dresses to the table settings – every 
single detail – was picture perfect.  Even back then, when Kris was 
involved, nothing was done half way.  It was perfect and it was over the 
top.  I knew immediately that I had my work cut out for me, and that this 
job was not going to be easy. 

I was given the task of watching the kids during the wedding and 
reception.  Kourtney (12), Kim (10), Khloe (6), and Robert (4) looked 
adorable.  The three girls wore matching white dresses with a crown of 
flowers encircling their heads.  Little Robert sported a mini black tuxedo 



 
 

and perfectly shined black shoes.  Each had unique and distinct 
personalities, and my first impressions of them from that day told me a 
great deal about who they were and what they would become. 

Kourtney was a serious child, and from the get go always spoke her 
mind, which I actually grew to love about her.  She was definitely the 
leader.  She seemed a little unhappy, and acted distant towards me that 
day.  She was disappointed about the divorce and not at all happy about 
this new marriage, which dashed her hopes that her mom and dad would 
get back together. 

I didn’t realize it at the time, but looking back now I understand her 
feelings.  Kris and Robert had divorced in 1990, and by early 1991, she 
and Bruce were getting married.  Kourtney, at twelve, was certainly old 
enough to understand everything that was going on, and that was not a 
lot of time to grieve, process and adjust to all of the changes happening 
in her life. 

Kim looked gorgeous.  Even as a ten-year old child, she was stunning.  
From the moment I met her, Kim was always very sweet and friendly 
towards me. 

Khloe was a pistol!  Full of energy, with a long, thick mane of curly hair, 
she and Robert kept running all over the grounds of the mansion.  Here it 
was my first day, and I envisioned having to explain to my new boss, 
Kris, why her daughter had a ripped dress with grass stains before the 
ceremony and pictures.  

Little Robert (although he had his four-year-old moments that day when 
he was a stinker) was mostly sweet and precious.  He reminded me so 
much of “Charlie” from the movie The Santa Claus with Tim Allen.  He 
had the same round “bowl” haircut, big brown eyes, and a sweet smile. 



 
 

As the reception wound down, I drove my four new charges home.  
What a huge and significant event for my initial day of work with my 
new family!  It was really cool that I got to share their “new beginning” 
with them.  

As you can imagine, it was a lot of adjusting for everyone.  New 
marriage, new step kids, the blending of three different sets of kids, a 
new nanny.  It was a lot for everyone to process and acclimate to.  To be 
honest, I felt a little lost at first.  I had come from a home with two boys, 
and after several years, I had a well-established routine with them.  They 
knew my boundaries and rules, and what was negotiable and what 
wasn’t.  Now, I was starting all over, and with four kids!  It was not just 
double the work – it was more like quadruple the work! 

A couple days after the wedding, I got to experience the fun challenge of 
getting all four kids to school.  This was no small task, as it involved 
getting them all up and dressed (they attended private school and wore 
uniforms, so at least choosing clothes wasn’t a hassle), serving four 
different breakfasts, packing four different lunches, and driving them to 
three different schools.  Oh and did I mention that I was also still going 
to Pepperdine full-time as well? 

I definitely had a few days where I was overwhelmed.  I was also still 
acclimating to a new house, a new room, and a new bed, not to mention 
five new personalities (at least I knew Bruce).  I felt like I was a visitor 
for quite a while, before the Jenner/Kardashian residence finally began to 
seem like home. 

Bruce and Kris delayed their honeymoon, but as a newlywed, Kris was 
not in the “training Pam” mode, which I completely understand.  So I 
was on my own for the first few days.  I just did what I thought I should 
do – I was winging it.  Thankfully, a few days later, Kris made time to 
go over my role, responsibilities, rules and expectations, and I developed 



 
 

a routine.  I made it clear to Kris that the most important priority in my 
life was school.  She figured out a schedule that would work around my 
school commitments, which I appreciated very much. 

My alarm went off about five o’ clock each morning.  Crawling out of 
bed still half asleep, I’d shuffle into the kitchen in my pajamas and get 
the Starbucks Breakfast Blend brewing in the coffee maker.  Kris asked 
me on my first day to prepare a tray with cups, cream and sugar and a 
steaming carafe of coffee and leave it outside their bedroom door each 
morning.  I considered buying a hotel maid’s outfit and getting one of 
those little signs you hang on the doorknob, so they could notify me 
when they needed assistance or didn’t want to be disturbed.  I thought it 
was funny, but they probably wouldn’t have found it too amusing, so I 
dropped the idea.  

My “breakfast” was usually a cup of the Starbucks coffee I’d just made 
paired with vanilla sandwich cookies.  I’d eat three or four as I packed 
them in the kids’ lunches (their favorite treat…and mine).    Breakfast 
was always "grab and go," as I ate on the run.  We often kept fresh baked 
muffins in the kitchen, and since I was in a hurry, I’d grab the muffin top 
off, which aggravated Bruce tremendously. 

“Who took the muffin top?” I’d hear him yell from the kitchen.  “Pam!” 

Once I’d awakened all four kids, fed them, packed their lunch, made sure 
the younger two were dressed, spent a few minutes going over the “to 
do” list with Kris (who awakened early but spent the morning getting 
herself ready), and got everyone out the door, the five of us would pile 
into the car for our ride to school.  Seems simple enough, but the three 
different schools they attended were not close in proximity.  Although 
we lived in Malibu, Kourtney and Kim attended a private high school in 
Beverly Hills.  After chauffeuring the older girls, I headed back to 
Malibu to take Khloe to Kindergarten and Robert to preschool.  Racing 



 
 

back to the house to drop off their car, I sprinted up seven or eight flights 
of stairs at the University to try and make it to class on time.  More often 
than not, I was late.   

At noon every day, I would leave Pepperdine, pick up the car, drive to 
the preschool and pick up Robert, drop him at home with the maid, and 
head back to class for the afternoon.  When I finished my classes for the 
day, I would get Robert and the car from the house, drive to Khloe’s 
elementary school and scoop her up, and then drive back to Beverly Hills 
to pick up Kourtney and Kim at private school.  Usually, I had a few 
errands to take care of for Kris before finally heading home.  How’s that 
for a daily car pool?  

The kids went to the Beverly Hills home of their dad, Robert Kardashian, 
alternating weekends, so I had a second job at Gladstone's (an upscale 
restaurant on the beach in Malibu), and would wait tables on those 
weekends I had off.  Occasionally, the schedule would change and the 
kids would be at the house on the weekend I was working.  I had an 
agreement up front that I would not change my schedule last minute, 
because I would have lost my job at Gladstone’s for cancelling last 
minute.  So Kris honored that, but if I was at Gladstone’s and she had 
been with the kids all day, 
I still had to work at night 
after I got home because 
the kids were there, even 
though it was technically 
my weekend off.  I had no 
other place to go, so what 
could I do?  

I worked each day until the 
kids went to bed, which 
was about nine o’clock for 



 
 

Khloe and Robert, and around ten o’clock for Kourtney and Kim.  But 
my day was not yet over.  Exhausted as I may have been since starting 
the day at five a.m., I now had to study.  More often than not I fell asleep 
with my head buried in a book.  I’m surprised I got decent grades at 
Pepperdine, as little as I studied.  I always had the best intentions, but 
fell asleep every time I started reading. 

March 1992 

Dear Mom, 

 

Happy Birthday!  I wish I could be with you and spend 

the whole day together, maybe go shopping and out to 

eat.  I would die to do that right now.  I am so 

stressed out.  I have my pre-recital in a week, in 

which all of the music staff listens to my memorized 

program and decides whether or not I’m able to do it.  

I’m almost ready, but I still have a little memorizing 

and perfecting to do.  But Dolfie the maid is quitting 

today and I’ll be on my own here for a week.  What 

great timing, eh?  On top of all that, the kids are 

having friends over night this weekend.  My grades 

have been falling because of my lack of free time, 

and working every spare minute.  Let’s just say I’m 

very anxious for this week to be over.  Well, I better 

go now but I sincerely hope you have a great birthday 

and remember that… 

I love You! Pam 



 
 
 



 
 

My room at the Kardashian home used to be a storage room and pantry.  
It was about eight feet wide and ten feet long.  The full sized bed filled 
most of the room with only about two feet on the edge of the bed.  The 
room didn’t have a closet (it was a closet) or a desk, just a tiny little 
nightstand.  It didn’t bother me though.  I was rarely in my room, except 
for late at night.  It was a place to study and sleep.  Mostly sleep.  Since I 
didn’t have a desk, I’d lie on my bed to study, and given my non-stop 
since five a.m. schedule, more often than not, I’d fall asleep.  To pass my 
Spanish class, I resorted to bribery.  I asked the maid if she’d help me 
with my homework in exchange for doing laundry.  She’d say, “Pamela, 
you are going to get an F!” 

It took some getting used to the craziness of the Kardashian household.  
With four active and energetic kids, Bruce and Kris, myself, the maid, 
and usually a couple of friends running around, the house always seemed 
full.  When the kids got home from school, there’d be a torrent of 
commotion, with kids running through the house, throwing their stuff 
here and there, searching through the fridge for a snack, running out to 
the pool, or goofing around with Harley (the dog) who was running 
circles around them all. 

I don’t think it would surprise anyone to hear that Kris is an intense 
person, and as the matriarch, she set the tone of the household.  Everyone 
spoke exactly what was on his or her mind, and the home seemed chaotic 
at times, which was not how I was raised.  My house was fairly quiet and 
civilized, not much yelling or craziness.  But, I realized this was my new 
normal and learned to adapt to the chaos and not let it bother me. 

Getting back to that “to do” list - Kris expected me to run a tight ship.  It 
was not okay to run out of something, like broccoli for example, with no 
back up.  Sometimes I had no control over the situation, because one of 
the kids used the last of something and didn’t tell me.  But Kris enforced 
a “no excuses” policy, even for situations like the cleaners being closed, 



 
 

not having a receipt for a return, or the notoriously horrible Los Angeles 
traffic that caused me to be late. 

Kris and I are both Scorpios.  Our birthdays are only a week apart.  And I 
think we share some similarities.  One in particular is perfectionism, 
which actually benefitted our relationship.  She liked to make lists.  I 
liked to check things off my list.  The perfectionist in me wanted to make 
sure I got every last thing done, even if it killed me. 

Looking back now, I can see how Kris’s “no excuses” attitude 
contributed to the fame and success she has achieved for herself and her 
family.  She simply does not accept “no” or “I can’t.”  There are no 
excuses for not getting something done.  From a business perspective, 
that is exactly the type of attitude that is necessary to be extremely 
successful.  I can understand how Bruce and Kris would have been 
drawn to each other, as they both are goal-oriented, driven people who 
speak only in the language of “I can” and “I will.” 

Bruce and Kris travelled quite often, as Bruce had speaking engagements 
all over the United States.  So frequently, it was just the kids and I.  
From day one, I considered it my responsibility to teach the Kardashian 
kids the same values and work ethic that I learned in my childhood in 
Minnesota.  My parents taught me how to work hard, be responsible, and 
contribute to the family.  Whenever the opportunity presented itself, I 
gave the four kids chores and duties, had them clean up after themselves, 
and tried to teach them that the world didn’t revolve around them.   I 
strived to create boundaries and rules. 

One night, shortly after Bruce and Kris had returned home from a trip, 
Kris handed the kids candy right before dinner.  Khloe said “We can’t 
have that right now.”   



 
 

Kris looked at me and said to the kids,  “What do you mean you can’t 
have that right now?  Of course you can have that right now.”  

From my perspective, I felt undermined, but when I try to see it through 
her eyes, I realize she had been gone and she wanted to bring her kids a 
treat.  The mother/nanny relationship can be tenuous at times because we 
both love the kids, but sometimes we have different priorities.  Because 
they were often gone, Kris sometimes didn’t know the nuances of my 
relationship with the kids or the rules and responsibilities I was trying to 
instill.  Kris parented with a different set of rules than the ones I used to 
manage the kids when she was away.  They were her kids, so of course I 
had no right to say anything to her (or even to be upset about it), but, I 
must admit, it did bother me.   I felt like she had stepped on my toes 
when situations like that occurred.  These were the times when our 
nanny-mother relationship was challenging. 

At the time, I wasn’t mature enough to look at it from her perspective, 
but now, years later, I think about how difficult it must have been to 
make that choice to pursue business success, and put her children in the 
care of a nanny.  

Khloe and Robert would climb on my lap and tell me they loved me, 
sometimes in front of Kris.  That’s why she paid me - to love her kids 
and take care of them, but I can imagine it must have bothered her 
sometimes.  I always felt uncomfortable in those moments, worried 
about what she might be thinking.  

Now I imagine the thoughts that might have been going through her 
mind, as I recall the way she would look at me when they were being 
affectionate with me.  Was she pleased that they loved me so much and 
were happy in my care, or did she feel regret…or even jealousy?  Did 
she ever question her choices?  Motherhood in this age where women 
have incredible opportunity to pursue careers creates a difficult choice 



 
 

that every mother must struggle with at some point.  I know I have.  And 
there’s no right answer.  What’s right for one mother, doesn’t fit another 
mother’s lifestyle, circumstances, personality, career choices or desires.  
It’s a personal choice.  And I respect that, so I’m not judging at all, but 
simply asking the question, I wonder how she felt about her choices? 

I was about the same size as Kris, and I got a lot of hand me downs from 
her, which was incredibly generous, but not a very realistic wardrobe for 
a nanny, who spends her time in the car pool lane, at the grocery store, 

and sitting in a classroom on a college campus.  Where on earth am I 
going to wear a red leather dress?  I inherited two of those leather dresses 
– a black one as well.   After hanging in my closet for years, I sold them 
at a yard sale for fifty bucks each.  I kid you not, two women literally got 
in a fistfight over those dresses. 



 
 

When I saw Kris wear her fur coat one time, I laughed to myself, as the 
thought occurred to me that my father might have trapped one of the 
minks in her coat.  I imagined how horrified she might have been if she 
could see me scraping the fat off of a mink skin with a big spoon.  One 
of those moments when the chasm between Beverly Hills and rural 
Minnesota never seemed so big. 

Kris loved fashion, and always looked very nice.  She once paid 
thousands of dollars for a plain black designer dress, when she had 
numerous black dresses in the closet already. That seemed pretty 
extravagant to a small town girl from the Midwest.  Also, they spent 
what to me was an insane amount of money each week for fresh cut 
flowers for the house, whether company was expected or not.  But, the 
house always looked so beautiful.  It was stylishly decorated, perfectly 
clean and orderly at all times, and the sweet smell of fresh flowers 
permeated the house.  I must admit it was a lovely environment in which 
to live and work. 

Being a broke college student, it was fun to pretend I had money, driving 
the Land Cruiser or BMW, living in a lovely home, and eating fine food.  
One day it was pouring rain, and I was driving the LandCruiser, and had 
to fill up with gas.  I did not want to get wet, but I had been instructed 
never to use the “full-service” side.  I thought, they’ll never know, and 
drove over to the full-service lane.  While the attendant pumped gas in 
the rain, I touched up my makeup in the visor mirror, feeling quite 
important.  As I flipped up the visor and looked over, there was Bruce 
standing next to his NSX, out in the rain, pumping his own gas.  He shot 
me a look that could kill, and wagged his finger at me.  I just shrugged 
with a sheepish grin on my face.  It costs what - twenty cents more per 
gallon?  An extra five bucks per tank of gas.  That’s nothing to them.  
But that was a no-no.   A ruIe I should have honored, of course.  When 



 
 

we were both home later, before Bruce said anything to me, I looked at 
him and begged, “Bruce, please don’t say a word.” 

 

April 17, 1992 

Dear Dad & Mom, 

 

It was great to talk to you the other day.  I got your 

beautiful Easter card in the mail today.  Thanks!  I 

wish I could be with you all for Easter.  It’s never easy 

on the holidays, especially knowing that everybody will 

be at home.   

 

It’s a beautiful day and I’m sitting on the deck which 

overlooks the ocean.  I’m enjoying my last minutes of 

leisure before I go to pick up Bruce & Kris in less than 

an hour.  Harley is here, licking my toes and she says 

hi to Pal.  Today, I took Bruce and Kris’s BMW into 

town to get it washed and I stopped at Lori’s house to 

take her with.  Lori is my Gladstone’s friend from 

Minnesota.  It’s so fun to drive that car so I thought I’d 

let Lori in on some of the fun.   

 

I love you, 

Pam 

xxxooo 



 
 

 
Christmas was always a huge, festive production at the 
Kardashian/Jenner home.  The sauna would be heaped full of toys for the 
kids, which I had purchased, of course.  Not with my own money, in case 
I need to clarify.  It seemed like shopping was my full-time job the few 
weeks before Christmas, running here and there all around the square, 
saying catch me if you can.  It was actually rather fun playing Santa’s 
little helper.  Then it would take me an entire day (and sometimes two) 
to perfectly (and I mean perfectly) and festively wrap each and every one 
of the presents. 

I think one of the kids’ favorite Christmas presents when they were little 
was when they got their black lab puppy, Harley.  I was excited to see 
Harley too when I got back to California after spending my Christmas 
vacation in Minnesota with my family.  Unfortunately, though, it did 
mean even more work for me.  Add that to my list of “personal assistant” 
duties:  dog watcher, dog walker, and dog poop cleaner upper. 

On the flip side of demanding Kris, she had a sweet demeanor with a soft 
heart.  She was generous and giving and, at times, made me feel like I 
was her best friend.  I also began to notice that she was not as uptight 
when she’d had a glass or two of wine.  It seemed to mellow her out, and 
bring out the fun-loving side of her.  I knew Kris had a kind and loving 
heart, it was just buried in there under about five layers, which were 
named “perfectionist,” “detail-oriented,” “business-minded,” “driven” 
and “focused.” 

Most of the time, I felt like I was part of their family, as they treated me 
that way.  Kris even confided in me occasionally.  When Bruce and Kris 
hosted parties for friends, I was invited to have a drink and join the party.  
They encouraged me to have friends over.  I’m not sure that’s the case 
with other nannies.   



 
 

From my nanny’s salary and waiting tables at Gladstone’s I was paying 
my tuition at Pepperdine, without my parents’ help or taking out any 
loans. There were a few times that I didn’t have enough cash for my 
tuition payment.  Kris actually wrote my tuition check to Pepperdine, 
and then took it out of my future salary.  That was kind and generous, 
and very much appreciated, not to mention trusting (that I would stick 
around and pay it off). 

They always gave great gifts for my birthday and Christmas.  For one 
birthday, they bought me a leather Chanel backpack and organizer.  A 
few months later, the backpack (with the organizer inside) was stolen 
from my car at Gladstone’s.  Kris actually replaced them, which was 
extremely kind and thoughtful.   

She often showed her appreciation with money.  I wish she had used 
words sometimes. 

One of my sweetest memories of Kris was at my senior recital at 
Pepperdine.  My mom and dad couldn’t make the trip out, so Kris made 
it a point to be there.  When I dedicated “Music Box Dancer” to my 
mom, I noticed Kris was in tears as she watched me play. 

After working for Bruce and Kris for a few months, I had a few new 
rules to add to my list: 

Just do the things on my “to do” list and don’t question them. 

Agree with Kris. 

Do not make excuses.  They never work. 

Do NOT use full service at the gas station, even in pouring rain. 

Always keep a few bottles of wine on hand. 



 
 

 



 
 



 
 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7 
keeping up with the joneses 

 
 

I find it funny that the reality show that made this family famous is 
called “Keeping Up with the Kardashians” because from what I saw, 
they were constantly trying to “keep up with the Joneses.”  Kris always 
seemed to be rubbing elbows with people that were “somebody.”  
Kourtney, Kim, Khloe and Robert spent time with friends whose parents 
were celebrities or people in the limelight.  I believe she was grooming 
her children for their current celebrity status their entire lives.  They only 
wore the cutest clothes from the nicest stores, and were always perfectly 
well dressed.  Even at a young age, they were fashion plates, and their 
image was being carefully crafted.  I do believe that the success they 
enjoy now is what she always hoped for and wanted for them and for 
herself. 

In my opinion, based on how I grew up in the Midwest, the kids seemed 
spoiled, in terms of material possessions.  That doesn’t mean they were 



 
 

naughty, but they did think that they deserved the very best of everything 
and that they should always get what they wanted.  Despite this, they 
were sweet, loving, well-behaved (for the most part – they were kids) 
and respectful children.  And they were that way when I started working 
for them.  So, from my perspective, Kris and Robert Kardashian (and 
eventually Bruce) did a wonderful job of parenting their children.  
Although they had everything they could ever want, they were not 
spoiled brats. 

Sometimes, as I looked at the wealth and privilege around me, I longed 
for the simple life in Minnesota.  I’d amuse the kids with stories about 
what they were missing: 

The Minnesota delicacies of lutefisk, lefse, pickled herring, and green 
jello with shredded carrots and mayonnaise topping. 

“Visiting” – stopping by unannounced at your friends’, family’s, and 
neighbors’ homes in the afternoon just to chat and have coffee and 
dessert, and usually getting invited to stay for supper. 

Potluck in church basements.  The array of dessert “bars” (kind of like 
brownies, but with endless combinations of chocolate, puddings, 
caramel, candy bars, marshmallows, cream cheese, and Cool Whip) was 
usually mind-boggling. 

Community wide spaghetti dinner fundraisers when a tragedy struck 
someone in the neighborhood. 

The county fair with 4H auctions, demolition derby, and blue ribbon 
homemade apple pie. 

The infamous “Hotdish.” (Combining random ingredients you find in 
your cupboard with a can of soup, and baking it for about an hour.  



 
 

Potato chips, tater tots, and mayonnaise were fairly common 
ingredients.)  

Ice fishing for twelve straight hours in a tiny four-foot by four-foot wide 
house in -20 degree weather on a frozen lake. (Yes, that was negative 
twenty Fahrenheit.) 

Getting drenched in a summer thunderstorm and pouring rain.  (In 
California, it usually only rains during the winter months, and it’s cold!) 

The same teacher in the same school for thirty years, who taught both my 
mom and me.  He never liked her, and he didn’t like me.  Go figure. 

Neighbors that blow out the snow in your driveway without being asked. 

Now here I was driving a LandCruiser, shopping in Beverly Hills, living 
in Malibu and working as a nanny for my childhood hero Bruce Jenner.  
It still seemed surreal to me at times. 

Why did Bruce and Kris need a nanny?  Because Kris was a very busy 
woman, juggling business, family and social obligations.  She had a lot 
on her plate. 

Although she doesn’t have a college degree, Kris has an innate, keen 
understanding of marketing and publicity.  She honed those skills while 
promoting Bruce and launching their business endeavors together.  
Those same skills helped her to launch the Kardashian brand she drives 
today.  She is driven and focused, will not take no for an answer, and is 
tenacious until she has accomplished her goal.  It does not surprise me at 
all that they have achieved their current level of stardom, wealth and 
success. 

Kris and Bruce travelled often.  Before they became reality stars, Kris 
worked at crafting Bruce’s career, garnering him speaking engagements.  



 
 

Also, Bruce was a spokesperson for a company that owned a number of 
fitness centers (Bruce Jenner's Westwood Centers), which Kris helped to 
promote.  So they were often on the road.  When she was home, she 
spent most of her day in the office, marketing Bruce and the fitness 
company, as well as planning all of her appointments. That woman had 
more appointments than anyone I’ve ever known!  Business 
appointments, hair appointments, nail appointments, waxing 
appointments, massage appointments, lunch appointments, appointments 
with caterers (she was a great party planner and hostess), not to mention 
the play dates she planned for the kids. 

I’m sure you’ve heard the expression, “it takes a village to raise a child” 
made popular by Hillary Clinton.  Well in the land of the glamorous and 
wealthy in Hollywood, it takes a maid, a nanny or two, a personal 
assistant, a cook, often a baby nurse, and sometimes a driver to properly 
raise a child. 

And that’s fine, but let’s be real about it, ladies.  Otherwise, us 
hardworking moms with limited financial means feel guilty, stressed out 
and disappointed in ourselves that we can’t be a supermom just like you 
and do it all. 

As I mentioned before, the first few weeks and months were a tough time 
for those kids.  Not only were they still adjusting to the divorce of their 
mom and dad, they also had a new stepfather and a new nanny.  
Kourtney was the oldest and she had spent the most time with her dad.  It 
seemed she was having the most difficult time with the changes.  She 
was standoffish to Bruce for a long time.   

Bruce regularly tried to engage with Kourtney and to parent her as a 
good stepfather would.  Kourtney wanted nothing to do with it.  I 
remember on one occasion, as Bruce tried to talk to Kourtney about 



 
 

something, she yelled at him, “You’re not my dad.  Don’t even talk to 
me!” 

Eventually she adjusted and saw that Bruce was a really nice guy and 
truly cared about her and the other three kids.  From the very beginning, 
he was always so good with them.  Bruce is a good role model, positive, 
inspirational (hello, he does inspirational speaking) and he really 
understands people, how to motivate them, how to communicate with 
them, and how to be a peacemaker.  That’s the role that Bruce held in the 
family.  As the girls learned they could trust him, they confided in him 
and he gained their confidence. 

When Kourtney turned sixteen, she got a brand new black BMW for her 
birthday present from Bruce and Kris. They all went out to dinner, and 
Bruce and Kris had the car delivered to the restaurant.  What a gift!  It 
surprised me because how many sixteen year olds get a new car, much 
less a BMW?  On top of that, she was a horrible driver, and I thought to 
myself, it wouldn’t be long before that beautiful new car has a big dent 
in it!  

Guess who got to teach her how to drive?  That’s right, good ole’ Nanny 
Pam.  That girl just couldn’t get the hang of it.  She stepped on the gas 
pedal when she should have been hitting the brake, and she stomped 
fiercely on the brake when she should have been accelerating.  I’m 
surprised I survived those “driving” lessons. 

But by the time she got her license and the BMW, she had pretty much 
mastered driving, and I don’t remember any accidents or tickets while I 
was there, although I believe she totaled that BMW after I left.   

Kourtney was very straightforward and had a strong personality, just like 
her mom.  I think because she was the oldest, she was the most 



 
 

responsible.  And, she was wise beyond her years, with good common 
sense and a mature knowledge of right and wrong. 

During the years that I was their nanny, the age difference between the 
two older girls and the two younger kids made a big difference.  
Kourtney and Kim, who were teenagers, were very close.  They hung out 
with the same group of friends and spent a lot of time together, but had 
huge fights about clothes, and I mean huge fights!  Those girls fought 
about clothes constantly.  They wore the same size, and literally on a 
daily basis, I heard them yelling at each other about an item of clothing. 

“Those are my jeans!  I just got them.  Why are you wearing my jeans?” 
Kourtney would scream at Kim. 

“You stole my uniform!  That was my shirt.  Pam, she took my shirt out 
of my room.” Kim would yell the next day. 

One of Kourtney’s and Kim’s favorite wardrobe items was the “baby 
tee” which was popular back then.  They were white, very tiny, skin-
tight t-shirts that hugged every curve.  They bought child’s sizes so it 
would fit them snugly, and they were so tight that if one shrunk even 
slightly in the laundry, it wouldn’t fit them anymore.  So we bought 
package after package of white baby tees. 

They loved to shop, and Kourtney and Kim, like most teenage girls I’m 
sure, spent hour after hour in front of the mirror, trying on clothes, 
picking out their outfits.  Their favorite spots to shop were the Fred 
Seigel store in Beverly Hills and the Beverly Center, a large upscale mall 
in West Los Angeles.  They both had amazing fashion sense, and always 
looked cute and stylish.   Kourtney always loved high fashion, and 
wanted to be a designer.  She had many sketchbooks filled with her 
designs.  



 
 

Kourtney and Kim liked to pick out clothes for me too, although I 
usually didn’t have the time or money to shop.  But, I did occasionally 
take their advice.  One of my favorite items they picked out for me was a 
red and white polka dot Betsey Johnson sundress. 

Both Kourtney and Kim spent countless hours on the phone with their 
friends.  I got really annoyed sometimes by their teenage attitudes.  But 
that’s a teenager for you, thinking they know it all.  But overall, they 
were good kids.  We never had any problems with drugs or alcohol.  I 
don’t ever remember them sneaking out or having any real bad 
disciplinary issues.  They were good girls. 

However, they did have an occasional get together.  One weekend, 
Robert Kardashian was out of town and he asked me to watch the kids at 
his house.  Kourtney and her boyfriend, who was gorgeous, had a few 
friends over.  I asked the kids to hang out in the main rooms of the house 
and stay out of the bedrooms, and then I went upstairs to hang out with 
Khloe and Robert and to give Kourtney and her friends some privacy.  
When I came downstairs to check on them, Kourtney and her boyfriend 
were in her dad’s bedroom alone.  I knocked on the door once or twice.  
She opened the door right away. 

“Kourtney, I asked you to stay out of the bedroom.  Please come out.” 

“Pam, we’re not doing anything!” 

Kourtney and Kim were sixteen and fourteen years old at that time, 
respectively, and I understood their need for excitement and 
independence.  It was only a few years ago that I had been their age.  I 
tried to cut them some slack, and bend the rules when I felt it wasn’t a 
big deal.  But the way I was raised, young teenage girls don’t hang out in 
a bedroom with their boyfriends.  I made them come out to the living 
room. 



 
 

With Kourtney and Kim, I often felt like I was trying to win their 
approval.  When they were a little younger I mostly ignored their pre-
teen attitudes, but as they got older (and seemed closer to me in age), I 
wanted them to like me.  I had grown to love them, and I wanted them to 
love me back.  But I guess that was a lot to ask because I was their 
nanny, rule maker, party-ruiner, and fun spoiler.  Friend – probably not 
on the list of names they (or their friends) had for me.  But, deep down, I 
knew they loved me. 

One of the boys in the group decided to go home, and walked out the 
front door, setting off the alarm.  Since this was Robert’s house, I had no 
idea how to turn off the alarm, and the girls couldn’t figure it out either.  
The house was filled with an extremely loud, blaring, “Waaap.  Waaap.  
Waaap.”  Over and over and we couldn’t get the darn thing to stop.  
Then the phone started ringing.  Who on earth is calling the house at two 
a.m., I thought.   

“Hello, Ma’am, this is the security company.  Is there an emergency at 
your home?  Do you need us to send a car out?” 

“Uh, no.  I am the nanny.  There is no emergency.  We just accidentally 
set off the alarm by opening the door.  We’re fine.” 

“Okay, Ma’am.  No problem.” 

“Umm, but could you help me out?  We can’t figure out how to turn off 
the alarm.”  I said sheepishly, flustered and embarrassed. 

“Oh.  Okay.  No problem.  We can reset it from here.” 

It was two in the morning, the alarm was still blaring, the rap music was 
blasting from the other room, and I was done. 

 “Okay, party is over!” I yelled. 



 
 

They had a few other get togethers when Bruce and Kris were out of 
town.  Always rap music, always loud, usually until I kicked them out at 
around two or three in the morning, mainly because I had to get up early 
the next morning and I needed my sleep.  I don’t know for sure whether 
their friends did, but I know Kourtney and Kim didn’t drink during those 
parties.  I know because I checked.  I smelled their breath.  We never had 
any problem with alcohol, drugs or smoking.  

When I first started as the nanny, I drove a lovely, old paneled station 
wagon.  I felt like such a dork driving that car around, but we sure did 
have some fun in that car.  It had a cassette tape player, and, as I 
mentioned before, I had only two tapes:  Madonna and Def Leopard.  To 
this day, if I hear songs from either of those cassette tapes, it takes me 
right back to Malibu, driving up and down the coast.  Bruce’s favorite 
song from the Madonna tape was “Like a Prayer,” and whenever I had to 
drive him somewhere in the Nanny-Mobile, I would pop in the tape and 
play that song. 

Another favorite song of mine was by Gloria Estefan, called “I Live for 
Loving You.”  If we weren’t listening to my two tapes, I’d have the radio 
playing, and whenever that song came on, I’d turn it up real loud and 
sing along.  Kim and Kourtney hated it!  Kourtney would tell me what a 
nerd I was.   

I always said to her, “Someday when I’m gone, you’ll hear this song, and 
you’ll think of your old Nanny Pam.”   

A few years after I stopped working for them and moved away, I came 
back for a visit, and the very first thing Kourtney said to me was, “I hear 
that song you like on the radio.” 

“And you miss me, don’t you,” I asked.   

She smiled but didn’t say anything. 



 
 

kim & pam posing in kim’s room… 



 
 

One day I was driving the older girls somewhere in the car, and I 
allowed them to play their beloved rap.  I started singing along with the 
lyrics of one of the songs, “As I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil.”   

“Pam, how do you know this song?” Kourtney asked, with an astonished 
look on her face. 

“Because it’s from the Bible.  Psalm 23 is one of the most famous 
chapters in the Bible.” 

All four kids loved Michael Jackson, but especially Kim.  She and I 
spent many hours in her bedroom, practicing the moves to Michael 
Jackson’s Thriller and from the movie Flashdance on her floor.  

When she was fourteen, Kim started dating T.J. Jackson, Michael 
Jackson’s nephew (Tito’s son).  T.J. and his brothers were in a popular 
R&B boy band called 3T.  He was a handsome young man, very polite 
and rather quiet.  He would come over to the house and hang out with 
Kim.  They were very committed and dated for many years.  I never saw 
her dating any other guys during the time I was their nanny. 

Kim’s personality was on the quiet side.  She was introspective and kept 
more to herself, but was a very sweet girl.  Kim has always been 
gorgeous.  I used to catch myself sometimes staring at her natural beauty.  
Of course, she knew she was beautiful because everyone always told her 
she was beautiful.  As I’ve watched the girls in the media over the past 
few years, I wonder to myself if Kim puts too much emphasis on outer 
beauty, because her entire life everyone else has focused so much on her 
external beauty. 

Kim, sleeping beauty that she was, used to carry on conversations in her 
sleep.  I found this quite amusing, and it provided an opportunity for me 
to have some fun with her.  So I would sneak into her room after she was 



 
 

asleep.  Or sometimes, as I was checking to make sure she was asleep, 
I’d hear her talking. 

One time she said, “There’s an elephant on my desk.” 

I said, “Well get it off.” 

Kim moaned, “Help me, help me, and get it off.” 

I stifled a laugh, and rushed out the door, before doubling over with 
laughter in the hallway. 

Another time, she said, “The guns are in the trunk.” 

“What are they doing in the trunk?” I asked. 

“Kourtney put them there.  Tell Mom!” Kim exclaimed, and then rolled 
over into a deep sleep.  

As far as I know, they didn’t own any guns, so I’m not sure what she was 
talking about, so she must have been watching a movie or television 
show that triggered those thoughts.  But, it sure was funny. 

One thing Kim hated above all else were bugs, but especially spiders.  
She was deathly afraid of them and would scream at the top of her lungs 
if she saw one.  What did she love?  Fashion of course!  Fashion and 
design were in her blood.  She loved to make jewelry, and had big cases 
full of beads of every size and shape and color.  She made necklaces, 
bracelets and earrings, spending countless hours in her room beading.  
She made some very cute jewelry.   

In the same way that Kourtney and Kim were inseparable, Robert and 
Khloe were good buddies, as they were so close in age.  They did 
everything together.   They had their share of fights too, usually over 
toys.   



 
 

I loved all four of those kids dearly, but I had a special bond with Khloe.  
She was at a very impressionable age, and I spent more time with her 
than any one else in her life.  Khloe had lighter hair and complexion than 
her siblings and with our long curly hair, we looked somewhat alike.  I 
would fix her hair just like mine.  She had incredibly thick curly hair, 
and even if we used half a bottle of conditioner, it still took forever to 
comb through her hair.  She wanted to be doing whatever I was doing.  If 
I was doing dishes, she was right beside me helping me dry.  If I was 
cleaning the table, she had a rag in her hand helping me.  Khloe was my 
little sidekick, and I loved it.  One of Kris’s friends came up to me one 
time and said, “Khloe could be yours.”  

During the five years I worked with them, Khloe questioned her 
appearance on several occasions.  She wanted to know why she looked 
so much different than Kourtney and Kim.  One day, I was dropping 
Khloe off at her Grandma’s house.  When I arrived, I walked Khloe into 
the house, and her father and grandmother greeted her.   

Robert said, “Khloe, come here!  I want to show you something.”  

He asked her to stand next to her grandma, and pointed out to Khloe how 
she and her Grandma shared lighter eyes, lighter hair and lighter skin.  A 
big smile spread across Khloe’s face. 

I was appalled and heartbroken to hear the revelations in early 2012 from 
Robert’s ex-wife, Jan Ashley, and his widow, Ellen Kardashian (whom 
he married just two months before his death from cancer in 2003), that 
Khloe was not Robert’s daughter.  I believe Robert Kardashian was 
Khloe’s biological daughter.  But regardless of paternity, what is a 
father?  A father is the man who raises you, supports you, encourages 
you, instills morals and values, spends time with you, and loves you 
unconditionally.  And that is exactly what Robert did for Khloe.  They 
had a very special bond and they loved each other dearly. 

posing with kim in her room 
posing with kim in her room 



 
 

Khloe and the other kids were fortunate because they had two fathers – 
Robert AND Bruce.   When Bruce and Kris got married, Bruce willingly 
and whole-heartedly assumed the role of stepfather.  He was loving, 
encouraging, and patient with all the kids.  No matter what the 
scandalous claims may be, Khloe was blessed to have two dads that 
loved her very much. 

Robert Kardashian, who earned his law degree from the University of 
San Diego School of Law, practiced law for about ten years before going 
into business.  He was a good friend of O. J. Simpson, with whom 
Robert owned and ran a string of yogurt shops under the name of Juice 
Inc. (“Juice” was O.J. Simpson’s nickname from his days as a successful 
running back in the NFL).  Robert also founded a music marketing 
company called Movie Tunes.  

Robert Sr. was always friendly and appreciative towards me.  He 
thanked me often for taking such good care of his kids, recognizing how 
much I did and how much I meant to them.    

One time, he told me, “Pam when the kids are at my house, all I hear is, 
Pam said this and Pam did that.  I can tell how much they love you and 
how much time you spend with them.”    Jokingly, he said, “I’m so sick 
of hearing Pam, Pam, Pam.” 

Often when he would call to discuss pick up and drop off of the kids, he 
would pretend to be someone else.  With a really bad fake accent he’d 
say,  “Hi Pam, this is Bobby.  I met you last night at the bar.  When can 
we go on a date?”  It always put a smile on my face. 

Khloe loved her daddy so much, and when I would drop the kids off at 
his house on his weekends with them, Khloe was always the first one out 
the door, before the car even came to a stop.  Robert usually came 
outside to greet us, and would kneel down to meet them.  Khloe was the 



 
 

first one into his arms, and then the other three would join them, and 
they’d fall in a heap on the grass.  It made me smile.  Robert loved his 
kids dearly, and they loved him right back.One of my biggest challenges  

from the very first week was getting Miss Khloe to school.  She 
absolutely hated school.  Every single morning, she had a new and 
different excuse for why she couldn’t make it to class.   

“Pam, I have a headache.  I can’t go to school,” she told me one 
morning. 

“Okay, I’ll get you some Tylenol and a glass of water,” I said.  “Please 
get dressed, Khloe, and come and eat breakfast.” 

The next day it was something different.  “I have a horrible stomach 
ache,” she moaned, as if she were about to die.  I’m so sick, I can’t make 
it to school.” 

“You are not going to die, Khloe.  If you have a tummy ache, I’ll get you 
some Pepto Bismol.”  I said firmly.  “Please get ready.  You are going to 
school.” 

It was more of the same the next day.  “I didn’t get my homework done.  
I better not go to school,” she whined.  “The teacher will be so mad at 
me.” 

“Khloe!  You are going to school.” 

It was a struggle each and every day to get her up and ready and on her 
way to school.  So I always woke Khloe first and had to focus most of 
my time on her, because it took such a long time to get that kid out the 
door! 



 
 

Khloe’s favorite movie was Grease and she would stand on the coffee 
table in the living room and dance and sing all of the songs from that 
movie.  She took ice skating lessons for several years, and really enjoyed 
that. 

Khloe had a special fondness for animals, especially horses and dogs, 
and she wanted to be a veterinarian when she grew up.  She started 
taking horseback riding lessons, and I was happy to take her, because I 
loved horses.   

Khloe was constantly trying to set me up with any man she thought was 
available that was within my age range.  Most of the men she suggested 
to me were too old, too young or not my type.  So after the first couple of 
riding lessons, she started telling me about her instructor Dan, and 
gushed about how cute he was, and that she thought I should date him.  
Based on my past experiences with her, I didn’t give much thought to it. 

One day, as we drove up to the riding ring, I saw a younger man riding a 
horse, and he was drop dead gorgeous, all rugged and manly.   

I said, “Khloe is that your riding 
instructor?”  

She looked at me with excitement in 
her eyes and exclaimed, “Yes!  You 
like him don’t you?!” 

Without another word, she jumped 
out of the LandCruiser and ran 
towards Dan, yelling.  “My nanny 
likes you!  My nanny likes you!”   

As I got out of the car, she told him 
to come meet me.  In slow motion 



 
 

he rode over to me, a real live “Marlboro Man” dressed in chaps, boots 
and cowboy hat, the horse’s mane flowing in the wind.  It was like a 
scene from a movie.  My mouth hung wide open.  I couldn’t believe 
Khloe was introducing this gorgeous specimen of a man to me.  Dan was 
friendly as can be, but nothing ever happened between us, unfortunately.   
However, during the hour she had her lesson, I would wait there with 
her, admiring from afar the Marlboro Man, while I imagined scenes from 
a romance novel in my head. 

Besides horses, Khloe also loved dogs, especially Harley the puppy.  
One of the firm rules I had about Harley was that the kids never feed him 
table food.  However, Khloe didn’t like that rule, and would always 
sneak food to Harley.  One night, we had bow tie pasta for dinner.  After 
the kids had left the table, and I was in the kitchen cleaning up, Harley 
threw up – a nice little pile of bow tie pasta.  I called to Khloe in the next 
room. 

“Khloe, did you feed Harley from the table again?” 

She called back, “No!” 

To which I responded, “Really?  Well, can you come here for a 
moment?” 

I showed her the small mound of perfectly formed bow tie pasta on the 
floor.  A sheepish smile covered her face.  I didn’t say anything, but 
handed her a paper towel to clean it up.  She disappeared for a moment 
and came back with a bandana covering her nose and mouth, and with 
exclamations of “yuck” and “ewww” she cleaned up the mess. 

I loved country music, and would play it around the house or in the car 
whenever I had the chance.  Kris and the older girls couldn’t stand 
country, and they always made me turn it off.  But Khloe and Robert 
loved it.  One of our favorite country songs was “The Auctioneer Song.”   



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 

The chorus goes something like this, “Sold to the lady in the second row. 
She’s an eight, she’s a nine, she’s a ten I know.”  But little Robert would 
change the words and sing, “Fart on the lady in the second row…” and 
the three of us would roll on the floor with laughter. 

He was a unique child, very self-motivated and self-disciplined.  He 
would come home from school and go straight to his room, do his 
homework without being told, pick out his clothes for the next day, and 
only then would he play.  That just blew me away.  I’ve never known 
another five or six year old that was so responsible. 

Robert was about five, and he was eating a piece of Christmas candy one 
day, and he held it out to me and said, “Look a trapezoid!”  

I looked at him and said, “What’s a trapezoid?”  (I didn’t really excel in 
academics in high school, remember?) 

He held my two arms out parallel and then placed his two hands on the 
sides to make a rectangular shape.  He said, “That’s a trapezoid.” 

I went to the dictionary and looked up “trapezoid” and sure enough, it 
said, “A four-sided flat shape with straight sides, that has a pair of 
opposite sides parallel.”  I rolled my eyes and thought to myself, I really 
should have paid more attention in school. Now a five year old is 
teaching me new words! 

Despite his serious side, he was a typical little boy, teasing his big sisters 
and being a little goof ball.  He had hamsters in his room that smelled so 
bad, and of course I had to clean their cage. 

Robert had bunk beds in his room, and when it was bedtime, he would 
beg me to lie in the bunk next to him.  He would bribe me by saying, 
“Pam, we can watch I Love Lucy.”  He knew that was my favorite 
television show, and a sure way to get me to stay in his room longer. 



 
 

Robert loved Kiki, his blanket that had been his constant companion for 
years.  Old, tattered, worn, dingy, and faded – but Robert loved her.  I’ll 
never forget when I dropped him off at preschool one day.  The teacher 
introduced us to a new student. 

“Hi Robert.  This is your new classmate.  Her name is Kiki.” 

Robert looked at me with a grimace on his face.  He didn’t have to say 
anything.  With a pleading expression in his eyes, he begged me not to 
say anything to the teacher or the girl.  I smiled back at him with a nod, 
promising silently to keep his secret. 

Bruce was very laid back, and he brought a sense of calm and normalcy 
to the house.  Bruce and Kris were yin and yang, opposite personalities 
that somehow made it work.  I guess opposites do attract.  Bruce always 
worked very hard, and was on the road constantly making motivational 
speeches.  Bruce loved to golf, and regularly made time for rounds of 
golf with friends.  He was quite involved in the lives of the four 
Kardashian kids, wanted to know what they were doing, and chatted with 
them often about their lives and what was going on with them.  He was a 
good stepfather and a stable force in their lives. 

Bruce and Kris had bought a new LandCruiser, which became my main 
mode of transportation.  I came to think of it as “my car.”  Occasionally, 
Bruce would need to use it, but he always had to check with me first!  
He’d call and ask if he could use it at a particular time.  Often, the 
answer would be, “No I need it to pick up the kids.”  Or, “No I need it to 
run an errand.”   

Then he would tease me, “Okay, well let me know when you are done 
with your LandCruiser.” Speaking of nice vehicles, when I first started 
working for Bruce and Kris, there was one more vehicle parked in front 
of their Malibu home – an old junky van that was a bit of an eye sore and 



 
 

didn’t fit with the other nice vehicles parked next to it.  Bruce used the 
van to haul around the go-karts that he often rode with Burt, Brandon 
and Brody.  It became a bit of a joke between Kris and me, as we both 
thought the van was so awful.  She plotted with me how to get rid of it.  
She’d say, “Pam, put the pedal to the medal and run that thing right off 
the cliff into the ocean.   

Just jump out quick!”   

And we’d laugh hysterically.  I also heard her scheming with friends, 
asking them to steal it and never bring it back.  Needless to say, the van 
didn’t stay around for long, and the go-kart racing seemed to stop too. 

Bruce loved to relax by watching TV, and whenever The Nanny (an 
eighties TV show starring Fran Drescher) was on, he would call down on 
the intercom and say, “Pam your show is on!”  



 
 

Funny show, but when I watched it, I always thought to myself, it’s not 
just a show, it’s my reality.  I truly loved my job.  I adored all four kids, 
and had so much fun with them.  I loved that I was busy all day long.  I 
got to drive a brand new LandCruiser and shopped in Beverly Hills on a 
regular basis.  Occasionally, I drove the BMW, which made me feel 
really important.  I had my own credit card, “Pam Behan for Bruce 
Jenner” inscribed on the front.  Yes – being a nanny was a pretty good 
life.  



 
 



 
 

 

 



 
 



 
 



 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

robert kardashian & kourtney 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8 
trouble with a capital t 

 
 

When I still worked for Linda part-time, I had trained a replacement 
nanny named Anne.  After I left to work for the Kardashians, Anne and I 
stayed in touch, and would get together when we both happened to have 
a free night, which was rare. 

One weekend, Bruce and Kris headed off to Laguna Niguel in Orange 
County.  Bruce had several meetings early Friday morning, and Kris 
went along with him.  The plan was that I would drive the kids down on 
Saturday morning.   

Since the “bosses” would be out of town, Anne invited herself over to 
“my” house to hang out and have a few drinks.  Anne had developed a 
crush on a friend of mine named John whom we had partied with on a 
previous night out, and decided it would be fun to invite him and a friend 
of his over to the house as well.   

I should have said no.  I knew it.  I was exhausted and I had to get up 
early the next morning.  But Anne was a good friend, and I didn’t want 



 
 

to disappoint her.  I tried to get into the party spirit, but was just too 
tired.  So I said goodnight, and went to bed thinking, they’ll be fine 
having a few drinks.  They were my friends after all.  Surely, they’d be 
respectful of the home of my employers. 

Bruce and Kris had told me on previous occasions when they left that it 
was fine if I had friends over.  So it’s not like I was explicitly doing 
something they had asked me not to do.  But I’m fairly certain they 
meant I could have friends over as long as I was there to supervise – not 
snoring loudly in my bedroom. 

As the night wore on, and the drinks wore through, Anne had decided it 
was time for a round of shots, and since she couldn’t find any shot 
glasses, pulled Kris’ very expensive Baccarat crystal out of a cabinet.   

Early the next morning, while I was still happily oblivious in dreamland, 
Robert woke up, walked into the living room, and found Anne and the 
two guys passed out on the couches and chairs, beer bottles everywhere, 
and the good crystal strewn around the room.   

Robert freaked out.  Who were these strange people in his living room?  
Where was Pam?  Mom and Dad were gone.  Surely this couldn’t be 
good. 

He woke up Kourtney, who then called Aisha, one of Kris’ closest 
girlfriends.  I guess it never occurred to them to come to my room to 
look for me, or to ask Nanny Pam what had happened.  Well of course, 
Aisha called Kris immediately, who sent Aisha over to the house to find 
out what on earth was going on, and where was their nanny? 

 I heard all of the commotion and woke up, rubbing my eyes as I walked 
into the living room thinking what are those crazy kids up to now?  
When I saw Anne and the guys, and the remnants of the night of 
drinking spread around the living room, I froze.  Oh crap!  



 
 

After Aisha left, I loaded the kids in the car, and drove up to Laguna 
Niguel as planned, my stomach in knots.  I dreaded facing Kris, and 
wondered whether I would be fired on the spot.  When I arrived, Kris 
completely ignored me.  I guess she had decided to deal with the whole 
fiasco later.  We were outside on the hotel patio, and there were several 
business associates and friends with them, and Bruce and Kris were busy 
entertaining and socializing. 

Luckily, I had a trick up my sleeve.  It was the perfect time to surprise 
Bruce and Kris with a little production the kids and I had been working 
on for some time. 

I had loved the movie, “The Sound of Music,” since I was a young girl, 
but now that I was a nanny, I identified closely with Julie Andrew’s 
character.  I had been teaching the kids to recreate the scene from the 
movie where the nanny blows her whistle and each kid steps out and 
says their name.   

I whispered to the four kids my plan and had them line up in front of the 
adults.  Then, I announced, “Excuse me, everyone.  Kris, the kids have a 
special surprise for you.”  

Kourtney, Kim, Khloe and  Robert performed perfectly, and it was so 
cute!  Kris was in tears she loved it so much.   

Phew!  I redeemed myself, I thought. 

Bruce and Kris asked me to join them in their hotel room later that day 
for a meeting.  I wasn’t too worried, because I hadn’t participated.  Yes, I 
was guilty of sleeping on my watch, but at least I wasn’t the one passed 
out from too many shots of tequila in the Baccarat! 

They asked me to explain exactly what happened, which I did.  I didn’t 
defend my actions or make excuses.  I was tired, and against my better 



 
 

judgment, I trusted my friends to behave.  Bruce and Kris made it clear 
that they expected it would never happen again, but they believed me 
and trusted me, for which I am thankful.  I wasn’t on probation and it 
didn’t strain my relationship with them.  The situation was so out of 
character for me, and I think they knew that. 

In the past, on numerous occasions, when I did something silly or made a 
mistake, I would tease Bruce, “It’s hard to find good help!” 

Later that day, when Bruce and I were alone for a moment, I told him 
that I knew they weren’t going to fire me.  

“Oh really?  How could you be so certain?” he asked. 

“Cuz good help is hard to find!” I said with the sweetest smile I could 
muster. 

A big smirk covered his face, but he didn’t say a word. 

I’d like to say that was the only time I got into trouble with Bruce and 
Kris, but that wouldn’t be the truth.  There was another tiny little 
incident.  Unfortunately, this one involved the police. 

It was a Saturday, and I had worked all day at Gladstone’s in the warm 
sun.  I was tired, my feet hurt, and I really wanted to go home and relax.  
But one of my co-workers was leaving, and there was a going away party 
at a nightclub in Santa Monica.  He had been a good friend of mine at 
work, so I felt obligated to attend.  Because I was truly exhausted and 
had to get up early the next morning (because Nanny Pam never sleeps 
in), I excused myself after my second beer, hopped in my car, and 
headed home. 

Now I know everyone who drinks and drives claims that they “only had 
two drinks.”  But I really, honestly, only had two beers.  I knew that was 



 
 

my limit for staying sober enough to drive, and since I had to work early 
the next day, I stuck to my cutoff.  Really. 

The Pacific Coast Highway follows the coastline through Malibu, and 
has one windy curve after another, for miles on end.  It was late, and 
there was not one car on the road, so instead of following the curves, I 
drove straight through them, crossing one lane after another.  It seemed 
safer and easier, and honestly I was so tired that I just wanted to get 
home and go to sleep.  And a straight line is the quickest way home. 

Dumb.  Of course, I got pulled over by the highway patrol that wisely 
waits for inebriated souls driving home late at night that can’t stay in 
their own lane. 

As the flashing lights pulled up behind me, and the siren wailed, I 
chastised myself for driving so erratically when I had been drinking.  
Despite this, I wasn’t too concerned, knowing I hadn’t drunk much. 

Mercifully, the cop’s breathalyzer didn’t work.  So I had the privilege of 
trying to perform the “drunk test” that no sane and sober person could 
ever pass.  He never told me whether I passed or failed, but I assume I 
got an “F” because he put me in his cop car and took me to the Malibu 
police station, where I blew .08 on the first test, and .07 on the second.  
(The legal limit in California was reduced to .08 BAC in 1990.)  They 
stuck me in their cold, uncomfortable jail cell (yes, even in exclusive 
Malibu the jail cells are cold and uncomfortable) for a few hours to sober 
up I presume, and then booked me for a violation of California Vehicle 
Code 23152 – aka, a DUI. 

The arresting officer informed me, “Technically, Ms. Behan, we are 
supposed to take you to East L.A., and they should book you into jail 
there, because we don’t have a female deputy on duty here.” 



 
 

For just a second, I got scared.  East L.A.  I’d heard about East L.A.  
That’s where the gang bangers live.  Not a pretty place.  Not a safe place. 

But before I could protest, the officer continued, “Frankly, I would be 
scared about your safety there.  As you may know, East L.A. is not like 
Malibu.” 

Yeah, I didn’t really need you to clarify that, I thought. 

“I’ll bring you to the Jenner’s home.”  (I had told him where I lived, and 
who I worked for.  Whether it made a difference or not, I’m not sure.  
But I figured in the circumstances I was in, if name-dropping might help 
even the slightest bit, well I was certainly going to try.  So I name-
dropped away.)   

“But…Ms. Behan,” he said sternly.  “I’d better not see your car moved 
from that spot tonight, or I will arrest you again tomorrow. “ 

The next morning, I had to put my tail between my legs, suck up my 
pride, and tell Bruce that not only did I get a DUI, but I also needed a 
ride back to my car. 

He sure gave me a hard time about that one, and NEVER let me forget it. 

A few days later, I went to court and fought the DUI on the basis that 
one of my breathalyzer tests was below .08%, and I wasn’t given a 
breathalyzer in the field.  Fortunately, I was able to have the charge 
removed from my record. 

I promised myself, no more mess-ups.  I did not want to get fired. 



 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 9 
nicole and oj 

 
 

Some of the best memories of my years with Bruce and Kris were the 
vacations.  I felt so fortunate to be able to travel - all expenses paid - and 
get to see exotic locations, usually in very luxurious accommodations.  
The only problem with the whole vacation idea for me, was, well, it 
wasn’t exactly a vacation.  It was a lot of work!  But somehow I still 
always managed to have fun. 

I fondly remember Ski trips to Whistler in British Columbia.  Whistler is 
a beautiful, quaint city with cobbled streets and the old world charm of 
an alpine village.  Covered in a layer of fresh white snow, it felt like a 
winter wonderland.   

Since I was in charge of the younger kids, I was also responsible for all 
of their “stuff.”  So while Bruce and Kris were off skiing the slopes, and 
Kourtney and Kim were taking ski lessons and running around on their 
own in their very cute ski outfits we had purchased at a ski shop in 



 
 

Beverly Hills, I got to “go skiing” with Robert and Khloe.  Which meant 
I spent a great deal of time watching them ski, waiting for them at the 
bottom of the hills.  And, lucky me, I got to haul around skis, boots, 
jackets, snow pants, hats, scarves, gloves, sleds and other miscellaneous 
ski gear.  

The trips were fun, and I got to experience beautiful places I’d otherwise 
never have seen.  But, it’s rather strange being in a gorgeous place in a 
vacation setting, yet not sharing it with my friends or loved ones.  The 
truth is, I was on my own.  Yes, I was there with a family of six, but I 
was lonely because it wasn’t my vacation.   

To their credit, Bruce and Kris wanted me to have fun and spend some 
time exploring.  So they would say “you can go out when we get home.”   
But they’d be out all night and get home around ten p.m.  Where am I 
going to go by myself at that time of night?  I wasn’t in the habit of 
bellying up to a bar solo for a drink.   

Another fun family vacation was a trip to a resort in Mexico.  We flew 
down in a private plane from Los Angeles.  I’d always wanted to get off 
a private plane and wave as I was going down the steps, like I’d seen 
celebrities and dignitaries do so many times.   So that’s exactly what I 
did, and I had one of the kids pretend they were the paparazzi and take a 
picture of me.   

We stayed at the very private La Costa Resort near Cabo San Lucas.  
Bruce and Kris had some friends that owned a place down there - two 
beautiful, huge condos on a private beach.   

The resort was a breathtaking paradise– endless white sand beaches that 
melted into the turquoise water under a cloudless azure sky, the gentle 
sound of waves crashing on the shore, palm trees dancing in the gentle 
breeze. 



 
 

Every day, the kids and I ventured out into the cool, clear blue water 
about waste high with a handful of frozen peas.  Jewel toned fish darted 
between our legs, so close we could touch them, as we tossed frozen 
peas.  The kids screamed in delight.  I lost count of the number of bags 
of frozen peas I bought. 

One thing I learned about Mexico is that it is a land of large insects.  
Very large insects!  The adults stayed in one condo, and all of the kids 
and Nanny Pam stayed in the second condo.  There weren’t quite enough 
beds for everyone, so I was by myself on the couch in the living room 
area.  

One night as I was sleeping, something tickled my leg.  I brushed it away 
with my hand, and a huge, furry creature filled my entire hand!  I jumped 
up, screaming bloody murder!  I woke up the entire house.  All of the 
kids came running out.  I told them what had happened.  The girls, Kim 
and Kourtney especially, were freaked out.  The next day, I had to go 
buy cans of Raid, and Kourtney and Kim carried those Raid cans around 
with them everywhere.  

 

May 1992 

Dear Dad & Mom, 

 

Hi Honey bunnies!  Well, it’s our last night in Mexico 

and I’m feeling kinda sentimental.  I just walked on 

the beach and the big dipper is so clear and distinct.  

Along with the hot weather, it reminded me of home 

on a hot summer night.  We’ve had a great time.  I’ve 

never killed so many insects and spiders in my life.  



 
 

Last night, a spider bit me so hard that it woke me 

and I felt it running down my leg so I brushed it away 

and it filled my whole hand.  In other words, it was 

big!  I also screamed pretty loud, but when I got up to 

turn on the light and look for it, it was gone, which 

made it rather hard for me to go back to sleep.  I’m 

just going to stay awake all night tonight.  Ha!  Well, 

sorry about the crayon but I couldn’t find a pen 

anywhere in the adult’s condo, and hell if I’m going in 

the “spider” house! 

 

I love you, 

Pam 

 

 
Nicole Brown Simpson was with us on that vacation.  Kris and Nicole 
were close friends, and Sydney and Justin were regular playmates of 
Khloe and Robert.   

Nicole Brown and O.J. Simpson met in 1977 at a nightclub in L.A.  
Simpson was still married to his first wife Marguerite, but the two began 
dating.  This was about the same time that Kris began dating Robert, 
who was, of course, O.J.’s best friend.  The two couples started to spend 
a great deal of time together, and Nicole and Kris became dear friends.  
O.J. and Nicole married in 1985, and had Sydney and Justin.  Nicole 
filed for divorce in February 1992, a year after I had begun working for 
Bruce and Kris. 



 
 

I used to shuttle the younger kids between our house and Nicole’s house, 
usually every other day.  Either the kids and me were over at her house 
for a play date, or Sydney and Justin were at our house.  Either way, I 
was always the one picking them up, dropping them off, and babysitting 
them, and so I got to know Sydney and Justin and their mom, Nicole, 
quite well.  Sydney and Justin were good kids, well behaved, and didn’t 
seem or act spoiled.  All four kids played together well and kept each 
other occupied.  

One day on our vacation in Mexico, Nicole came up to me, put her hand 
on my shoulder, and said, “Pam, I don’t know how you do it!”  I’m not 
exactly sure what she meant, but I assumed it was a compliment. 

While we were shopping one day in Mexico, I was admiring a sterling 
silver ring.  Nicole noticed, and said “Pam, I want to buy that for you.”  
She insisted, which was a very nice gesture.  I cherish it now more than 
ever. 

I liked Nicole.  She was straight and to the point - a strong personality 
that commanded attention when she entered the room.  Nicole was a bit 
of a party girl, but in a fun and carefree way.  She was experiencing 
freedom from a difficult relationship after her divorce from O.J..  She 
would come over to hang out with Kris.  They got together quite often.  
Kris was trying to support her friend, who had just been through a 
divorce, and to help her out with her kids.  Nicole and Kris would have 
drinks together and laugh and talk.  Truth be told, I always liked Kris just 
a little bit better when she’d imbibed a drink or two.  She would loosen 
up, smile and laugh.  When Nicole was over, she and Kris were nice to 
me, laughing and joking around, offering me a drink.  

I met O.J. only once, briefly at a hotel.  Bruce had a speaking 
engagement at a hotel, and I believe I was there to pick him up.  O.J. 



 
 

came over to the car, and said hi.  That’s the only interaction I ever had 
with him. 

I will never forget the day that I heard Nicole had died.  I was practicing 
with my singing group from Pepperdine when we heard them announce 
her murder on the news.  The three of us sat and watched television for 
hours, as the drama unfurled, including the infamous “O.J. Chase” on the 
freeways of Los Angeles.   

It was surreal.  Of course, I felt a connection to Nicole because I had 
spent so much time with her kids.  Not long after she was killed, I took 
Khloe and Robert to visit Sydney and Justin at Nicole’s parents house in 
Laguna Beach.  Khloe, Robert and I stayed for a few days, and hung out 
with Sydney and Justin to give them some sense of normalcy.  One day, I 
even took them to a water park, which was scary for me, because at the 
time there were threats to kidnap the kids.  All sense of a normal life was 
swept away the day their mother was killed, and their father put in jail on 
trial for murder.  Sydney and Justin had played with Khloe and Robert 
all the time, and then were suddenly taken away from their home, their 
friends, and their normal schedule of daily life.  I brought the kids over 
several times for play dates. 

It was a horribly sad and tragic event that happened to people that I knew 
and saw regularly.  All of the kids, but especially Khloe and Robert, 
were in shock.  They wanted to know what happened, and most of all 
why did it happen?  How do you answer a question like that?  

All I could say was, “I don’t know, honey.  I don’t know.” 

They were very disturbed and kept asking questions.  They’d wake up in 
the middle of the night with bad dreams and more questions.  They kept 
asking, why? 



 
 

As you might imagine, there were conservations I overheard, and 
comments made in hushed confidence that would be considered hearsay, 
and not appropriate, in my opinion, for me to tell.  Needless to say, it 
was an interesting time, yet so horribly sad and tragic, to be somewhat of 
an insider to this entire saga. 

Robert Kardashian stood by his best friend O.J., becoming a volunteer 
member of the legal team, although he hadn’t practiced law in twenty 
years.  “Kardashian” became a household name as the pre-trial publicity 
swirled, jury selections were made, and the legal teams were introduced 
to the public. 

As the Simpson trial was just getting underway in early 1995, I had an 
unusual dream one night.  In the dream, Kris was pregnant, had the baby, 
and I went to the hospital to visit.  A security guard stood at the door and 
told me I couldn’t go into her room.  Bruce and Kris heard my voice and 
called out to the guard that it was okay to let me in because I was family. 

The next morning as Kris was giving me her “to do” list for the day, I 
told her about the dream.  She looked at me funny but didn’t say 
anything.  That night, when I brought the kids home from school, Bruce 
and Kris called them up to their room for a family meeting.  A short 
while later, the kids came running down the stairs yelling, “Mom’s 
having a baby!  Mom’s having a baby!” 

Kris had a huge smile on her face, as she looked at me. 

“I can’t believe it!  I dreamed you were pregnant!”  



 
 

“I know,” she said.  “I wanted to tell you so badly this morning, but I had 
to wait until I told the kids first.” 

Bruce and Kris, who was now 39, had 
been trying to get pregnant for a long 
time, so they were overjoyed at the 
news. 

Around the same time, I was let go 
from Gladstone’s over politics.  I 
had to miss a holiday weekend 
during which they required 
mandatory attendance, and they 
had to fire me to make an 
example out of me and stick by 
their policy.   

 

January 13, 1995 

Dear Dad & Mom, 

 

Good morning!  How are you doing?  I’m doing fine, 

despite losing my job.  =( 

 

Bruce & Kris have been very nice to me and said they’d 

help me in any way possible.  For now that means 

paying me to work for them.  Today was my first day 

off in about three weeks.  I don’t mind that I’ve been 



 
 

working so much but I must admit that it was very 

nice to have the day off.   

 

I’m having fun with the kids here.  Kourtney has 

improved a lot with her driving and she loves to take 

her nanny Pam for rides.  Ha!  Kim has a boyfriend 

who is so nice and polite.  He’s really shaped Kim up 

too.  Khloe has really grown and Robert is my little 

angel.  He cried after his haircut today.  You two 

meadow muffins take care! 

 

All my love, 

Pam 

xxxooo 

 

PS – Bruce and Kris say Hi! 

 

 
As the trial progressed, so did Kris’s pregnancy.  By this time, I was 
frustrated with life in Los Angeles. I had graduated from Pepperdine 
years before, but was still working in this nanny job.  I felt it was time to 
spread my wings and make a life for myself outside of the lives of the 
Jenner and Kardashian families. 

 

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

on our way to mexico! 



 
 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 10 
moving on 

 
 

For a long time now, I had been thinking about quitting and finding 
something else to do with my life.  But what?  I certainly had no idea. 

I had begun taking tennis lessons, at my friend Smitty’s insistence, 
although I was horrible and just couldn’t get the hang of it.  One day 
after a particularly bad lesson, my coach, Gualberto, pulled me aside and 
said, “Pam, what do you want to do with your life?” 

Ever the jokester, I casually flipped the tennis racket upside down and 
with head banging, hair flying and wild “air guitar” strums, yelled, “I 
want to be a rocker!”  

“Well, that’s good, Pam,” Gualberto said.  “I’m just happy you didn’t 
say tennis, because you really stink at tennis.” 



 
 

It really got me to thinking though.  What do I want to do with my life?  
I knew I didn’t want to be a nanny forever.  I really needed to take stock 
of my life and figure it out. 

When I graduated from Pepperdine (two years nearly to the day after I 
had started working for Bruce and Kris), I honestly planned to quit, but 
Kris asked me not to leave.  She told me that if I stayed for a while, 
when I did finally leave, she and Bruce would help me find a great job.  
She said they knew “everyone” and would have no problem connecting 
me to a great job.  So I stayed. 

At this point, all of the kids were in school, and I had all day to get 
things accomplished because I wasn’t in school anymore.  Personal 
assistant to Kris became a primary role and responsibility.  I got to shop 
every day, and drive the Land Cruiser or BMW.  I was living the life of 
the rich and famous, even though I wasn’t.  Not a bad life. 

Shortly before I graduated from Pepperdine, Bruce and Kris moved from 
Malibu to Beverly Hills.  I took the opportunity to move out, and found 
my own apartment in the Malibu Canyon Apartments complex in 
Calabasas with two roommates.  Being a live-in nanny had become 
challenging, because I was always on the clock and the boundaries 
tended to be hazy.  The kids would come to me at night if they had bad 
dreams or they were sick.  It helped a lot to have set hours and well-
established boundaries now that I was a live-out nanny. 

 

May 7, 1995 

Dear Dad & Mom, 

 



 
 

I’m babysitting right now.  I have been with Khloe and 

Robert and their friends since Friday at noon.   They 

stayed with me at my apartment Friday night, and 

then Saturday morning, we all (Bruce and Kris too) 

went to Disneyland and stayed the night.  Bruce had to 

make an appearance for some fitness program.  

Arnold Schwarzeneggar was there too.  Then we had a 

tour guide walk us around the park so we didn’t have 

to wait in lines.  I thought of “our” trip to Disneyland.  

That first time with you was the absolute best.  Well, 

I’ll talk to you real soon.  

 

All my love, 

Pam 

 
 

At one point, I did interview with Kris’s friend CeCe, who owned a 
literary agency in Beverly Hills.  The position was a “literary assistant,” 
and we actually got to the point of discussing the hours I would work, 
but then Kris talked me out of it.   

“What did she say she would pay you?  I’ll match it.  That’s not what 
you really want to do anyway.  Just stick with us here for now.  We’ll 
find you something great eventually.”   

And so I stayed. 



 
 

But now, I was disgusted with OJ, the justice system, and tired of Los 
Angeles and the horrible traffic.  I had been working for Bruce and Kris 
for five years.  Everything in me said it was time to go.  

Starting back in high school, I had dreamed of becoming a flight 
attendant.  A dream that still lived on.  I applied to several airlines, went 
to open houses, and followed up on any connection to the airlines that I 
happened to come across. Kris had been a flight attendant for American 
Airlines for a couple of years, so I asked her for a letter of reference.  
She wrote the most amazing, complimentary letter.  I couldn’t believe 
she was talking about me. She had never said any of those things to me 
while I worked there.  It was nice to finally hear some praise from her. 

 

To Whom It May Concern: 
 
This is a letter of recommendation for Pamela J. Behan.  Pamela has 
worked for our family for the last five years.  First, she started out as the 
Nanny…and as the children have grown older and have longer hours at 
school, she has made the transition to personal assistant. 
 
The first and foremost thing that stands out about Pamela is her 
effervescent personality.  She is a cheerful, outgoing, sensitive, caring, 
thoughtful, and truly remarkable human being.  She has for the last five 
years, taken the most precious care of our most treasured 
possessions…our children.  She has demonstrated continuously her 
remarkable qualities of resourcefulness, dependability, and versatility.  
She is the most reliable person we have ever had work for us.  (And that 
is saying a lot!)  She is always ready for the next assignment, and has the 
most wonderful attitude…ALWAYS!!!  She is extremely adaptable to all 
situations, and has shown us complete loyalty over the years. 
 



 
 

We both spend an incredible amount of time working away from home 
and are always on an airplane.  We certainly know how demanding the 
job of airline flight attendant is, and we can’t think of a more perfect 
candidate for the position of flight attendant for your airlines than 
Pamela J. Behan. 
 
The responsibility that she has handled has been enormous.  She has 
demonstrated not only patience, but the ability to cope in any situation 
and has been the glue that has held our daily lives together.  (We’re not 
even sure if she sleeps!)  She will be terribly missed. 
 
She has long had the dream of becoming a flight attendant.  She wants to 
travel and see the country.  She wants to work with the public, be around 
people, and work for a credible, successful company such as yours. 
 
We hope you will give consideration to Pamela J. Behan for the position 
of flight attendant.  She is truly AMAZING and would be an unbelievable 
asset to your company. 
 
Best Regards, 
Kris and Bruce Jenner 
 
I went through multiple interviews with American Airlines and was 
offered a job.  However, the father of a good friend of mine from 
Pepperdine had been asking me for over a year to move out to Tennessee 
to manage and become part owner in a brand new convenience store that 
he was building.  It paid twice what the airlines would pay me as a flight 
attendant.  Also, I was at a point in my life where I wanted to settle down 
in one place.  I began to think seriously about moving down South.  It 
was time for a change - and Beverly Hills to Tennessee would definitely 
be a HUGE change.  But I was up for the adventure and excited to see a 



 
 

completely different part of the country, and I began to seriously 
consider moving down south. 

 

September 9, 1995 

Dear Dad & Mom, 

 

Thank you so much for the letter and pictures!  I 

really appreciate it.  I’m doing alright, just plugging 

along.  I’m anxious to leave the Jenner’s and move on 

with my life.   

 

On September 19
th

, United Airlines has an open house 

interview session, so I am going to that.  I still am 

considering managing the convenience store in 

Tennessee, but until that’s concrete, I am continuing to 

look elsewhere.   

 

Tonight I made a full course turkey dinner with 

mashed potatoes and all the trimmings.  Fifteen 

minutes before it was ready, Kris says, “Pam can you 

make me some tacos for dinner?  I just really don’t 

feel like turkey tonight!”  Anything for the pregnant 

lady! 

 



 
 

I appreciate all your support in all that I do, 

especially lately.  It means a lot to me!   

 

I love you, 

Pam 

 

 

After the lengthy O.J. Simpson trial, which I followed occasionally, I 
remember the day they read the verdict of not guilty.   October 3, 1995.  
Of course, I thought he got away with murder, and I was as stunned as 
many other people.   
 
The combination of Kris being pregnant and the not guilty verdict were 
the final straws.  I gave Bruce and Kris my notice a few days later.  It 
was time to move on.  I still wasn’t completely sure where I was going to 
go or what I was going to do with my life, but I KNEW it was time to go. 

On November 3, 1995 (two days before Kris turned forty), Kendall 
Jenner was born.  She was the cutest baby girl I’ve ever seen.  Kris had 
been bedridden during the latter part of her pregnancy and, when I gave 
my notice, she asked me to stay for a while.  I promised Kris that I would 
stick around for a couple of months to help out while the baby was a 
newborn.   

After a visit back to Minnesota, I had finally made my decision. 

In April 1996, I piled everything I owned in my black Wrangler Jeep (I 
had upgraded the T-Bird a couple years back).  I said my final goodbyes 
to everyone amidst many hugs and tears.  Five years had passed.  
Kourtney was 17, Kim was 15, Khloe was 11 and Robert was 9.  They 



 
 

had grown up under my watchful eye.  They were family to me, and it 
was hard to leave.   

Despite the sadness I was feeling, I was also excited to begin my grand, 
new adventure.  So, with tears in my eyes and the wind at my back, I 
headed for my new home – Jackson, Tennessee.  I drove across the 
United States on interstate 40, which used to be Route 66… 

Saint Loo-ee; Joplin, Missouri; and Oklahoma City were mighty pretty.   

Amarillo; Gallup, New Mexico;  

Flagstaff, Arizona; oh and don't forget Winona.  

Kingman, Barstow, San Bernandino. 

As I passed through the towns I’d sang about so many times in my 
musical group, the endless miles of road stretched out before me, 
providing hours of great “thinking time.”  

My heart was aching.  I was leaving my “family,” and felt like I was 
abandoning them.  I had feelings of guilt - as if I was a mother leaving 
her kids.  I was especially worried about Khloe, because we had a special 
bond.  There were many times over the years that she’d said to me, 
“You’re not going to quit, are you?”  

I loved those kids, and it was truly hard to leave them.  Yes, I was the 
hired help and I had done the job I had been paid to do.  But it was so 
much more than that to me.  I poured my heart into my job, and I poured 
my heart into them.  I nurtured them.  I cared for them.  Hopefully, I 
made a difference in their lives.  I hoped that they would take a part of 
me with them wherever they went.  That somehow the years I invested in 
them would mean something.  Whether it’s a song that would bring a 
smile of remembrance to their face, some words of encouragement that 



 
 

would help them when they were down, responsibility or values I’d tried 
to instill that they would find themselves embracing some day.  Tears 
streamed down my face as I grieved the loss of “my kids.”  I had spent 
the last five years living someone else’s life.  I knew it was time to go, 
but it was not easy to leave. 

The sadness was bittersweet, mixing with the nervous excitement and 
wonder about my new life in Tennessee.  What new adventures awaited?  
How would I adjust to the drastic change in culture – from the glamour 
of Malibu and Beverly Hills to the backwoods of Tennessee?  Who 
would I meet?  Could I handle the challenge of managing a store and 
people, something I’d never done before?   

Where would this new road take me? 



 
 

 

 

 

we stayed in touch for a while… 

visiting khloe & rob after I left. 



 
 

I visited the girls a couple years after I left 



 
 

gosh, I miss khloe! 



 
 



 
 

these photos of kendall were given to me by khloe after I left. 



 
 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

ABOUT pam behan 
P A M  B E H A N  was the full-
time nanny for Brandon and Brody 
Jenner for two and a half years, and 
took care of Kourtney, Kim, Khloe 
and Robert Kardashian for five 
years, while also serving as the 
family’s cook and personal 
assistant to Kris Jenner.  Pam 
received her Bachelors of Science 
degree in music education from 
Pepperdine University.   She 
currently lives in Aberdeen, South 
Dakota, works in the insurance 

industry, teaches piano, and substitute teaches when she has the time.  
Learn more about Pam at her website and blog:  www.nannypam.com. 

http://www.nannypam.com/


 
 

 

 

 

ABOUT sara christenson 
S A R A  C H R I S T E N S O N  has been writing from the time she 
was a young child.  Best friends with Pam since they were five years old, 
Sara is uniquely qualified to write in Pam’s voice and share her story.  

She received a Bachelor of 
Science degree in marketing from 
the University of Southern 
California, and spent over fifteen 
years in senior marketing and 
management positions for Fortune 
100 companies, including Vice 
President of Marketing at an 
investment firm, Director of 
Marketing at a private equity firm, 
and President and co-founder of a 
dot com startup.  Sara is currently 
co-authoring another book, Mary’s 

Story (the unforgettable account of domestic violence that ended in a 
brutal murder-suicide), and is finishing her own memoir, The Joy List:  
Unexpected Discoveries of My Spiritual Journey.  Learn more about Sara 
at her author website, www.sarachristenson.com and her blog, 
www.thejoylist.com. 

http://www.sarachristenson.com/
http://www.thejoylist.com/


 
 

 

 

 

 

JONATHAN HAY PUBLICITY 

 PH: (310) 402-6949 
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All photos are property of their respective  

owner, Pam Behan (unless otherwise stated),  

and may not be reused without permission.  

Email jonhay@gmail.com.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JACKET ART, BOOK LAYOUT & ALL GRAPHICS BY 
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