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  To the loves of my life:
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  You are my heart.
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  Introduction




  I know this sounds crazy, but this is exactly where I’m supposed to be: screaming through the streets of Paris in a

  chauffeur-driven Mercedes with my daughter Kimberly, on our way to see the Mona Lisa in the Louvre. How I got here has been a long, wild, and winding road, which we will get to in a moment.

  For now, I’m going to ask you to sit back and experience the ride.




  It was September 2010, and Kim and I were in Paris to meet the international media to celebrate the fifth season of Keeping Up with the Kardashians, the hit reality show about our family,

  shown in many languages in 150 countries around the world.




  The show’s producers, E! and Comcast Entertainment Group, flew us to Paris first-class on British Airways. From Paris we were flown in a shiny, sexy private jet (which looked just like a

  beautiful black Chanel handbag), along with our glam squad, to eight European cities for the media tour. The jet was stocked with my favorite champagne, Kim’s favorite snacks, and all our

  favorite blankets and movies. Fabulous.




  Our show is the most-watched series in E! history, and by the end of 2010, Kim would be among the world’s most-searched people on the Internet. Her Twitter account, with almost ten million

  followers, as of this writing, would be among the five most followed in the world, along with those of President Barack Obama and Lady Gaga. And Kim would be named one of People

  magazine’s Most Beautiful People.




  As for me, I’m a unique combination of mother and manager. I’ve actually trademarked the term “Momager,” which is what I am. I spend endless eighteen-hour days creating,

  nurturing, and juggling the insanely busy careers, endless personal appearances, and business enterprises of my six children—Kourtney, Kim, Khloé, Rob, Kendall, and Kylie—my

  husband, Bruce Jenner, my son-in-law Lamar Odom, and myself. Some of the many hats I wear include those of producer, creator, and star of our reality television series for E!, from which we have

  launched three spin-off hit television series. There are brand endorsements to run along with our own clothing lines, including the Kardashian Kollection for Sears. I also oversee several

  businesses, such as our skin care line, PerfectSkin; our diet and nutrition supplement business, Quick Trim; the fragrances Kim Kardashian, Kim Kardashian Gold, and Reflection, along with

  Khloé and Lamar’s fragrance, Unbreakable. Oh, and did I mention I have my own clothing line launching on QVC this fall, the Kris Jenner Kollection? And I finally launched my very own

  blog, www.OfficialKrisJenner.com. Whew!




  My favorite hat, though, will always be “Mom.” In the midst of our media blitz through Europe, Kim and I were still a mother and daughter in Paris, and I kept insisting that we see

  the city. “We’re in Europe. We must do things that are really special,” I told her. “We can’t come all this way and not do a little sightseeing. We have to remember to

  always experience life and live it to the fullest.”




  So I arranged a special trip to see the Mona Lisa at the Louvre. We awoke that morning with a special surprise planned by the general manager of the famous Ritz Hotel, Omer Acar.




  “Before you visit our beautiful Louvre, I’ve planned something truly spectacular that I know you will both love,” he told us.




  As Kim and I left our luxurious suite, we were escorted to another floor at the Ritz. The next thing I knew, we were inside the suite where Coco Chanel lived until her death in 1971. The day

  before, we had been taken to Azzedine Alaïa’s atelier with him in the trendy Marais district. Now to be in Madame Chanel’s suite! Kim and I were pinching ourselves.




  As we exited the Ritz, I sadly remembered the last picture the world saw of Princess Diana before her fatal car accident—in the exact place where we were walking. Kim and I were taken

  aback by the blinding flash of dozens of photographers outside the hotel, as uniformed security guards hurried us to a waiting Mercedes. The cameramen climbed onto their motor scooters as we drove

  off in the Mercedes, and with police escorts in front and behind, their sirens blaring, we raced the paparazzi to the Louvre. Arriving at the famous museum’s pyramid, we were greeted by a

  team of escorts and security. They led us through private tunnels, up some stairs, then down some others. A door suddenly opened and we were standing behind a velvet rope, beyond which stood the

  world’s most famous woman: Leonardo da Vinci’s masterpiece of beauty and mystery, the Mona Lisa. Oh my God, pinch us again!




  The curator of the Louvre whispered in my ear, “We do not allow pictures with the Mona Lisa except on special occasions.” Then she gave us the okay to take a picture or two.

  So Kim and I stood to the side of the velvet rope as a large crowd gathered, whispering our names and waving to us wildly. We took pictures alongside the famous painting, as everyone else began

  taking pictures of us. Incredible!




  When we left through the same side door we had entered, a crazy, chaotic crowd had gathered. It wasn’t until we were ushered away from the Mona Lisa that I realized I was numb,

  floating.




  As I walked toward the car, my mind wandered back to 1978 when I stood in the exact same place in the exact same city on the other side of the same velvet rope, holding hands with my

  husband, Robert Kardashian. We were on our honeymoon and I was a twenty-two-year-old American Airlines flight attendant. I thought, Who could have imagined that I would be back thirty-something

  years later, and this would be my life? I had come full circle. Now, the road I had traveled was nothing I had ever expected or planned.




  I know: the Mona Lisa will be here long after the Kardashians are gone. As I always tell my kids, “You’re going to meet the same people on the way down as you did on the way

  up. So be grateful and humble for the blessings that have been given to you.” Still, I had to admit that trip to the Louvre was one of the headiest experiences of my life.




  I kept thinking: This is where I’m supposed to be.




  I am a wife and a mother (believe it or not, I always dreamed of having six kids). I’m not only living that dream, I’m lucky enough to be living it on a huge stage. I’ve been

  blessed.




  I made it through adversity, through personal storms, tremendous personal loss, a devastating divorce, and seemingly insurmountable tragedy, and managed to pick myself up and find love and

  happiness without ever losing my true self or my motivation to do something with my life and become the best person that I could be.




  My mother told me I could do anything I set my mind to, and she taught me to set the bar high. She taught me to dream big and showed me through her strength and perseverance. My grandmother

  always said: “Do your best!” no matter how big or how small the job. And, of course, my lifelong motto is: “If someone says no, you’re talking to the wrong person.”

  Yet I would live two distinctly different lives—the first derailed by turmoil, tragedy, and wasted opportunities, the second as a wife and mother who not only reclaimed her power and lifelong

  love of family but went on to build the unlikely empire called the Kardashians.




  Coming from humble yet wonderful beginnings in Southern California, I was lucky to meet a man who should have been the love of my life, a young and successful lawyer named Robert Kardashian. He

  transported me into a Beverly Hills dream life and helped me foster a close relationship with God. Then I threw it all away for a crazy love (or lust) affair that left me flattened. I lost my

  husband, my friends, my home, and nearly my mind, only to reassemble my life and my family with my second husband, the Olympic champion Bruce Jenner.




  Shortly after Bruce and I were married, tragedy struck again: My dear friend Nicole Brown Simpson was found stabbed to death on the front steps of her home, and O.J. Simpson—another close

  friend whom I had known since Robert Kardashian and I were married and with whom I would be reunited during my marriage to Bruce Jenner—went on trial for her murder.




  Through the grace of God, I landed on my feet with a second life, a second chance. Standing before the Mona Lisa in the Louvre, I could reflect on it all and what we had accomplished:

  turning the life and times of a Southern California family into a business, an international brand, that connects with millions of people around the world through our laughter, craziness, and, most

  important, our love for one another.




  Yet, like the famous lady in the frame, to many we remain a mystery.




  How did we get here? What is the mystique, the magic, the story behind the smiles? Who am I to manage my family as a business and produce a hit television series, which has spawned, as of this

  writing, three hit spin-off series, all supported by a seemingly endless stream of endorsements, modeling contracts, clothing and fragrance lines, magazine covers, and TV appearances?




  It has taken me half a lifetime to live the story in these pages, one that I hope will show people you can follow your dreams—no matter how big—and still become whatever it is you

  set your mind to through hard work and perseverance, no matter your age or circumstances. And, as with any story worth telling, I have to start at the beginning . . .
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  CHAPTER ONE




  The Candelabra




  I remember the candles. Thousands of them. Green and blue and silver and gold. Candles in all sizes and shapes—angels,

  pillars, balls, and flowers—made of beeswax and paraffin, all so beautiful and smelling divine.




  Most of all, I remember the Gloomchasers: crushed colored glass glued onto a jar, grouted in gold, then polished and placed on teak stands with glass votive candles inside. When the votives were

  lit, the candles would glow and the colors would glisten, and supposedly any gloom in the room would be immediately chased away. The Gloomchasers were gorgeous, and we could not make them fast

  enough or keep them in stock.




  We were the candle family of La Jolla, California. In 1963, my grandparents Lou and Jim Fairbanks along with my mom, Mary Jo, opened one of the first candle stores in California. My grandfather

  Jim would come home after working all day at San Diego Glass and Paint and help my grandmother Lou Ethel make the Gloomchasers in their garage. At their candle store, the Candelabra, my grandmother

  had a room as big as a walk-in closet exclusively for Gloomchasers, all of them lit, all of them magical.




  The candles are my most vivid memory of my perfect childhood in the perfect world we had in Southern California, before it all began to fall apart . . .




  My father, Robert Houghton, was an engineer for Convair, an aircraft design and manufacturing company. He and my mom had me on

  November 5, 1955, and my sister, Karen, three years later. We lived in Point Loma, a really tony area of San Diego, in a big, beautiful white house like you see in the movies.




  Karen and I were extremely close in the fabulous Gidget dream of an early childhood that we shared. We looked very different. She had light brown hair, and I had jet-black hair—and

  she was smaller than I was. There’s a definite family resemblance, though. It’s obvious that we come from the same parents. We also had different personalities. Even though we grew up

  under the same circumstances and in the same environment, we just approached goals and situations differently, even in childhood. With my big, chatty personality, I’m sure I entertained my

  quieter sister. We loved each other, and we were there for each other through thick and thin, and to this day we are part of each other’s lives.




  When I was seven, our parents had an argument, and soon they were arguing all of the time. Finally, in 1962, my father packed his bags. He was “going away,” our parents told us, but

  he would be back. That’s how you did it in those days. There wasn’t a therapeutic plan for how to tell a seven-year-old and her four-year-old sister that life as they knew it was over.

  Soon we realized that our parents were getting divorced and our father was never coming back. We had a great relationship with him until Convair moved to Long Beach in the mid-seventies, and took

  my father with it. We saw him rarely after that.




  The divorce was tough for me and had lasting effects. It was very, very hard for me to wrap my head around my parents not living together anymore. My dad would come visit us at our house in

  Point Loma, the one that we used to all live in together. That was really hard, because we were young. He would come to visit us and then leave again. That was really weird for me. I wondered,

  Why is he leaving? Is he going to stay? Is this going to work out? When you are a child and your parents separate, you’re always hoping that they are going to get back together.




  My mother was such a pillar of strength through that time. I didn’t realize it then, but watching her remain that strong and upbeat through such a personal storm was very influential on

  me. She wasn’t going to let that divorce get her down. We moved from Point Loma to Clairemont, where my grandparents lived. My mom bought this amazing 1956 T-Bird convertible. She used to

  throw us in the back of the car and drive us to the beach in La Jolla. In those days you didn’t have to wear seat belts, and we’d sit in the tiny area in the back of the car with the

  picnic lunch she had packed. Her girlfriends would meet us at the beach, and we’d eat our picnic lunch. She did so many fun things on the weekends with us, and it was clear we were going to

  persevere. The three of us were going to be just fine.




  My mother raised us with rules. She wasn’t going to let us run amok. There were rules and regulations: we had to make our beds, and we had to wash our sink out when we brushed our teeth

  like my grandmother taught us, and we had to help her vacuum, and we had to clean the house a couple of days a week. We had to take care of our own rooms and belongings. She taught us to be

  responsible for ourselves, and that that was the way to overcome adversity. She taught us to just pick ourselves up by the bootstraps and soldier on with a smile. We were going to have fun, and

  things were going to be great. They might not be perfect, and we might not have a dad, but life was still fabulous.




  Just after my parents’ divorce in 1963, I was walking home from school in second grade, passing the huge mansion with the circular driveway near our house in Point Loma, as I did every

  day. For some reason I hit the inside of my left shin on a retaining wall. It hurt all night long. When I woke up the next morning, I had a bump on my leg the size of a large lemon. The doctor said

  we needed to do some X-rays, and when the results came back, it showed I had a bone tumor. My parents had to sign a piece of paper before I went into surgery, stating that if the doctors found

  cancer in my bones, they had approval to amputate my leg at the hip, or wherever the doctor determined the cancer began.




  Mom and Dad didn’t think I could hear them talking about this, but I could. So all I could think about when I went into this surgery was the doctors amputating my leg at the hip. I was

  scared to death. But I came out of the surgery, with my mom and my grandmother in the waiting room, and I still had my leg.




  That was when I realized how loving my family was and how appreciative I was to have them help me get through something so traumatic. It was also the first time my dad had come back since the

  divorce. He came to the hospital and brought me a transistor radio in a black case. I have it to this day. The end of the divorce had been rough, so he had stayed away for a while, and his visit

  meant a lot to me. My mom gave me a stuffed monkey named Anabelle, and that monkey has lived in every closet in every home I’ve had since.




  From the moment my parents divorced, my mom worked full-time. She loved to work, and we learned from her that work was a positive thing. She had to sell our beautiful house in Point Loma, but my

  grandmother helped her get a house on Deer Park Drive in Clairemont, just three blocks away from Longfellow Elementary. I walked to school and was a Brownie. My grandfather Jim came over and built

  my sister and me a real playhouse. I’ll never forget how amazing that playhouse was, right in front of our house. We were really happy. Every day after school, my mother would give us a

  dollar each, and Karen and I would walk up to the little strip mall at the other end of the street and buy candy as an after-school treat.




  My mom worked in many places after my parents’ divorce, but the job I most remember was in a pro shop at a golf course. My mom is and always has been so beautiful: she’s tall, and

  she has such a beautiful figure. And she’s always dressed to the nines. When I was a little girl, my mom dressed like all women did in the ’50s with the fashion and the drama—the

  hats and the gloves, everything. My mom didn’t have a lot of money in those days, but somehow she always figured out a way to look really fashionable. She went to work every day dressed like

  Jacqueline Kennedy. She was the mom doing the housework and making dinner, but at the same time, she was wearing these gorgeous dresses cinched at the waist. She always looked like she had on some

  fabulous Chanel ensemble. And her hair was perfect. She was so beautiful, and I adored and admired her.




  But it was my grandmother who was most instrumental in my upbringing. My grandmother was my hero. She was born in Hope, Arkansas, and her first husband, my biological grandfather, cheated on

  her. So she packed up my mother and had the gumption to leave. She was very strong-willed and stubborn. She decided she didn’t need a man, and she moved with her daughter to San Diego. She

  was so confident, so smart, and she had a strong sense of self. She met my grandfather Jim while working as an accountant on a naval base in San Diego. She wasn’t afraid to roll up her

  sleeves and get to work.




  She and my grandfather lived in an upper-middle-class neighborhood with an avocado tree and a birdbath in the backyard. Since my mom was busy with work, Grandma and I really bonded. After my

  father moved, my grandfather became the male figure in my life. He was pure working-class Middle America. Every day he put on a uniform—khaki pants, khaki shirt—and went to work for San

  Diego Glass, driving one of those trucks that carried big panes of glass on their sides.




  My grandma bought our school clothes, cooked the greatest dinners, and bathed and groomed her two toy poodles, Bridgette and Toulouse, who were supposed to be my dogs. My mother wouldn’t

  let me keep them because they were too much work, so my grandmother kept them for me.




  My grandmother was gorgeous like my mom, but she had blond hair and green eyes. Until the day she died, my grandmother wore a matching outfit every single day. She always wore beautiful slacks

  with a matching blazer and the perfect blouse and shoes. My family members, every last one of them, were always fashion-forward, and my grandmother was the matriarch. Fashion and grooming were both

  very important to her. Even if we were going to Disneyland, she made sure to take us shopping a few days beforehand to buy us new outfits for the outing. My grandmother took us shopping while my

  mom was at work, and if we had a friend with us, she got a new outfit too. It was always important to my grandmother and my mother that we looked our best.




  I remember how special my grandmother used to make our holidays—big, perfect, and glorious, a tradition that I would eventually assume and take to an even bigger level. We celebrated

  everything endlessly. At Easter, for instance, there were Easter cupcakes and Easter cookies and Easter eggs. She always entertained as if she were expecting a party of fifty guests, even when she

  was having only my little sister and me. I grew to love that quality, and I think she passed it on to me. When I grew up and got married and had kids of my own, I wanted to do all the same kinds of

  things for my own kids. Of course, I ended up carrying on the traditions my grandmother taught me, except on steroids. Doing everything for my kids is something I learned from my grandmother. She

  sparked a dream in me early on: to someday have a ton of kids and become a wonderful mother.




  Grandma also taught me the value of hard work.




  The Candelabra was right in the middle of La Jolla, just across from the ocean. She just loved candles. A great deal of my childhood was spent in that store. My mom often worked there

  with my grandmother. The older I got, of course, the more often they would drag me along with them to work. I would be in the back room, doing my little chores: wrapping gifts for customers, making

  candles, and doing whatever else needed to be done.




  The Candelabra did so well that my mother opened up her own shop in 1976, called the Candles of La Jolla. So there was the Candelabra on Prospect Street and the Candles of La Jolla on Gerard,

  next to John’s Waffle Shop.




  Candles became our family business. I grew up working in both shops. When I was old enough to drive, I drove myself to work there. My whole childhood, beginning at age ten, was spent working in

  those two stores. By the time I was thirteen, I was getting a little paycheck and really contributing to the business by being there at Christmastime. During Christmas vacation, I spent my days at

  the candle store, wrapping gifts as fast as I could.




  My grandmother actually did so well at her candle store that she was able to keep her home decorated in a just-2die4-style, as did my mother. They liked beautiful things, and everything had to

  be just so. They were both perfectionists. “As soon as you finish using the sink, wash it out with Comet,” my grandmother would tell me. “Clean the sink and polish it.” It

  was the era of “Cleanliness is next to Godliness,” and that was how I was raised: with a “Whistle while you work” mentality, like in Snow White and the Seven

  Dwarfs.




  Because of all of that, I never complained about hard work; I thrived on it. From a young age I learned that if I wanted to get ahead in life, I needed to work. It was a pretty perfect world:

  hard work, beautiful candles, and lots of love.




  A few years after my parents had divorced, my mother met Harry Shannon. Harry was a great guy, and he quickly became her guy. They fell completely in love. It started off great, but for a

  while the candles in our lives began to flicker and came close to blowing out.




  Harry was a drinker and he loved to party. It was the era of the Rat Pack, of course, and everybody went to cocktail parties on the

  weekends. Even my grandmother would have her friends over regularly. But Harry Shannon took it to an extreme. He was an alcoholic. Still, my mom loved him, dating him on and off, but always

  breaking up with him because she had two little girls to take care of and would lose patience with his problems with alcohol.




  Harry had money. He was a yacht broker and taught his clients how to sail. He was an excellent sailor, and he was definitely a businessman. He walked around in fabulous white linen slacks,

  jackets, and fabulous loafers. He was the coolest, most beautiful dresser. He always looked like a Ralph Lauren ad.




  He was in love with my mother. But when Harry drank, he misbehaved. Once when they were dating, my sister and I were sleeping in my mom’s bed because she had gone out that night and left

  us with a babysitter. When she came home, she crawled into bed with us and we all fell asleep. An hour or so later, we heard banging at the bedroom window. Harry Shannon was trying to get into the

  house. He was drunk as a skunk. We went to the front door and peeked through the curtain to see him pounding on the door and screaming, “Let me in, Mary Jo! Let me in!”




  “Go home, Harry, and come back when you sober up!” she screamed through the door. “You’re in no shape to be here.”




  “Let me in!” he continued.




  My sister and I were, of course, scared. We crawled into my mother’s bed and sat there shivering under the covers, wondering what was going to happen next. Every once in a while, we would

  get out of the bed and peek out the window. He kept banging and he was banging so hard, we thought he might knock down the house. It was that bad. Finally, he went home.




  That night, my mother promised us that she would never subject us to anything like that again. Harry Shannon was out of her life until he sobered up. A day or two later, Harry came crawling back

  on hands and knees, apologizing profusely. A short time after that, he proposed. My mother finally gave him an ultimatum: quit drinking and we’ll get married.




  That very day, he quit. He wouldn’t have another drink until the day he died. Just like Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton, Harry and Mom flew to Puerto Vallarta and got married, taking a

  few friends along for the ride. It was June of 1968, and I was thirteen. My sister and I stayed with my grandparents. We were standing there with my grandparents when Mom and Harry returned,

  thinking, Wow, we have a stepdad! From that day forward, I called Harry “Dad.” He embraced my sister and me as if we were his own. Harry taught me a big lesson in life: if you

  want something bad enough, and are willing to change your life for it, you can do anything. Harry taught me how to find inner strength.




  Soon after their marriage, Harry announced that he was going to invest in a new company. “We’re going to move to Oxnard, California,” he said. “And we’re going to

  harvest abalone.”




  “Abalone?” I asked. “What’s abalone?”




  He explained: abalone is a big, red, edible sea snail.




  Ugh!




  I had lived in the San Diego area my whole life. I was in junior high, and we were all very happy. But here was Harry Shannon talking about giving it all up for sea snails, abalone, something we

  had never heard about before, and my mother telling us it was a done deal. Harry, my mom, Karen, and I were all moving to Oxnard—the strawberry and lima bean capital of California, 155 miles

  north of San Diego—where Harry could invest in something called the Abalone Processing Plant. Mom put her candle shop on hold—she had someone work there for the summer—and we

  moved up to Oxnard. We moved into this small apartment. We had no friends. We didn’t know anybody.




  I hated abalone.




  I hated the idea of abalone harvesting: of fishermen catching abalone and bringing abalone back to Harry and his partners’ plant. He had people there pounding and preparing the abalone for

  sale. We would go to these restaurants and eat abalone burgers. Again, ugh! Why couldn’t he have bought a McDonald’s franchise? That would have been a great idea to a girl

  of thirteen. Burgers, yes. But abalone? What? The whole move was just a big hot mess.




  That same year, I started my period. I was away from my friends, away from any family, stuck up in Oxnard, surrounded by abalone. I was yearning for my grandmother, missing my old life and that

  part of my family. I wrote her probably three hundred letters during that miserable Oxnard summer. I cried my eyes out every single night, missing her. I could have said, “Oh, I’m

  getting the next train to La Jolla.” I guess I could have lived with my grandmother. But that was my mother’s first year of marriage, and I was part of a family unit. Still, all I could

  think about was getting out.




  The only highlight of this time was when a girlfriend from San Diego called and said she and her dad were going into Los Angeles to a big sale at Judy’s. Now, Judy’s I loved.

  Judy’s was famous. Shopping there was fantastic. So I met my girlfriend at Judy’s in L.A. with some cash that my grandmother had sent me, and I had the best time. I felt like such a big

  girl, such an independent woman, who could go into a big city all by herself with a girlfriend and go shopping. I could get used to this, I thought. I liked the independence of making my own

  decisions.




  But when I got back home it was still Oxnard. And abalone. In some ways, the move to Oxnard was my first step toward me being independent. I thought, Okay, life isn’t going the way I

  expected it to. I’m stuck up here. It made me think that I never wanted to be “stuck” again. I couldn’t wait to be able to make decisions for myself after that. I never

  forgot the things I learned in Oxnard, most important that I never again wanted to be in the position of being completely powerless to do something about a situation I didn’t want to be

  in.




  Then the unthinkable happened: three months after our move to Oxnard, Harry’s partner took all of the money in the

  company—$15,000—and skipped town, never to be heard from again. My parents kept it quiet at first. We were young and they didn’t want to worry us.




  I was happy when I found out. Not for the loss, but I was so excited to be going home. We were packing up and moving back to San Diego almost immediately. I couldn’t pack fast

  enough.




  It was a major failure for Mom and Harry. He’d lost everything he had invested. We weren’t broke—we still had the candle store—but Mom and Harry were essentially starting

  over. That was scary. But still, I was thrilled to be going back home and my parents were ready to make something wonderful happen for them again.




  We rented a house across the street from my grandparents’ in Clairemont. I was not only back in San Diego, I was also living across the street from my beloved grandmother. I spent time

  with her every single day. It took Harry a while to financially recover from his Oxnard/abalone fall. First he went to work for his brother, who had a very successful car dealership in San Diego.

  Harry was very entrepreneurial. He bought a car rental franchise called Ugly Duckling Rent-A-Car and started renting out cars across the street from Sea World. It was in a little run-down building,

  but he and my mom fixed it up. Eventually they opened an antenna installation company as well, and Harry would crawl up onto people’s roofs like Spider-Man and install television

  antennas.




  After that, Harry heard about a new business: car striping. People were taking tape and striping their cars with pinstripes. Remember that? That became Harry’s newest venture. He became

  the best car striper in San Diego. He went from car dealership to car dealership, becoming “the Car Striper Guy” and striping five cars a day at dealerships all over the area.




  Harry taught me that if someone says no, you are talking to the wrong person. It’s a mantra I have made my own. Just like my grandmother, Harry showed me how to do whatever it takes to get

  the job done and make a living. Nobody handed him anything on a silver platter. Harry thrived on hard work.




  The whole experience—Harry’s alcoholism and recovery/Oxnard/abalone/car rental/car striping—was a kind of wake-up call for me. It taught me how fast your life can turn around

  on a dime. I learned a lot of lessons I was able to use later. One minute I was with my grandmother, my mom was off getting married in Puerto Vallarta, and life was dandy. I went to school, I got

  good grades, I had lots of friends. I was a very stable kid, really responsible. The candles were burning bright. So when my life became so unorganized and messy, it made me uncomfortable. The

  years after the debacle in Oxnard were wonderful for all of us, and highlighted what a wonderful man Harry Shannon really was. My biological dad, at that point, was gone. He was a really good guy,

  but we had lost touch with him. He moved back east and then to the Midwest, moving all over, trying to find work. I didn’t even know where he was or what he did at that point. He called or

  sent letters periodically, but he was really just doing his own thing.




  Harry, meanwhile, treated us as if we were his own kids. He showed us unconditional love. He redefined for me what family means. He showed me what it meant to be a good husband and contributor.

  When my mom wanted a new patio for the backyard, for example, he went out and brought home a truckload of bricks and laid my mom a gorgeous new patio for her new backyard. He was just a

  doer. If my mom needed something ironed, he did it. He was the family ironer. He was the best at ironing in the world. He would make it look like a professional job! He taught us by example

  what it meant to be an active part of a happy family.




  Mom and Harry’s businesses were doing well, and soon we were moving into a beautiful house in University City, a brand-new neighborhood where an entire area had been leveled—acres

  and acres and acres—to create a new development. Everything was new. It was a neighborhood full of kids with brand-new schools, brand-new houses, brand-new everything. Our new house had red

  shag carpeting, gorgeous in those days. On Fridays, my mom would make me rake the rug to fluff it up before I could go out with my friends.




  By that time I had a second job, other than the candle business. I worked in a doughnut shop. I would report to work at five a.m., where I would literally scrape the glaze off the floor and sell

  coffee to customers. Then I would walk across the street and catch the bus to school. After school, I would work in the candle shop. When I came home, I would rake the carpet before I was allowed

  to go out with my friends. I never complained about the work. By the time I was a teenager, I knew that I had a beautiful life in La Jolla and I wanted to keep it going. I was determined to make

  something of myself one day. But in those days my idea of success was getting married and having babies. Six babies




  Boyfriends? Sure, a few. Just like any normal teenage girl, I loved hanging out with my friends. But mostly in groups. Weekends at the beach. Surfing at La Jolla Shores. Every day during the

  summer. But no real serious relationship yet. I always saw myself as being with an adult. I was biding my time.




  When I turned sixteen, Harry surprised me with a brand-new car, a red Mazda RX-2. I would often drive that red Mazda east on the freeway that connects La Jolla with Clairemont, thinking about my

  plan. I always had to have a plan. I believed in dreaming big, working hard, and setting goals.




  At that age, most girls were thinking about the prom. I was thinking, Fuck the prom. I want to get married and have six kids. I felt like life would start when I got that done. I

  graduated from Clairemont High, but I didn’t go to college. No interest. School wasn’t my thing. I had already set goals for my life, and college wasn’t part of it.




  I wanted to get out into the world.




  


    

  




  CHAPTER TWO




  R.G.K.




  My best friend in high school was Debbie Mungle. We hung out together every single day. Debbie had great style and was always so

  much fun. Her mother was the business manager for a professional golfer named Phil Rodgers. Phil was like a part of Debbie’s family, and he was very well-known. Debbie and I had been to many

  golf tournaments with Phil. And for our high school graduation, Debbie’s mom bought us tickets to Hawaii so that we could go with Phil to the Hawaiian Open.




  “You’ll stay at the hotel, and it will be lots of fun,” Phil told us.




  I was seventeen, and I am still shocked my mother let me go.




  In Hawaii, I met a professional golfer I’ll call Anthony.




  He was twelve years older than me.




  He was tall, dark-haired, funny, and successful, and he represented this glamorous world of golf. Maybe I was just a golf groupie, but I liked him immediately. He made all the boys I’d

  hung out with in high school seem like, well, boys.




  He was on the PGA tour with Phil. He was my first grown-up, non–high school boyfriend. I was very young, and I think my mother probably thought it was a phase and I would grow out of it,

  which I eventually did. I don’t think she ever really thought that Anthony would be the person I would end up with for the rest of my life, because I was very, very young. She was smart

  enough to let me go through the motions and figure it out for myself. Even more, my mom and dad actually came to love Anthony, as did my grandmother. In my family, if the matriarch says something

  is okay, then it is okay. And everyone falls in line. They thought he was great because they had gone to so many of his golf tournaments. They loved going to the golf tournaments—especially

  Harry and his brother, Jim, who actually ran a golf tournament that Anthony always played in Torrey Pines. Harry and my mom used to take care of the scoreboard. They would go down to the eighteenth

  hole, and there was this huge board, and Harry would get up there and change the board. He had so much fun.




  My parents loved golf. They loved that whole lifestyle, so when I ran off to golf tournaments with my girlfriend Debbie, my mom just said, “Have fun!” My parents weren’t strict

  when it came to things like that. They knew that I was going to be that independent person, so they just followed that old philosophy that if your kids want to do something, they’re going to

  do it with or without your blessing. So that is what I did, and Anthony went along with the whole golfing experience. We had many adventures together.




  Anthony courted me; he showed me things I had never seen, taking me to PGA events in these beautiful places and resorts. I had grown up going to the La Costa Country Club with my dad and uncle,

  and I thought those big golf events were so glamorous and exciting. But that was nothing compared to Anthony’s world. Soon I was traveling with Anthony to Japan, Scotland, London, Mexico

  City. I spent a year traveling with him. Dating someone who was a professional golfer was thrilling. Anthony was hanging out with the likes of Lee Trevino, Ben Crenshaw, and Tom Watson.




  After we had dated for a year and a half, Debbie and I convinced Anthony to let us live in his town house in Mission Beach—free of charge, of course. I have to admit, we were little con

  artists. We told Anthony that since he was on his way to being a truly big-time golfer, he needed us to live in his house and watch his plants and take care of things for him. So while

  Anthony was out on the road, Debbie and I lived in his house. I was able to save money by continuing to work at my mom and grandmother’s candle stores, as well as a little dress shop in La

  Jolla. I was already multitasking.




  One day, in the midsummer of my eighteenth year, while Anthony was out of town at a golf tournament, Debbie and I decided to go to the horse races. That was the fateful day I met a young L.A.

  lawyer named Robert George Kardashian.




  Every year, my mother would go to the Del Mar Thoroughbred Club, very close to San Diego, on opening day. Going to Del Mar was

  exciting because it was such an example of wealth and high society. The clothes were amazing and the fashion was over-the-top. We lived in a beautiful neighborhood in San Diego, but I wasn’t

  used to going to big events. Naturally, I jumped at the chance to go to Del Mar with my mom.




  Mom took us a couple of times over the years, but that summer we were living in Anthony’s place, Debbie and some other friends of ours went to the track on our own. It was a beautiful day

  in Del Mar. I was beside myself with excitement. The women were all in gorgeous white with big hats and giant sunglasses. I was wearing a white pantsuit with a huge hat and sunglasses, like some

  1920s movie star. Around my neck was a gold necklace with a pendant that spelled out the words “OH, SHIT.” (I still have that necklace.)




  We were having lunch at the Turf Club, the private club at Del Mar. I walked out to make a $2 bet. After I placed my bet, I stood next to a nearby pillar to wait for Debbie to place her bet.

  That’s when I noticed a guy standing in front of me.




  “Hi, is your name Janet?” he asked.




  “That is the worst pickup line I have ever heard!” I replied.




  “No, I’m serious. Is your name Janet?” he continued. He was dressed in a blazer and slacks, platform shoes, with slicked-back hair and had this big mustache. He looked very

  successful, and a lot like the singer Tony Orlando.




  “No, my name is not Janet,” I told him.




  “Well, then what is it?” he asked.




  “What’s your name?” I shot back.




  “I’m Robert Kardashian.”




  “Okay, my name is Kris.”




  “What’s your last name?”




  “Why do you want to know?”




  “Because you look exactly like a girl I used to go out with.”




  “If you used to go out with her, you should know her last name.”




  “Come on, tell me your name.”




  “It’s Kris Houghton.”




  “How do you spell that?”




  “K-R-I-S-H-O-U-G-H-T-O-N.”




  “Where do you live?”




  By then I’d had enough. He was so bold. He was hitting on me! I thought he was cute. I also thought he was way too old for me.




  “San Diego,” I said.




  “Oh,” he said, and paused. “Well, would you ever consider going out with me?”




  “No!”




  He stared down at my necklace, which, of course, spelled out “OH, SHIT.”




  “Nice necklace,” he said.




  “Thanks,” I said. I have to admit, I was snobby. I knew I looked pretty cute. I was on my game that day, and I knew it. I turned to go back to the Turf Club.




  “Maybe I’ll call you sometime. What’s your phone number?” he called out after me.




  “I’m not giving you my phone number,” I replied firmly, and that was that.




  I felt his eyes on me for the rest of the day. I would look around and find him practically stalking me, standing in the corner, staring at me. When a race was about to begin, I would go to the

  window to place another bet. Sure enough, there’s Robert Kardashian, waiting for me to show up. This time he had brought his brother.




  “I’d like to introduce you to my brother, Tommy,” he said. He and Tommy and their father, Arthur, came to the races every year, just like we did.




  “Nice to meet you,” I said to Robert’s brother. Then to Robert: “See you later.”




  “Are you still not going to give me your number?”




  “Nope, not going to give you my number.”




  Back in the early ’70s, you could look up just about anybody in the phone book. I wasn’t listed, though, because Debbie and I had just moved into Anthony’s house about six

  months before. We had a new phone line of our own. It was just an old-fashioned one-line dial-up phone.




  One day, Debbie was at work when the telephone rang.




  “Hi there, Kris! It’s Bob Kardashian,” he said. “Remember? The races?”




  I remembered all too well. “How did you get my number?” I asked.




  “My friend Joni Migdal works for the telephone company,” he said. “She just looked up your records and saw that you have a brand-new number and she gave it to me.”




  Oh my God! I thought. But I just said, “Well, hi.”




  I put him off for weeks and weeks as he kept trying to convince me to go out with him. He called me twice a week. Then weeks turned into months. He had this low voice, and it was so adult and

  grown-up. He actually scared me a little bit. He was a little intimidating.




  I got to know him a little over the phone, even though I really didn’t want to for some reason. Robert said that he lived in Beverly Hills, and he had a really nice house. He told me about

  his close Armenian family. But every time he would get around to asking me out, I would say, “I really can’t.” I never told him the full story about Anthony, but I did eventually

  tell him that I was dating someone else, and that his name was Anthony and that he was a PGA golfer.




  Months passed. I hadn’t seen Robert again, but I had continued to speak to him by phone. One day, Debbie and I went up to Los Angeles to watch Anthony and Phil play in the Los Angeles Open

  at the Riviera Country Club. We checked into the round Holiday Inn on the corner off the 405 and got all dolled up. I remember I wore a pair of new sunglasses I had just bought at

  Judy’s—really great movie-star sunglasses—and I had this little purse with a wooden handle so that you could change out the purse itself and just attach different bags to the

  wooden handle, gray flannel or black-and-white check or black leather. Every golfer’s wife had that purse. I thought I looked pretty cute with my golf shoes and my fabulous outfit and my

  little sweater. We had VIP passes and the purse, just like the other professional-golfer wives.




  We headed to the golf course. Anthony was playing a round with Arnold Palmer. Arnold Palmer had fifty bazillion followers—“Arnie’s Army,” they called them—and they

  were his fan club. I followed Anthony around with my little stick seat, which unfolded out into a chair. With my little seat and my cute outfit, I looked like I had been out on tour for ages.

  Debbie and I floated around between Anthony and Phil. The round Anthony played with Arnold Palmer was crazy—there were so many people around. It was like having your boyfriend play against

  Tiger Woods.




  I was walking down the fairway when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and there he was. “Remember me? Bob Kardashian,” he said.




  I was shocked, but he kept talking. “This is my friend Joni Migdal,” he continued, introducing me to the woman who had found my phone number for him.




  “What are you guys doing here?” I said, my mind racing. I was trying to put it all together. Did he just run into me accidentally? Was Joni Migdal actually his girlfriend? Robert and

  Joni started to follow me around the fairway. I found Debbie, but it was clear Robert and Joni were not planning to leave.




  Around this time, Anthony walked by and saw the little parade on my tail. “Oh, who are your friends?” he asked.




  “This is Robert Kardashian and Joni Migdal,” I said.




  Robert turned to me and said, “Cute glasses.”




  I smiled at that; I loved those sunglasses.




  “They’re filthy. You better clean them,” he added.




  I took them off and, sure enough, they were filthy, smudged, and I was so embarrassed. I thought I was so cool and so meticulous, and here I was, wearing a dirty pair of sunglasses.

  Robert thought it was so funny. I cleaned them immediately and we all walked around together for the rest of the day. Finally, Robert said, “I’ll call you.”




  “Isn’t Joni your girlfriend?” I asked when she was out of earshot.




  “No, she’s my friend,” he answered. “We came out here to find you!”




  I had been blowing Robert off every single phone call, but apparently when I told him I was going to the Los Angeles Open, he decided he would come there to find me. After they left, I had to

  admire Robert’s persistence. Here I had blown him off for a year, and he still kept calling me. The Anthony thing seemed serious, but I think I loved the lifestyle more than the man. So the

  next time Robert called and asked, “Will you finally go out with me?” I relented.




  “If you come to San Diego and take me out on a real date, I will go out with you,” I told him. I didn’t tell Robert that I had agreed to marry Anthony.




  Anthony proposed, and I had been having so much fun dating him that I thought that saying yes was the right thing to do. But as

  time passed, I started to realize that I didn’t really want to marry Anthony. At nineteen, I was too young to be engaged to anyone. I had also reconnected with my biological father. My dad

  had moved back to San Diego, and I reached out to him a lot. My dad became not just the dad who didn’t get along with my mom when I was a child; he became more like a friend. He was a really

  cool guy, and I really enjoyed the time I would spend with him. We formed this really amazing bond during that time.




  Also around this same time, I fell in love with cooking. Debbie and I entertained at Anthony’s house on his tiny patio, taking turns hosting parties. Debbie would make the best tacos and

  peach margaritas and amazing dips and guacamole, and I would make steaks, Caesar salads, and baked potatoes. We invited our friends over, and I started inviting my dad. Dad got to know Anthony a

  bit, and he already knew Debbie. When I told him about Robert, he wanted to get to know him too.




  But it wasn’t meant to be.




  The night of our big, long-awaited first date, Robert picked me up and said, “Let’s go to the movies.” He had actually flown from Los Angeles to San Diego just for our date

  that night. After the movie, we ended up back at my house, which was also, of course, still Anthony’s house. Debbie was working that night, so Robert and I were alone, and somehow we made our

  way upstairs. We were messing around and heading in the direction of some major hanky-panky when we heard the front door open. Anthony was home!




  “Kris!” I heard him calling from downstairs. I looked at Robert, and Robert looked at me. Oh, shit. We were so busted. We flew to our feet, but we were stuck upstairs in

  Anthony’s town house. And we are not talking about the Taj Mahal here—it wasn’t a big place. How are we getting out of here? I thought. We couldn’t jump out of a

  second-story window. I couldn’t hide Robert in the closet. Thank God we had our clothes on.




  “Let’s make a run for it!” I said, and we went running down the stairs, right past Anthony, and headed for the front door. It was stupid and immature of me to think we could

  get away with that.




  “What are you doing here?” Anthony yelled at Robert.




  I stopped, turned around, and I answered, “Oh, this is my friend Bob.”




  “What are you doing here, man?” Anthony repeated, and he and Robert got into it. Anthony started to grab Robert, and I immediately realized Robert was not a fighter. He was standing

  there in his designer jeans, Gucci loafers, and a gorgeous Gucci sweater with an anchor knitted into it. Anthony grabbed the sweater first.




  “Don’t touch the sweater!” Robert screamed. “It’s my brother’s!” He had stolen his brother’s brand-new Gucci sweater out of his closet to wear for

  our big first date, not thinking he might get attacked by a really pissed-off professional golfer while wearing it. Anthony didn’t give a damn. He grabbed the sweater and ripped it,

  stretching it out terribly and ruining it. Robert just broke away and went hauling down the street, running for his life.




  I ran past Anthony, grabbed my car keys from the front table, jumped in my little red Mazda, locked the doors, and took off after Robert. When I reached him, we were both shaking. “Get in

  the car! Get in the car!” I yelled. He hopped in, and we could see Anthony in the rearview mirror, chasing us down the street.




  “I am never coming back here again,” Robert said.




  “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry,” I said. I was so upset. I thought he would never speak to me again. I had told him that Anthony and I weren’t getting along, but I never

  meant to put him in such a situation.




  “Where do you want to go?” I asked him.




  “Just take me to the airport,” Robert said. “When you get things straightened out with this guy, or decide what you want to do, we’ll talk. But that was scary.”




  I dropped him off and he flew back to L.A. I didn’t hear from him again for a really long time. He had probably never been in a fight in his life before that night.




  That same year, on Easter Sunday evening of 1975, I was standing in the kitchen at Anthony’s house when the phone rang. It

  was my paternal grandfather.




  “I have some really bad news,” he said. “Your dad’s been in a terrible accident, and he didn’t make it.”




  He told me the awful details: He was with his girlfriend in his vintage yellow Porsche—his pride and joy—and was run off the road by a jackknifed semitruck in a remote, deserted area

  of Mexico. A group of nuns found the wreckage by the side of the road and took him to the closest medical facility. My father’s girlfriend survived, but he suffered severe internal injuries.

  He was only forty-two years old.




  I screamed, dropped the phone, and was just crying, crying, crying, hysterically crying. A few nights before, my father had called me. “I’m going to Mexico for Easter break and

  I’m taking my girlfriend. I would love to see you tonight, honey. Are you busy?” he asked. I hadn’t been busy, but I was tired. When I told him that, he said, “It’s

  okay, I’ll just see you when I get back. It’s fine.” And now he was dead. He was the first significant person in my life who had died, and when he had wanted to spend time with

  me, I had blown him off.




  It was an important lesson about love. Love your family; try to do as much as you can. I think that’s why I’m always trying to burn the candle at both ends now. I want to be there

  for my family and for my loved ones, and if somebody needs me or wants to be with me, I feel really bad or guilty if I can’t be there for them. You never know when it might be the last time

  you see somebody.




  My dad was a lot of fun. He liked to have a good time. He was very social. I remember that one time when I was a teenager he invited me up to spend the weekend with him in Long Beach. He took me

  to Venice Beach, and he thought that was so cool. He would always try to think of the cool thing to do that would help him relate to me at whatever particular age I was at the time. I was probably

  sixteen and I had just started driving when he invited me to come up and see his place that weekend. I didn’t appreciate it at the time, but when I look back at that moment, I realize how

  much thought he put into where he could take me instead of just maybe another movie or a dinner. He wanted to make sure I had a good time.
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