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About the Author

Pamela Anderson is an international icon whose work spans both entertainment and activism. Through the Pamela Anderson Foundation, she champions causes close to her heart, including ocean and rain forest conservation and the protection of vulnerable humans and animals. Above all else, being a mother to sons Brandon Thomas Lee and Dylan Jagger Lee has been Pamela’s priority and greatest source of pride.




About the Book

TO LIVE

AND DREAM

IS A WICKED DANCE.

MY DREAMS OFTEN COME TRUE-

A CURSE,

AND A BLESSING.

PAMELA ANDERSON’s blond bombshell image was ubiquitous in the 1990s. Discovered in the stands during a Canadian football game, she was quickly launched into superstardom, becoming Playboy’s favourite cover girl and an emblem of Hollywood glamour and sex appeal. Yet the Pamela Anderson we think we know was created through happenstance rather than careful cultivation. Love, Pamela brings forth her true story, that of a small town girl getting tangled up in her own dreams.

Growing up on Vancouver Island, the daughter of young, wild, and unwittingly stylish parents, Pamela lived a hardscrabble childhood but developed a deep love for nature, populating her world with misfits, apparitional friends, and injured animals. Eventually overcoming her natural shyness, Pamela let her restless imagination propel her into a life few can dream of, in Hollywood and the Playboy Mansion. As her star rose, she found herself becoming a fixture of tabloid fodder, at the height of an era when paparazzi tactics were bent on destroying a person’s image and self-esteem.

Pamela forged ahead with grace, finding sanctuary in her love of art and literature, and emerged a devoted mother and activist. Now, having returned to the island of her childhood, after a memorable run starring as Roxie in Chicago on Broadway, Pamela is telling her story, a story of an irrepressible free spirit coming home and discovering herself anew at every turn. With vivid prose interspersed with bursts of original poetry, Love, Pamela is a pensive, layered, and unforgettable memoir.





FOR MY BOYS,

The ones who encouraged me

to write my story

in my

imperfect style.

It’s the only way to endure

and describe

my life.

My unique madness,

my legacy.

From my invincible heart alone,

unfiltered.







Love is so short,
and forgetting is so long.

—PABLO NERUDA, Veinte poemas de amor y una canción desesperada: Edición en dos idiomas
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The lines blur

between dreams

and reality,

or where I end

and the world begins.

To live

and dream

is a wicked dance.

My dreams often come true—

A curse,

and a blessing.

Now that

I’ve come full circle

I finally feel “safe.”

I’ve stumbled upon a kind of love

that will sustain me—

not only a practical,

friendly,

and compassionate love,

A romance

full of fairies,

nymphs,

and magic.

A true love story—

The love

of self.

More likely,

A tender forgiveness.

Good habits

are hard to recognize

in the context

of all my past

and present decisions.

There is no right

or wrong,

just personal fixations

based on one’s history,

trauma,

innocence,

and education.

I was always told I was

“unmanageable.”

Nobody agreed with my choices

Maybe

that’s a good sign.

I was on no path but my own.

I was a hands-on parent,

No nannies,

The boys’

baseball game schedules

written into my film

and TV contracts.

My children always came first—

no matter what—

Nobody can take that away

from us.

A rarity in Hollywood.

I was

and still am

an exceptionally

easy target.

And,

I’m proud of that.

My defenses are weak.

I’m not bitter,

I don’t have the craving to be hard,

heard, or taken seriously.

I prefer

To be fluid

and free,

without boundaries.

Leaving life to chance

and destiny.

“Give me something else I can’t handle,”

I’d say—

Up for the challenge.

Life is a series of problems

we must navigate

with grace—

one problem solved,

another arises,

Again

and again

until we die.

I bumble along

pushing those closest to me

to new,

annoying,

and inspiring places,

asking of others

only what I demand

of myself—

I’m

a little girl born

of eccentrically beautiful,

creatively codependent,

unapologetic women,

Who were much too good

for any man.

A collective mermaid society,

Living in sandcastles,

dreaming under seaweed duvets,

oyster shells for dinnerware . . .

My mentors were fierce,

in cotton candy bouffants,

sturdy and wise,

yet weirdly fantastic.

I have been fortunate

to have the feminine wild spirit

whimsical and ever-present

swirling around me,

From my

bombshell mother

to the unique women

who raised her.

Rebel beauties

in Philip Treacy berets,

bent with blue water tactics,

sassy secret weapons.

Tried and true behaviors,

harmlessly loving

and unabashedly

sexy.

A sensuality

armed with

fantastic family recipes,

love, and seduction.

“The way to all men’s hearts

is through their stomachs,”

and also,

their starving minds.

I was taught

to never give up

Or relinquish “the chase”—

“Keep it interesting,”

“Don’t be too easy”—

To be such a girl these days

Has the opposite signal.

Taboo,

frustrating, unpatriotic,

or problematic.

It is natural

and interesting to me

to blend feminism

and femininity:

Learning the art of the tease

while holding dear

the value of self-worth

right alongside it.

All of this

ingrained in me,

celestial and

genetically loaded.

My memories

seem to be in a blender,

a blur of time,

Decades of delusion,

Confusion.

I prefer not to write about dates,

or years or months

or weeks—

It feels superficial.

The relationships

I’ve had

are not my life’s work—

Well . . .

They are a timeline.

In fact,

I think of my life

not in years,

but by who I was in love with

at that time.

A fuzzy memory.

I call it “soft vision”

like how I look to the camera—

Looking “through” it—

Even past it—

Never

a direct stare to the lens

but a softened focus.

A delicate squint into the abyss

like I could see something further

But not quite make it out.

Curious—

An energy calling me—

Gravity pulling me toward.

Every cover

Every photograph

from my end was literally

a blur.

(It also could’ve meant I needed glasses.)

Most people’s lives go

unrecorded,

or worse,

unlived.

It’s quite therapeutic going through

The archives.

I’ve survived

It’s almost like I lived my life

to write about it.

So,

I’m reaching

from here—

Into the deep mud puddle

I’ve created—

fishing out rocks—

And pulling up the dirtiness

that defends the bottom’s

often challenged

depth . . .

That’s me—

I devour books and art—

They shape me.

A lump of clay

waiting to be sculpted.

I pour

all I can into me

and

wake up

a new person every day—

achy, ravenous,

and reaching for the watering can.

Though this is a serious book

about abuse,

struggle,

and overcoming,

I hope it is also

Entertaining . . .

and,

more importantly,

Empowering.

My story

might resonate—

a small-town girl

who somehow got tangled up

in her own dream.

Realizing quickly

she had created something

out of nothing.

I lit the fuse

and

It took off without me

like a wild firecracker you can’t catch—

whipping playfully,

dangerously unpredictable,

and too hot to handle.

An endless smoking burn—

There were

hardships,

and joy,

And

throughout it all,

I felt led through:

All I needed was

Courage

to take another step—

Knowing

I had angels by my side.

The only protection

I needed,

Along with a firm sense of self.

I have an

unwavering faith in something—

A God,

there has to be—

There was a turning point

when I felt free

to be myself

and not just exist in survival mode—

Liberation—

when I realized

I was my own worst critic,

I decided

to shed the paralyzing shyness

that I was imprisoned by—

Realizing

that life is happening

with

or without me.

A

mindset:

If others can be it,

So can I.

To the young girls

and boys

out there

who are painting their own lives,

“Winging it,”

You’re not crazy.

You’re brave like me.

Independent thinking and

Disobedience

are important—

And,

you are going to be okay.

I wish someone told me that.

And if they did

I wish

I believed them.

I became a warrior,

A destroyer

of old beliefs,

Slaying dragons.

I embraced

the illuminating thought:

I am “good enough.”

I am powerful—

Oh am I . . .
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