
Janet and Bob’s Wedding Story 
Bob passed away one day short of our 35th wedding anniversary. Which got me to thinking of our beautiful wedding in 

the Black Forest in Germany. Bob is first generation American, born to parents who immigrated from Germany between 
the two World Wars. He grew up on Long Island, where his parents owned a butcher shop and corner grocery store, and 

eventually a restaurant He started young working in the butcher shop where he learned 
to make all kinds of German sausages, as well as other deli goodies. He was proud of his 
heritage, and enjoyed German music, foods, and traditions. He spoke conversational Ger-
man. 

I was Bob’s second wife. Almost 25 years my senior, Bob swept me off my feet with 
his poise and charm, his story telling, and his cooking! Once I agreed to marry him it be-
came very apparent that Bob would have nothing to do with a long engagement, and he 
whisked me away to the Black Forest to get married. A close family friend, with whom he 
referred to as “uncle”, owned a hotel and restaurant in Mengen. One phone call to his 
“people” in Germany, and plans were underway. I was told to pack my white shoes, and 
we would shop for our wedding clothes once we arrived in Germany. I was lucky to find a 
beautiful pin-tucked wedding dress that fit perfectly, despite being about six inches too 

short in front. I was decidedly the tallest person 
at the wedding, including the men! 

We were married in Mengen (closest city is 
Freiburg), which is this picture postcard village 
surrounded by vineyards. Bob’s uncle had been 
director of food and beverage at the NY Waldorf 
Astoria Hotel in the 50’s and 60’s, and he had re-
turned to Germany to open a guest hotel in a 

town fairly close to where he grew up. I was charmed by the village with its 
quaint cobblestoned streets, and vineyards as far as the eyes could see. His uncle 
invited the whole town to the wedding, and so we had about 50 people in attend-
ance. Most folks only spoke German, and I certainly could not converse with 
them. But I won them over with my bright smile and my mastering of the German 

word for “yes”. If anyone asked me anything, I just answered “ja” (yah) and smiled! 
The result was me gaining 5 lbs because I had food and drink served to me at all 
times — ja-ja! 

The chapel where we were married, sat up on top of the highest hill in town, 
and the narrow road to the chapel went around and around the hill before arriving 
to the front door of the church. It was windy that day, and I remember the wind 
picking up my veil and blowing it up in the breeze. 

We rode in a horse drawn carriage from the town to the chapel. Our parents 
rode with us, and the villagers lined the street and clapped and waved with white 
hankies as we rode by. They soon followed gleefully behind the carriage, singing, 
skipping and clapping all the way to the chapel. I am not making this up. When we 
got to the top of the hill, we were greeted by the minister and told to walk to the 

front of the church near the alter. There was no bridal procession. I was surprised by this, but it 
gave my dad time to take photos instead of worrying about the usual responsibility of walking 
his daughter down the aisle. The rest of the attendees (the town folk) just followed us through 
the front door and sat down in the pews. The small chapel was packed with a sea of smiling fac-
es, only a few I had a chance to meet ahead of time. The Lutheran minister spoke English, but 
his accent was so heavy, I could not understand him, and so Bob leaned over and told me when 
to say "I Do". The ceremony was long. So long that we had special seats near the alter where we 
sat and listened to the minister and the music. It is a mystery all the rituals that went on. I am 
not Lutheran. But it was fascinating and the 500-year-old chapel stunningly beautiful. 

One of my strongest memories, and certainly one that still tickles my funny bone to this day, 
is when we went to exit the chapel as husband and wife. The men's choir from the town had pre-
pared a special song to sing "in honor of the Americans" who had come to their town to be mar-
ried. Most of these men did not speak English, and so the words, as they sung them, had a stac-
cato sound but the harmony and beauty of their voices well outshined any incorrect pronuncia-
tion of the words. And their song choice was The Battle Hymn of the Republic! Yes! I am telling 
the truth! They sang this song so gallantly and with such pride as we walked out of the church. I 
was beaming with delight all the way down the aisle and out into the courtyard! It was a wed-
ding “march” in the true definition of the word, and I was honored by their kind gesture, alt-

hough amused by their song choice! And following right behind us were all 50 
guests right out the door and into the garden for a champagne reception, com-
plete with good food and German music. I could go on, because the 2-hour organ 
recital and 8-course dinner and dance reception were yet to come. And lest I for-
get to tell you about the 4-tier wedding cake, big enough to feed 250 guests, dec-
orated with white chocolate lace, pillars of sugar, and on top a white horse drawn 
carriage with husband-and-wife figurines. It was a celebration of all celebrations, 
and I understand the townsfolks ate cake for a week. It was for certain, a day Bob 
and I enjoyed talking about often throughout our marriage. 

Bob and I met when I was 22 and working at the 
Hilton Hotel. He said my smile and sparkle swept him 
off his feet from the moment he met me; but I main-
tained a friendship with him, rebuffing him for years, 
declaring the age difference was a deal breaker. But he 

never gave up until the day I agreed to marry him. And once the engagement was announced, 
he set about with his uncle creating a fairytale wedding to rival Princess Diana’s. I still have 
that horse drawn carriage cake topper stored safely with other keepsakes, as it is a tender re-
minder of the most magical day of my young life. 

   Bob presented to me on our wedding day a beautiful love letter. In part he wrote, “I know I 

am the luckiest man alive today, for you became my bride, my wife. I cherish you so, and I hope 

you feel as happy as I. You have my heart forever…” 


