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THE WEDDING DRESS LEGEND 
 

 This is a tale about a wedding dress I inherited when my mother-in-law died.  It 
came in an old suitcase which I packed away and forgot about.  When my daughter Betsy 
was going to be married she remembered it, and so we found the old suitcase and there it 
was, all squished up, full of stains, but of beautiful ivory silk trimmed with exquisite lace.  
I remembered the family legend that the bride had been kidnapped after her wedding by 
the groom’s brothers and it looked like it.  It was 
pretty beat up.  It was spotted all over and in places 
the lace was torn.  I wasn’t sure we could restore it.  
I had learned in the past that the dress came from 
Paris but I had no way of authenticating that now.  It 
could have been white but one could see from age it 
had changed to a very delicate light ecru.  There was 
a picture of the bride too which gave us a blueprint 
of what the dress should look like.  We lived in 
Mexico City and I didn’t know anyone there to trust 
with the cleaning so I thought it best to take it all 
apart and start from scratch.  I reinforced the lace 
and mended it.  After much time and putting all the 
pieces together the dress was ready for its second 
debut.  Betsy was married June 5, 1964 in one of the 
oldest colonial churches in Mexico City, in her grandmother’s wedding dress.  Little did 
we know, this occasion would only be a prelude to the future. 
 A few years passed during which Betsy’s sister Gini joined the Peace Corps and 
was sent to Bangkok, Thailand.  While she was there a romance blossomed between Gini 
and another Peace Corps volunteer.  It wasn’t long before I received a request for the 
wedding dress which had been carefully cleaned and stored.  And so it was all arranged to 
have the wedding in the garden of the Peace Corps Director.  I arrived in Bangkok and, 
after all the hugs and kisses, we waited for the baggage.  Unfortunately, I foolishly had 
packed the dress in my suitcase and, lo and behold, my suitcase was on the way to India!  
After many tears and much persuasion, the plane was stopped and the suitcase removed.  
All was well and the wedding took place June 26, 1971 in this beautiful garden in 
Bangkok in her grandmother’s wedding dress. 
 Once again the dress was packed up.  A few years passed and Betsy’s daughter 
Carrie asked to wear the dress.  Her mother had died and I didn’t have the heart to refuse 

 



Volume XIV, Page 12 
 

her.  But then, I was in Texas and Carrie was in Mexico.  How would we know if the dress 
would fit?   The only solution was to take Carrie’s measurements and to buy a standing 
dressmaker’s form.  Again it was a painstaking job of fitting.  But remembering the prior 
incident, I hand-carried the dress on the plane and Carrie was married in Mexico City 
November 28, 1992 in her great grandmother’s dress. 

 By this time, the 
dress was a little beat up 
but nevertheless it was 
boxed and preserved.  
Sure enough, its time 
wasn’t over.  Carrie’s 
brother Christopher was 
about to be married and 
Carrie mentioned “the 
dress” to his fiancée.  
And surprise!  Esther 
asked if she could wear it 
and said her mother had 
a seamstress who 
specialized in antique 
fabric and laces and 
would be able to restore 
the fabric and the lace to 
almost its original 
condition.  Now “the 
dress” was in for a new 
experience.  Up to this 
time, all the weddings 
had been in the Catholic 
tradition but Esther was 
going to have a Jewish 
wedding.  If the dress 
could tell its story, it 
could tell about this 

wedding with a rabbi under a canopy complete with the smashing of the glass.  Esther 
changed to another dress after the ceremony in order to preserve “the dress” so once again 
it was cleaned and restored after being worn by the new wife of a great grandson at a 
wedding on July 17, 1999 in Philadelphia. 
 Amazingly, the tale of “the dress” was not over yet.  Gini’s daughter Mara, who 
also became a Peace Corps Volunteer, met another Peace Corp Volunteer in Haiti.  A 
romance developed and Mara wanted to wear her great grandmother’s wedding dress.  
Out came the dress from the box and her mother Gini carried it very gingerly to Haiti and 
Mara, the great granddaughter of the original bride, was married February 19, 2005 on an 
island off the coast of Haiti.  This is the legend of the wedding dress that traveled the 
world through two generations of descendents and has been carefully cleaned and 
preserved waiting for the future generation of brides in the family, maybe.   
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