 Mitzi and Bob early years
    
    I was married twice. The first time to a very nice girl who is my niece Pam's best friend, Rosalie; Italian, Catholic girl from my home town (where we still live) East Haven, CT. We were married in a Catholic church on September 17, 1971; I was only 21 and that marriage lasted until July 1976 when I moved back home to mom and dad.
    I then got engaged to another nice girl Linda; Italian, Catholic girl from my home town here in East Haven. In fact she lived right around the corner from Rosalie's parents. 

That occurred during 1977 & 1978.
    On August 11, 1978 I was performing at The Dilly Dally Pub - that's right, I didn't make the name up. The pub was pretty packed with people. I was on break walking by the bar and some girl asked "Are you a Scientologist?" and I said "No, what’s that?" Well, this was not Mitzi but a girl Mitzi was working with named Cindy. You see, Mitzi told me much later that they would come to the pub on Friday nights after work to have cheesecake. The pub was never filled with people, but even back then I had a following- that's the 1st time she heard "You're in my heart". Mitzi was working at a mission of Scientology that was near the pub-one town over. I saw her sitting at the bar: tall, long blond hair, beautiful... wow! I could feel there was mutual admiration from her too. But wait! I'm engaged to someone else!
    Mitzi and I talked. I told her that I was also performing at Brocks (an Irish restaurant) and she could come to see me there. We'd talk after the show sitting in my car. I'd sit, sitting on my hands so I wouldn't touch her and "cheat" on Linda but my heart already was. I was feeling very guilty! She would always come on a Friday or during the week because Linda would only go to my shows on Saturday nights, she'd be out with the girls on Friday. I had a very "nice" relationship with Linda and the guilt was getting to me. I'd call Mitzi and say "I can't do this anymore" and she'd say “I understand. We'll meet again in another lifetime"! And after we'd hang up I think: I don't want to wait another lifetime and call her back and say: "on Wednesday I'll be at Brocks and Linda won't be there". Of course, Mitzi would be.
    I realized that I came to a fork in the road. You know what Yogi Barra (the old baseball player) once said: "When you come to the fork in the road... take it!" Here were my two choices: Do I stay with the nice Catholic, Italian girl from East Haven? Seems like I've already been down that road! Or do I go with the natural blond (rare in East Haven but my mom, not Italian, had natural blond hair), from Nebraska ( I never knew anyone from Nebraska), who was adopted (that's cool) and who is a Scientologist- which, at the time, I knew little about except what my family would find in the tabloids. Scientology: Cult! They brain wash their followers and turn them away from their families! Not at all true! I was so excited that I found this great girl and this religion, which I found made lots of sense, and yet my family was so opposed to it and to Mitzi, at first, because she was part of it. And I've always been close to my family but I made up my mind which road to take. I knew this one might not be as easy but it certainly would be more exciting... and it was! Well, Mitzi and I finally got together right after Thanksgiving 1978.    

Mitzi shared an apartment with one of her fellow staff workers. When I left the apartment that first weekend I left my "Bob Mel" business cards all over the room. I knew she had a boyfriend named "Clay". I was thinking a Nebraska (he’s from Indiana) fellow, a tall big blond guy. I knew she was no longer with him and he was in the Navy. What I didn't know and she didn't either was that he was coming back to ask her to marry him. Mitzi's roommate didn't want to let him in (Mitzi wasn’t there, she was with me) but when she did he saw all the business cards he realized that he was too late. If it weren't for Clay I would have never met her. She met Clay in Indiana. He joined the Navy and she followed him to Florida, Mass and CT.
    I was still living with my mom and dad. I'd go back and forth from Mitzi's apartment to home. But on February 12, 1979 my mom had a stroke and Mitzi came to live with us to take care of my dad while mom was in the hospital and both of them when she returned; mom was 72 and dad 78. Some of my family blamed the stroke (because my mom was worrying about me and my relationship with Mitzi) on Mitzi and Scientology. But in spite of all that, Mitzi was there to take care of both of them.
    I never asked Mitzi to marry me. I told her we would get married exactly one year from the day we met. Of course she agreed. We wanted to pick a good place, a place that would be different for her family from Nebraska and Indiana. The Castle Inn in Old Saybrook was perfect, right on the water (Long Island Sound). We wanted the date to be Saturday night, August 11, 1979 exactly one year after we met but they told us that they had a wedding booked that night. Mitzi was crushed! But I said "You know, we really didn't meet until after 12:00 so it was technically August 12th, so let's just have the wedding on Sunday". Mitzi said "OK, but I wish that couple would just elope!" 
    So the wedding was planned for Sunday August 12, 1979; a couple of weeks before, we went there to make final arrangements. I said "boy, you have a busy weekend with all these weddings" and the owner said "no, only yours". And I said "I thought you had one on Saturday" and he said "they eloped!".... I just looked at her in amazement and that’s how it all started.


            
