
      
         [image: cover image]

      
   
      
         [image: title page]

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraphs

         
         
            The first thing that a man—

            striving to come of age in any

            period of human history—

            has to do is to choose what is

            true, what is real and what is

            not real in the picture of society

            established for him by his elders.

            —John Dos Passos

         

          

         
            Three things will last forever—

            faith, hope, and love—

            and the greatest of these is love.

            —1 Cor. 13:13 (nlt)
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            Chapter One
For the Defense

         
         I long demurred in writing of the Rhinelander trial. Alice Beatrice Jones Rhinelander is my client; I am her attorney of record;
            and as such I am bound by the attorney-client privilege.
         

         
         As sometimes happens over the course of a protracted legal proceeding, Alice and I became quite close. Now she has asked that
            the privilege be waived. Alice has given me permission to divulge even her most intimate confessions. To that end, when we
            agreed to embark on this account of the case, Alice provided me with her diaries—the memoirs closest to a woman’s heart, revealing
            her innermost feelings and thoughts—all so that we might, in her words, “set the record straight.” Yes, I am Alice’s advocate;
            I am also her confessor, and I admit to bias. Alice has my heart. I write this for her.
         

         
         *  *  *

         When Alice first gave me her journals, she was ashamed of her writing, calling it, as did Rhinelander’s lawyers, “crude and
            unschooled.”
         

         
         Unlike the Rhinelander attorneys, however, who would seek to shame Alice by entering her letters in evidence at trial, and then bring attention to errors of spelling and grammar, for the benefit of my readers, I have endeavored to edit her journal entries, although without changing or even shading the meaning and intent of her words. 

         
         The Rhinelander lawsuit was heard before a judge and jury in Westchester County Superior Court in White Plains, New York.
            The month-long trial provoked a frenzy of front-page newspaper stories and feature articles in national magazines. The case
            dominated the tabloids every day for weeks on end in America, and with dissemination through wire services the Rhinelander
            lawsuit was news in Europe as well.
         

         
         It began with the initial discovery of the marriage, which led to a virtual invasion of our town by reporters; cameramen;
            and avid, even violent, followers of the case. The mania for news about the trial and the litigants continued throughout the
            yearlong legal proceedings; reached a climax during the testimony of the plaintiff, Leonard Rhinelander; and barely subsided
            with the verdict and lengthy aftermath of appeals and settlements as human-interest stories continued to appear on the fate
            of the infamous couple.
         

         
         Yet, in all that has been written about the parties and the issues involved in the Rhinelander lawsuit, no one has told the true and heartfelt essence of what this case is really about. Rhinelander v. Rhinelander, when stripped of all the sordid details, is a story of innocent young love tainted and corrupted by money, prejudice, and
            social standing.
         

         
         *  *  *

         I know the Jones family; I knew them even before the trial. George Jones, Alice’s father, is well regarded in our New Rochelle, New York, community. He is the owner and operator of our town taxi service. Of West Indian descent, he is a powerfully built man with a dark, coffee-colored complexion, wiry iron gray hair, and a pure white mustache. His wife, Elizabeth Jones, is English, white, and decidedly working-class. As our town’s only mixed-race couple, they are an anomaly accepted more readily perhaps because of their British background. 

         
         I welcomed Alice and her parents into our offices across from the courthouse in White Plains on that chilly, overcast day
            in November 1924. The Rhinelander family attorney, a Mr. Leon Jacobs of Manhattan, recommended our firm. Jacobs, who came
            to be referred to disparagingly around our offices as “that New York kike” or “the big-city yid,” was acquainted with my law
            partner, New Rochelle city judge Samuel Swinburne, who was to be named lead counsel on the Rhinelander defense. Judge Swinburne
            said in reference to the plaintiff’s attorney, Leon Jacobs, “It is one thing to be an able and aggressive advocate; it is
            quite another to be a spineless lackey.”
         

         
         George and Elizabeth Jones arrived with their daughter Alice, then a woman in her early twenties. I knew George Jones as an
            industrious man of proud bearing who managed the taxi stand at the local train station; and who, with hard work, frugality,
            and good business sense, had managed to purchase a few commercial buildings in our town that he then refurbished and sold
            or leased at a profit. Jones and his wife are both immigrants from England. They have three daughters: Emily, the eldest,
            who is married and has a daughter of her own; Alice, the middle child; and Grace, the youngest, both still living at home.
            The entire Jones family attended our venerable Christ’s Church in Pelham Manor. Founded in 1843 in the Episcopal/Anglican
            tradition, our church welcomes all members of the body of Christ.
         

         
         The well-mannered Jones girls were always smartly dressed and regularly attended church Sunday school. They enjoyed good reputations well into adulthood. It was through the church that Judge Swinburne came to know George Jones and, under authority of opposing counsel, our firm was retained to represent Alice. I was tasked to argue on Alice’s behalf. Judge Swinburne and Richard Keogh, an associate in our firm, were to join me at the defense table. Judge Swinburne recommended my former mentor, Judge Isaac N. Mills, who had only recently retired after twenty-seven years on the bench, as worthy local counsel to assist Mr. Jacobs and appear on behalf of the Rhinelander boy. Judge Joseph Morschauser, a seasoned and well-regarded jurist, was assigned to preside over what was to become a lengthy, bitterly fought, and sensational trial. 

         
         At our first meeting, Alice struck me as a young woman of uncommon strength of character. She has a rare, mysterious charm
            that goes beyond her physical appearance. She has her father’s aquiline facial features: a straight nose like the prow of
            a ship; high, pronounced cheekbones giving her a long visage the English might term “horsey”; and full, shapely lips. She
            wears her slick black hair in a fashionable long bob. She has a subtle forbidden attraction like belladonna. Alice is not
            someone to be trifled with; she’s no shrinking violet. She carries herself with poise; she looks one in the eye, and she holds
            one’s gaze.
         

         
         As Alice removed her gloves, I noticed her long, slender, and quite lovely dark-hued hands. Her voice is deep, resonant, and
            soothing. But it is her eyes that are Alice’s most remarkable feature: big, dark brown, and nearly black orbs with whites
            tinged blue, eyes that are at once luminous and sleepy, what some novelist might describe as “bedroom eyes,” with long black
            lashes that flutter like the delicate wings of a butterfly.
         

         
         As a woman in her early twenties, she had a remarkable reserve of self-confidence that I noticed straightaway. Through their attorneys, the Rhinelander family had proffered a considerable monetary settlement should Alice agree not to contest the lawsuit brought by her husband, and thus allow her marriage to young Leonard Kip Rhinelander to be dissolved. When I explained the nature of the cash settlement, and presented her with a draft of the annulment agreement drawn up by the Rhinelander attorneys, Alice rejected the offer without a second thought. 

         
         “In the first place, it’s not true. Not one word of what has been written about our marriage in those papers is the truth,” Alice declared, referring to the preliminary complaint brought against her by her husband through his lawyers. She sat
            forward, pushed the settlement papers aside, and gazed at me steadily with a determined look that I would come to know well
            over the course of the litigation.
         

         
         “I didn’t deceive Leonard into marrying me; not at all. And I certainly didn’t marry him for his family’s money,” Alice stated
            emphatically. “I don’t intend to be bought off, Mr. Davis. There is no amount of money I can place on my heart.
         

         
         “Besides, I don’t for a moment believe this is Len’s doing,” she insisted. “Leonard loves me still. This is his father’s wish.
            His father’s fear is behind this.”
         

         
         I found it interesting that Alice named fear as Rhinelander Senior’s motive even at our first interview. How perceptive, I thought, and I warned her, “It could get ugly.”
         

         
         To lighten the mood, I remarked how Ambrose Bierce, one of my favorite authors, once likened a lawsuit to “a machine which
            you go into as a pig and come out a sausage.”
         

         
         Alice laughed and said, “Well, I’m no pig, or I would take the money. And besides, Leonard told me to fight.”

         
         Elizabeth Jones confirmed that Leon Jacobs and another man—whom I was to learn was Joseph Strong, a Rhinelander family handler retained to serve Alice with the lawsuit—had appeared at the Jones home in New Rochelle and read aloud a note from Leonard that urged his bride to fight the annulment. But Jacobs had refused to provide Alice with the note. 

         
         Of course Jacobs would not hand over the written note, I thought, knowing full well how it attested to Leonard’s state of mind.
         

         
         So it was decided: come what may, we were going to court.

         
         *  *  *

         As an early indication of the lengths to which Leon Jacobs was prepared to go on behalf of his diffident client, the barrister
            filed an amended complaint alleging several instances of material fraud on behalf of Alice in supposedly deceiving Leonard
            Rhinelander into marrying her. Jacobs petitioned the court for a speedy trial based upon the outrageous assertion that the
            Rhinelander marriage represented, and I quote from the complaint, “a public threat as long as it was allowed to continue.”
         

         
          What public threat? I wondered—besides, that is, the threat to the Rhinelander name. In his filing, Jacobs advised the court that the couple’s
            marriage “is notorious and famous. The great American public, the state, and society are vitally interested in the outcome
            thereof. That both the plaintiff and the defendant should know as speedily as possible whether they are husband and wife or
            not.”
         

         
         Judge Morschauser, referring to the already heightened interest in the case and with ever-mounting security concerns as our
            town filled up with reporters and followers of the proceedings, granted the motion.
         

         
         With barely a month to prepare, Rhinelander v. Rhinelander was placed on the docket with a date set for trial.
         

         
         *  *  *

         The Rhinelander lawsuit had come to our firm at a time when I was contemplating retirement. My service at the bar had been
            gratifying but tiring. I graduated from the US Military Academy at West Point with every intention of making a career of the
            military. The law virtually kidnapped me. During a summer vacation after my graduation, I took what was to be a part-time
            position as a lowly clerk in the offices of Judge Isaac N. Mills. It was there, and in the courtroom while listening spellbound
            to Judge Mills argue, that I fell in love with the language of the law. It dawned on me with the force of revelation, and
            the affair continued with the charms of seduction, the simple intimation that the law exists as naught but words; yes, it
            is all merely, and yet profoundly, spoken or written language; and hardly an exact science. Indeed, the law is more akin to
            literature than it is to mathematics; and in school I had always been more attracted to reading and writing than to arithmetic.
            
         

         
         It is easy to see how one may become enraptured and then confused by the conflicting narratives in a closely contended case.
            Facts are facts, to be sure; but they are subject to interpretation. One must weigh all possible counters to every supposition.
            The law and its practitioners attempt to ferret out the finest morsel and tidbit of truth, each and every nuance and shading
            of fact in a domain as turbid and conflicted as the human heart; and they search in intellectual territory as dense and varied
            as a vast swath of subequatorial jungle. Yet when we hear the truth we think we know it, for it rings true. And then along
            comes opposing counsel to dash our newfound assurances on the bulwark of a better-built argument. Woe to the finder of shifting
            facts, simple jurymen tasked to grasp snatches of truth swept away like fallen leaves caught in gusts of blustery rhetoric.
         

         
         In 1924, when Alice and her parents walked into my office and presented me with Rhinelander v. Rhinelander, I was content to, as they say, meander off into the sunset with my fishing pole in hand. My handcrafted lures would be at
            the ready, and then I’d while away my remaining days fly fishing, pass my evenings quietly hooking rugs, and leave the law
            books and the litigants’ arena to the brash boys coming up with their law degrees and licenses in hand, and precious little
            understanding of the gravitas and responsibilities of the calling—for it is a calling, like the priesthood or the medical
            profession. The attorney at law has a duty, not simply a job or a profession, but a commitment to a higher order—that of justice;
            and despite being the brunt of many bad jokes, lawyers are essential to the orderly progress of civilized society.
         

         
         Of course, I hoped to exit the adversarial stage with a successful performance and a victorious result—a favorable and even
            memorable decision. In that regard, the case against Alice Rhinelander initially struck me as insuperable. I would have preferred
            that she agree to accept the settlement offer—a win by default with its monetary rewards.
         

         
         But that was not to be. After the first amount was summarily rejected, not long before trial was set to commence with preliminary
            motions and jury selection, a chauffeur-driven limousine pulled up outside our offices. I had only just arrived back from
            court after entering my counterclaims on behalf of Alice when the family patriarch, Philip Rhinelander himself, stepped from
            his car accompanied by Mr. Jacobs and Judge Mills, and entered our offices, where they proceeded to ask me to present our
            client with a second offer of nearly double the original amount.
         

         
         Philip Rhinelander impressed me as a man who was accustomed to getting his way. Of course I knew who he was. The Rhinelander name and their exalted status was high upon the list of the two hundred most influential New York society families, with their bloodlines traced back to the original Huguenot settlers of New Rochelle, and their vast real estate holdings in the area—the Rhinelander family pedigree and their financial influence were well regarded in our town as well as in our offices. My associate Judge Swinburne knew Philip Rhinelander personally and had done business with the Rhinelander Real Estate Company in the past. The marriage of young Leonard—or Kip, as the Rhinelander boy was known to family and friends—as the sole male heir still under the family patriarch’s control, now wed to a local woman so far beneath the social stratum the Rhinelanders occupied—that such a disparate union was clearly unacceptable to Rhinelander Senior came as no surprise. Philip Rhinelander was known as a proud and imperious man with a storied military history. 

         
         “As I’m sure you know, Mr. Davis, marriage is a damnably serious state of affairs,” Rhinelander felt it necessary to instruct
            me. “Particularly when it involves a young man who is from a family of a certain place in society.”
         

         
         “I do know that,” I said. “And of course I will relay your latest offer to Mrs. Rhinelander.”

         
         I took a perverse pleasure in calling Alice by her married name, knowing how it would irk Philip Rhinelander.

         
         “However, I feel I must warn you, sir,” I went on, “Alice has instructed me to reject any settlement to accept the annulment.
            As I hope Mr. Jacobs told you, your son Leonard sent his wife a note with Mr. Jacobs when Alice was served with the suit.
            She was given the note to read but not to retain. In that note Leonard professed his undying love and urged his bride to contest
            the lawsuit.”
         

         
         Rhinelander’s face hardened, and he nodded. “Yes, I know all about it. I saw the note,” he said and cast a quick look at Jacobs. “But the boy . . . Leonard, well, he’s still quite young and . . . he’s not thinking clearly, or he would understand that this marriage cannot, and it must not be allowed to continue. We must end it now,” Rhinelander pronounced, and he stood as if to announce that the meeting was concluded.
         

         
         “I expect you to do what you can to see that your client comes to terms,” Rhinelander asserted. “Mr. Jacobs will attend to
            all the financial details.”
         

         
         “Thank you, sir,” I replied and stood to shake Rhinelander’s hand and see him out.

         
         “I trust you understand, Mr. Rhinelander,” I went on as we neared the front offices, “that my obligation as a member of the
            bar is to my client, and it requires that I represent her, and only her, and that I counsel her to the best of my ability,
            which I will surely do. But finally, as you must know, I am bound to do for Mrs. Rhinelander whatever it is that she decides
            she wants me to do, and not necessarily what you—or I, for that matter—may wish her to do, and which may in fact be in her
            best interests. Alice . . . well, let me just say that the woman your son courted and married, though perhaps not to your
            liking, I will tell you this: Alice is a strong-minded woman, and she has clearly won your boy’s heart.”
         

         
         “Oh, courted, was she?” Rhinelander sniffed, and he stiffened. “Won his heart . . . well, why not call it what it is, Mr. Davis: the boy was seduced. Lust of this sort, what has afflicted Leonard—is a species of madness. He’ll recover.”
         

         
         “He’s twenty-one.”

         
         “So he is.” Rhinelander shrugged. “But Leonard is still a babe in the woods when it comes to women. And this . . . this woman . . . this”—he shook his head and closed his eyes—“whatever she is. She beguiled him. Clearly, she tricked him into marriage.”
         

         
         “That is for a jury to decide.”

         
         Rhinelander scowled and gazed at me; he was obviously displeased with what he perceived as a lack of acquiescence on my behalf.

         
         “Yes,” he said, “I expect it is.”

         
         “Do see what you can do, old boy,” Isaac Mills suggested in a parting aside. “It really won’t benefit anyone should this go
            to trial.”
         

         
         “It appears it already is,” I said. “I filed our reply this morning, and Judge Morschauser’s clerk has set a date. There is
            nothing more I can do now but to see to the interests of my client.”
         

         
         What struck me as I saw the gentlemen out was how—perhaps unknowingly—they had provided me with an intimation of what would
            be the foundation, and even the core meaning, of their case.
         

         
         *  *  *

         Finally, weeks later as the case proceeded with the usual delays, and to dispose of this question of Alice’s motives, I will
            relate that, with the trial nearing conclusion, Rhinelander Senior sent a last desperate message through counsel telling me
            to “name a price, within reason,” to abandon the defense. Once again, Alice resolutely refused to consider a monetary settlement
            of any amount, and she insisted we continue with the trial even as it brought terrible strain upon her nervous condition,
            and fearsome notoriety as well as threats of violence to her and her family.
         

         
         Alice was not to be swayed even at the lowest ebb of her faith in her husband’s love, and in her loss of trust in the basic goodness of humanity. All of which proved, at least to me, that Alice and indeed the entire Jones family never were in it solely for the Rhinelander fortune or their esteemed family name, as would be alleged by the Rhinelander lawyers. 

         
         Our defense sought to prove that Alice’s marriage to young Leonard “Kip” Rhinelander was not simply a matter of unscrupulous
            ambition and fraud, as the plaintiff would contend; but that it was in fact an affair of the heart—and more, as I was beginning
            to understand, at least on behalf of the plaintiff: for young Kip Rhinelander, marrying Alice had been an act of defiance.
         

         
         Now, of course, the challenge was to convince a jury of twelve men, good and true, of the truth of Alice’s heart, and of the
            falsity of the charges brought against her.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two
Sunday, September 18, 1921

         
         
            Dear diary,

            Sunday, glorious Sunday! Church, and then a day of rest. Hah! As Father would say, “There’s no rest for the weary.” I have
               my home chores to see to . . .
            

            Where have I been? I know you may be wondering as it’s been so long—almost a week now since I wrote you last. Working, of
               course. Two jobs! Ugh! One, for the Hanson family looking after their children, which wouldn’t be so bad except for the youngest
               boy, Derrick, who is a real terror. He has temper tantrums and I don’t know what to do with him. He hits me, he screams and
               yells, he throws his toys around, and he won’t do anything I ask until I give him whatever it is he wants. Boys! Girls are
               so much easier, at least for me. Little boys, that is, can be a handful. Once they get older, it’s much easier to settle them
               down.
            

            And, of course, the other, my usual job as a housemaid. Oh, it’s so tedious. . . . Please, someone rescue me!

            Which reminds me, here’s some big news—I met a boy! Leonard is his name, of the Rhinelander family, whoever they are, I have no idea, but I was told—everyone says that they’re rich and famous—at least around here everyone seems to know them. Not that I care. I’ve met rich boys before. They come around looking for local girls they think might be easy. Leonard seems different. In the first place, he’s shy. He stutters when he gets excited. He came to our home looking for Grace—of course! Grace has all the boys looking after her. And if they’re not looking, she makes sure they see her in any case. She’s such a flirt! Grace was out when Leonard came supposedly to bring her a message from some other fellow, whose name is Kreitler, Karl Kreitler. I heard that name enough from my mother. She was so upset with Grace for taking a ring from Karl Kreitler. Grace is already engaged! And besides, she only just met him. But that’s Grace. Everything is a game to her—or a play, a movie, and she’s the star. She doesn’t mind teasing boys, or even hurting their feelings. Mother was so upset with her. Her words exactly . . . how many times have I heard them? “You are to behave yourselves as decent and respectable young ladies!” 

            Those words roll off of Grace like water off a duck.

            I was just coming home from my job at the Hanson’s when Leonard arrived looking for Grace. He said he was there to tell her that Karl Kreitler couldn’t get away to see her that day. Good. So what? Grace had been told not to see him in any case. Now, when he met me, I could tell straightaway that Leonard liked me. It’s easy to tell with most boys. They get silly, in a way, or embarrassed. Leonard forgot why he was there; he stared at me and he stuttered when I asked him who he was. I decided to tease him. “And what are you,” I asked him, “a messenger boy?” That set him back on his heels a bit, which is just the way I like it. With boys, you’ve always got to be looking out to protect your feelings or they will hurt you on purpose to try to show you they are in control—at least, that’s what they think. That doesn’t work with me, not anymore. I learned my lesson and I won’t let any boy boss me around and try to control me. So I look to put them on their guard, so to speak, to let them know who I am so they won’t think they can lord it over and have their way with me. 

            “I’m Leonard Rhinelander,” he said, all la-di-da, as if I was supposed to be impressed. Of course I knew he was no messenger
               boy. Grace already told me all about him. And I saw his brand-new auto parked out front, and I could tell by his clothes and
               by the way he spoke.
            

            “Well, Grace is out,” I told him. “But you’re welcome to come in and wait if you like.”

            He wasn’t sure what he should do. He stood there scraping his feet and looking around as if to see if there was a way he could
               escape without looking foolish.
            

            “Come,” I said, “there’s nothing to be afraid of. We don’t bite.”

            Mother made him a cup of tea. He was very nervous at first. Mother asked him to wait until Grace came home so she could give
               him back the ring the other fellow gave her. That’s something else that made me believe Leonard doesn’t know what he’s doing
               when it comes to courting a girl. It turns out that the ring belongs to Leonard’s mother. It’s a beautiful sapphire ring.
               Now, how do you explain that? Karl Kreitler gave a ring to Grace, who is already engaged, but she took it anyway, and the
               ring doesn’t even belong to him—it belongs to Leonard’s mother! These boys are ridiculous. They must be crazy.
            

            You think that’s ridiculous? Wait till you hear this! Grace came home and Mother made her give back the ring. Now what do you suppose Leonard did? He gave the ring to me! He tried to give me a brooch as well. Mother made me give them both back. Grace and I couldn’t help it—we were laughing. I know it’s not nice to laugh at someone, and I wasn’t actually laughing at Leonard. He laughed as well. He made a joke of it. 

            That’s Len. He’s a funny boy, and he likes to laugh. He seems lonely to me. I got the impression he doesn’t have many friends—apparently,
               if he’s going about with someone like Karl Kreitler, a workman at Leonard’s school.
            

            Of course I know what Leonard wants. It’s what all boys want.

            He invited me to go for a ride in his car. It’s a beautiful car his father bought for him. Mother said no, and I told him
               maybe some other time. Leonard asked if he could phone me. We don’t have a telephone, but I gave him Emily’s number and said
               he could try to call me there at eight in the evening. I do hope he calls.
            

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three
Defending Alice

         
         Of course Rhinelander called Alice; he called her every night. The boy was clearly smitten, and Alice was intrigued by his
            attentions. Soon the couple were writing letters to one another daily—letters that would wind up as relevant and even shocking
            exhibits entered into evidence at trial.
         

         
         Leonard continued to drive down from the Orchards School in Stamford, Connecticut, to New Rochelle in his brand-new sports
            roadster to visit Alice at every opportunity he got. He pursued her, and not the other way around, as the Rhinelander lawyers
            would attempt to prove. Alice confided that she was impressed by Rhinelander’s avid attention, and she did nothing to discourage
            him. It made her feel good, and, as she admitted when I asked, “important. To have a boy like Len court me was . . . flattering. I felt better about myself. And I very quickly began to have real feelings for Len. The more I got to know him, the more I liked him, and the more I knew I was right. Leonard really was a very lonely boy when we met. Even his own family seemed to have forgotten him, packed him off to the Orchards School; and he had no real friends. That fellow Karl Kreitler . . . he wasn’t Len’s friend, not really. He worked at the Orchards and he just latched onto Len and used him for his auto and his money.” 

         
         *  *  *

         After our firm had been retained, I set about reading Alice’s diary entries related to her relations with Rhinelander, and
            it occurred to me how some things may appear obvious and apparently simple, such as young love, and yet they remain mysterious,
            and they can turn out to be as treacherous to navigate and unfathomable as the deep Sargasso Sea. Who is to say how or why
            or with whom one falls in love? It is an emotion as ancient and as personal and mysterious as life itself—and equally inevitable
            for most, yet often well beyond our ken. True love, particularly young love, knows no rules or social constraints. It’s biological,
            not logical. It emanates from a profound region not of the mind but of the spirit as well as of the heart. To seek to control
            love is to attempt to master the life force itself.
         

         
         In my own rather circumscribed love life I had been happily married for more than thirty years; but I will confess that I had never been seized with the kind of heedless, come-hell-or-high-water intense feeling that seemed to have infected the Rhinelander boy. He clearly lost his mind. Certainly he had never met another girl like Alice. How could he? They come from entirely different worlds. Leonard is the pampered scion of an aristocratic bloodline. Alice was a housemaid with a fifth-grade education when they met. And where is the compatibility in such a mixed match mating? One may wonder what they would even have to talk about. But remarkably, and despite her humble origin and lowly station in life, Alice presents as an enigma in human female form—a creation as alluring as Eve. Alice would soon come to dominate the relationship without even trying, as though Rhinelander surrendered himself to her out of sheer desperation—a need to be loved by a real woman, perhaps, or some overwhelming desire for the other: to know someone who was everything he is not. 

         
         *  *  *

         I would attempt to understand Rhinelander’s desire for Alice and to put it into perspective even if I couldn’t appreciate
            what he felt. For young Kip, a sheltered and yet adventurous boy from a distinguished family, for him to come upon Alice after
            motoring along the shore from Connecticut on that early fall afternoon in his shiny new sports roadster given him by his emotionally
            distant father, and with Leonard perhaps feeling the first intimations of independence from his strict upbringing, yes, a
            youngster off on his own at first in pursuit of Alice’s younger sister, Grace. And then to encounter Alice; to be in her heady
            presence for the first time, and with her subtle way of casting a mood; to have her invite him in, make him feel welcome,
            and yet somehow inferior; all this most surely had the impact of an encounter that can and did alter the young man’s life.
            One could liken it to the sudden throwing down of the mythical gauntlet that a boy must either accept or eschew as he embarks
            on his journey to manhood. “Here I must prove myself,” comes the unspoken challenge. “Am I a boy, or am I a man? How am I
            to be perceived by this exotic creature: woman?”
         

         
         One feels that with Alice—that uncomfortable sense of being tested in one’s own manhood while in her presence. It’s curious; how does one explain that even a man of my relatively advanced age, and indeed all the men in our offices, were charmed and slightly intimidated by the young woman? Judge Swinburne in particular seemed to get giddy around Alice—which is why no doubt it was better that I took over management of the lawsuit. Naturally we have all heard it said that women are the weaker sex; men, however, know otherwise when it comes to the force of their feminine allure. Young and old men alike will often wilt and lose all composure and resolve—as did Judge Swinburne—when in the presence of an attractive and charming woman. 

         
         The Rhinelander lad didn’t stand a chance in resisting Alice’s charms. He was known to be painfully bashful. His father had
            packed Leonard off while still a teenager to board at the Orchards School in Stamford, Connecticut. Orchards is a renowned
            inpatient clinic for wealthy young boys said to be suffering from nervous disorders. Leonard was apparently treated for a
            debilitating stammer; as well, he exhibited a lack of confidence and grace in social settings. He was still boarding and in
            treatment at the Orchards School when he met Alice.
         

         
         “I thought Len was silly,” Alice told me when I inquired of her impressions after their initial meeting. “But adorable . . .
            in a way, like a puppy. He wasn’t at all like the other fellow, Karl Kreitler, who was so forward and keen on Grace and who
            turned out to be a cad.”
         

         
         Kreitler, I was to learn, was the older, married man employed as an electrician at the Orchards School. It was this fellow
            Kreitler who cajoled Leonard into driving down to New Rochelle, where he promised they might pick up local girls along the
            way who would be happy to go for a ride in Leonard’s fancy automobile—and perhaps be willing to go farther. Kreitler was experienced
            in this pursuit; however, it was a new adventure for the Rhinelander boy. Leonard—or Kip, as he was known, after his mother’s
            maiden name—was a gentle, unassuming lad only recently turned eighteen when he met Alice. His trial counsel, Judge Isaac Mills,
            would describe Leonard to the jury as “a boy upon whom no girl had ever smiled before.”
         

         
         One could only imagine that the idea of a rendezvous with local girls who might be of questionable moral scruples was as foreign to young Rhinelander as a bout of fisticuffs. He was what the rough boys might call a pantywaist. Alice described him in her diary as sweet and polite. He has lovely manners. He treats me so nice. He opens doors for me; he pulls out my chair and won’t sit
               until I am settled. I never, in all my life, I have never known a boy as nice to me as Len is.
         

         
         Well, that certainly says a lot for the boy. One must not fault him for being good to Alice—not in the beginning, at least.
            It must also be said that Leonard had endured a tragic childhood. His was a youth fraught with emotional pain. Despite the
            Rhinelander family fortune and their lofty standing on the social register as one of New York’s founding families, life had
            not been easy for young Leonard. The trauma of death and loss came early to the lad. As Alice told me, and we were to learn
            in detail at trial, Leonard was just thirteen years old when his beloved mother, Adelaide Rhinelander, née Kip, perished as
            a result of burns she sustained when she apparently upset an oil lamp while dressing for an evening out. Leonard was at home
            at the family’s summer estate at Tuxedo Park at the time of the conflagration. Apparently he tried to get to his mother to
            rescue her but was repelled by the flames. Surely he was traumatized by his mother’s immolation and his inability to save
            her.
         

         
         I cried when Len told me about his mother’s death, Alice confided to her diary. He loved her so much. I just wanted to hold him, to kiss him, and tell him it would be okay, that I would make it all go away.
               Len is the youngest boy still living. He had a younger brother who died while a baby. Len was his mother’s favorite. He showed
               me her photograph. She was a beautiful woman, and so refined, a Kip, the family—his mother’s family—is even more famous than
               the Rhinelanders. Leonard told me that Kip’s Bay in New York is named after the Kips.
         

         
         I had been told that one of Leonard’s older brothers failed to return from the Great War. Another brother had married and moved away. All paterfamilias Philip Rhinelander’s imperious will and strict discipline fell upon his remaining masculine offspring still living under his roof. 

         
         It proved a heavy burden. Leonard became tongue-tied, and some (including his lawyers) would maintain that the boy is brain-tied
            as well as socially awkward. One suspects he was something of an embarrassment to his aloof and dictatorial father. Indeed,
            as we would learn during trial, Philip Rhinelander never once visited his boy while Leonard was enrolled at the Orchards School.
            It took Leonard’s bold pursuit of and marriage to Alice to get his father’s undivided attention.
         

         
         *  *  *

         To hear Alice tell it, Leonard and Kreitler on their initial outing that fine September afternoon—what we know in this region
            as Indian summer—first encountered Alice’s younger sister, Grace, another rare beauty. Grace chanced to be walking along in
            New Rochelle when she came upon Leonard and Kreitler parked by the side of the road. When asked, Grace agreed to go for a
            drive in Leonard’s car.
         

         
         “That’s my sister,” Alice complained. “I wouldn’t have gone, as I know Mother would have been upset.”

         
         Kreitler convinced Leonard to let him take the automobile and go off with Grace while Leonard was made to wait in town; this
            detail said volumes to me about the Rhinelander boy. Kreitler returned an hour later without Grace. He would intimate to Leonard
            that he had sex with Grace, though she denies it. Leonard was inspired to return to New Rochelle the following day. He went
            alone to the Jones’s home in search of Grace and with his claim that he had a message for her from Kreitler.
         

         
         As we were to learn, Rhinelander was actually stepping out on his own in pursuit of a girl for the first time in his young life. Instead of Grace, Leonard met Alice, and from that moment on Alice was to become the singular focus of all Rhinelander’s fledgling amorous intentions. According to an early entry in Alice’s journal, the affair progressed with alacrity. 

         
         What I like about Len, Alice wrote, and by the way, I never call Leonard Kip, as others sometimes do. That was his mother’s maiden name, but it’s not a name for
               a young man—who ever heard of a serious young man with a name like Kip? That’s a name for a puppy, or a clown, and though
               Len can be silly and perhaps immature, he’s gentle and respectful. He took me to the picture show in Mount Vernon. We saw
               The Sheik with Rudolph Valentino—I love that movie. Len even combs his hair like Valentino. He did place his hand on my knee during
               the show, but I removed it, and he was respectful after that. The other fellow, Karl Kreitler, from what Grace said—he was
               not so nice. Leonard told me that Kreitler is married! Imagine! He kept after Grace until our father threatened to beat him.
               That was the last we saw of Karl Kreitler. George Jones is not one to ignore if you know what’s good for you.
         

         
         *  *  *

         The tumultuous year of 1921 was winding down when Alice and Leonard first began seeing each other. The twenties had only just
            begun to roar its challenge of changing social mores and exciting new styles of dress, music, and popular culture, and it
            was all tantalizing to a smart, independent young woman such as Alice. Prohibition of the sale of alcohol was in effect, and
            yet Americans were drinking more. The esteemed New York Times declared gin the national drink and sex the national obsession. Rumrunners and bootleggers were seen as folk heroes. There was a generalized sense of newfound freedom brought about in large part by a booming economy, prevalence of the automobile, as well as heightened ethnic and racial migrations. At the same time a new word to describe an age-old movement had entered the popular vocabulary: fascism. The Nineteenth Amendment, allowing women the right to vote, had recently passed to become the law of the land. Young women were experiencing a new sense of freedom and even of incipient personal and collective power. Indeed, the hormone that made them women, called estrogen, had been identified. Alice clearly saw herself in the vanguard of this modern trend. And as a working girl with her own small income, she embodied the freedom from traditional roles that young women were beginning to experience. 

         
         “I never felt limited because I am a girl,” Alice told me during one of our preliminary interviews. “Whatever I put my mind
            to—that’s what mother always said—whatever you believe you can do, once you put your mind to it, and if you don’t allow others
            to discourage you, you can do it. Mother and Father came to America with nothing. They were both domestic servants in England.
            They came to America because they believed that it is here in this country where a hardworking and clever person can have
            the opportunity to be whoever you make up your mind you want to be. Our father proved that. He went from a cabdriver to owning the taxi stand and the building it was in
            as well as other properties.”
         

         
         All this may have struck members of my generation as daunting and even a bit outlandish; but these children of the new age—known as flappers for the girls and sheiks for the boys—were not intimidated by the changing times, nor were they to be thwarted by rules they considered outmoded. Dating—unchaperoned outings of young men and women, a courting ritual unknown in my youth—had become quite commonplace. The automobile had found new use as a love nest on wheels by affluent youngsters such as Leonard Rhinelander. Alice, though hardly a flapper, embraced the changing fashions, the evolving social customs, and the emerging status of women. 

         
         That a girl of Alice’s humble origins would invariably choose a gracious, respectable style of dress, and exhibit refined
            manners in public as a result of her breeding with strict English parents, impressed Leonard. All this no doubt caused the
            young would-be sheik to think twice about what sort of girl Alice was. She showed him that she was in no regard some common
            local girl just out for a good time. Rather than being an easy conquest, Alice would force Leonard to up his game. In practical
            if not social ways Alice proved to be Leonard’s superior, and even a few years his senior, and with more worldly experience
            despite the obvious chasm in class—whatever that is, I’m still trying to determine; and which I must say, over the course
            of the litigation and lengthy posttrial proceedings, the definition of class would come to take on new meaning.
         

         
         For our second meeting, soon after our firm had been retained to represent Alice against the Rhinelander annulment lawsuit,
            I asked Alice to come to our offices alone, without her parents, so that I might speak with her privately about where I wished
            to go with this more particular and in-depth interview. I did not want Alice to feel constrained in relating sensitive details
            of her affair with Rhinelander due to her parents’ presence. This was before I was entrusted with Alice’s diaries, and at
            a time when we were preparing for trial. Given that the case appeared headed for the public venue of the courtroom, it was
            absolutely necessary that I establish and comprehend the specific dynamics and that I know the boundaries of her intimate
            relations with her estranged husband, to fashion Alice’s defense so as not to be blindsided with evidence presented by the
            plaintiff’s lawyers.
         

         
         “Were you attracted to Rhinelander?” I asked Alice. “It’s important that we establish who pursued whom.”

         
         “Well . . . attracted.” She shrugged her shoulders. “Yes, of course; but not in the way you might expect. Let me see if I
            can explain how I felt. . . . It’s hard to say exactly what was going on in my mind and in my heart at that time. I was very
            confused and upset having just broken off my engagement with my former beau. I felt . . . betrayed. I thought I was over men. But never mind. . . . Speaking of Len, well, all I can say is that at first he amused me. He took
            my mind off the things that were bothering me. I didn’t take him as a serious suitor; it didn’t feel like that, not in the
            beginning. He just . . . showed up. He seemed a lonely and timid boy to me. I know that’s not at all who he was supposed to be, considering who his people are;
            but that’s the Len I met, and the boy I got to know—but not the man who became my husband, because . . . he did become a man
            during the time we were together.”
         

         
         Alice broke off; she seemed to withdraw into herself briefly, as though remembering happier times with young Rhinelander while
            dismissing her present despair.
         

         
         She shook her head, sighed, and brightened. “Len can be very funny once you got to know him and learned to appreciate his
            sense of humor. We laughed all the time. Len was particularly . . . how would I say it? He made fun of himself! And he’s sweet—he’s
            the sweetest boy I ever met. And not just for the gifts he bought me, or his car, and all of that. . . . No, honestly, that’s not it. He’s a nice boy. At least he was when we first met. And he changed while we were together; Len became a different person.
            He grew up. He even stopped stuttering.”
         

         
         Now Alice’s face eased into a lovely, tender smile, the first I had seen, and she tilted her head and nodded as if assured that her memories of Rhinelander and the effect she had on him were not imagined or mistaken. 

         
         “He got better, truthfully, and I was so happy that he seemed pleased and more confident when we were together. Of course,
            any girl is flattered by a young man’s attention, but I was used to that. And Len is not a typical beau. You know, the way
            some boys can be such show-offs and braggarts. Len wasn’t like that, although he did sometimes tend to go on a bit about how
            rich his family is, and how, on a shopping trip, the shop girls and clerks fell all over each other to serve him. I’m sure
            he wanted to give me the impression that he would buy me nice things—and he did. . . . But truly, he needn’t show off, and
            I told him. I said, ‘Just be who you are, Len. Be a nice boy.’ His car, his clothes—you knew when you met Len that he came
            from money; he didn’t hide who his family was. But still, he had to be—I don’t know how to explain it—true. . . . He had to be true to who he really was: the Rhinelander name, their money. . . . But so what? That doesn’t impress me—honestly.
            I’m more like my father in that respect. George Jones taught his girls not to be taken in by those who try to impress you
            with their money or who their family is. In fact, he’s leery when it comes to the behavior of rich people. He’d seen plenty
            of that growing up poor in England—an orphan, and going to work in the private homes of the gentry, and he said that one of
            the reasons he came to America, actually the main reason, was to get away from all that snobbery and supposed class superiority.”
         

         
         Alice shook her head and waved a dismissive hand. “In our home we girls were taught to judge a person by their actions and not by their outward appearance or their last name. I wanted to know what kind of a person Len really was—his character, no matter how much money he may have had, or what he could buy for me. Grace had told me . . . I mean to say, of course we understood who the Rhinelanders were. In New Rochelle the Rhinelander name is well known, even famous, as it is in New York City. 

         
         “Now, since the case has been brought against me by Len’s family . . . well, I’m sure we will find out who we really are—both
            the Rhinelanders and the Joneses. People believe they know who the Rhinelanders are because of their wealth. We knew—the Jones
            family knew who we were long before Len started to come around. Nothing can change that.”
         

         
         Alice shook her head and stuck out her chin. “I hope you understand, Mr. Davis, and I mean this truly: I’m not impressed with
            all that society nonsense or whatever it is—I don’t care. And the money, of course it’s nice. But it’s not going to cause me to love someone or to be attracted to them if they are
            not good to me. No, we don’t sit around in the Jones home and plot how we would attract rich men to take advantage of them.”
         

         
         Alice fixed me with that penetrating dark gaze, as though challenging me to disbelieve her. Indeed, considering the facts,
            it would be our burden to prove Alice had not pursued Rhinelander and seduced him into marrying her for his family’s money;
            therefore, as her advocate, I wanted to believe her.
         

         
         “Len chased me—not the other way around,” Alice said and boldly reached across the table and gave my hand a brief squeeze.

         
         “I am telling you the truth, Mr. Davis. You can count on this. What I care about, what my parents—particularly my father—what
            George Jones told us girls always to be aware of is what kind of a person is this you are getting to know. Are they decent,
            honest, sincere people? That’s the most important consideration, no matter how much money they may have. Our father lived
            by those words, and it has served him well.”
         

         
         “I believe you, Alice,” I assured her, “and, of course, as your attorney it is my job to believe you and, should we end up having to try this case, it would be up to me to convince a judge and possibly a jury of the sincerity of your motives in marrying Leonard. If not the money, if not the social status of the Rhinelander family name, then you must tell me, help me understand: What was it that attracted you to the Rhinelander boy?” 

         
         Alice sat back in her chair and gave the question some thought before answering.

         
         “Well,” she began, “my word to describe Len—and I wrote this in my diary—and what I like so much about him—he is kind, that’s
            all. Simple. He’s polite. He’s gentle. And he is thoughtful. He seemed to really care for me . . . almost from . . . well, it didn’t take
            long. He wrote me such nice, loving letters. And he kept coming back—that’s what impressed me about Len: he’s persistent . . .
            and patient. He doesn’t give up easily. He took his time when courting me, and that meant a lot to me with regard to his . . .
            intentions, what he hoped to get from courting me, and the respect he showed me. Len wasn’t just looking for a fling with
            some common girl. I honestly believe he fell in love with me.”
         

         
         Alice gave me an arch look and moved her body slightly, as if to acknowledge that her physical charms would not go unnoticed
            even by a man of Rhinelander’s social remove.
         

         
         Boy meets girl: nothing new happening here except when one considers that Rhinelander pursued Alice after his odd fashion,
            which is to say with blind, inept, and yet single-minded determination; and Alice responded, although they were both well
            aware that the Rhinelander boy was from a social class far above a woman of the Jones family’s position and background.
         

         
         “We knew,” Alice admitted, “yes, of course, we talked about how people would react to our keeping company—particularly Len’s family. There was no question—we both knew we were going against everything his people stood for and believed in. But in some ways I believe that I was more aware of it—or more afraid, you could say—than Len. Also, because my parents—particularly my father—George Jones was dead set against my seeing Len. At one point early on, my father told Len he was not to come around anymore. I was so upset. . . . After that, for a while
            at least, we would meet secretly at my sister’s, at Emily’s home. This is what I mean about Len—he’s not easily discouraged;
            he’s determined. Now I was the one who was worried about what my father would do if he found out—which of course he did. But
            by then it was too late. Once we were married, my parents accepted Len. They welcomed him into our home.”
         

         
         As Alice’s counsel, if we were to go to trial, I would have to convince a jury that neither Alice nor any member of her family
            plotted to cause Alice to lure Leonard into marriage solely to gain access to the Rhinelander family’s wealth and social standing;
            this, undoubtedly, would be alleged and purposefully, forcefully argued at trial by Rhinelander’s attorneys. On the contrary,
            I would seek to show that, for George Jones and his wife, Elizabeth, coming as they did from England with its firmly entrenched
            social class delineations, to the Joneses, the match of their daughter to a Rhinelander was unthinkable.
         

         
         “Then you weren’t . . . you were not encouraged to pursue a relationship with Rhinelander in the hopes of inducing him to
            marry you?”
         

         
         “No, not at all; quite the opposite,” Alice assured me. “Oh, my sisters might have been impressed in the beginning when Len kept coming around. And they teased
            me about how I would soon forget them once I became a Rhinelander and moved into my mansion in the city. But . . . not my parents. To them, Len’s interest was seen more as a threat . . . as a possible hindrance to both our happiness.”
         

         
         “How so? What did they say?”

         
         “We talked about it a lot. They were sure that Len’s family would never accept me as his wife . . . and for me to be part of the Rhinelander family. It was impossible.” 

         
         “How did that make you feel?” I asked her.

         
         “Well, it hurt . . . of course. On the one hand, I was so in love with Len, it made me happy just to be with him. But on the
            other hand, I was upset by the fact that I wasn’t considered good enough to be his girl . . . and then . . . his wife. It upset me, and it made me angry . . . even though—well, we all knew how . . . difficult it would be.
         

         
         “When we were together, nothing else mattered. It was the happiest time of my whole life—and his, I’m sure. He told me how
            happy it made him feel to be with me, and I could see it in him. He was a different person when we were alone together—or
            when we went out, particularly in the city; he seemed proud to have me as his girl. But at the same time . . . of course I
            was terrified. We both were so scared that someday—this day—would come . . . and we would be forced to let each other go.”
         

         
         Alice’s eyes welled with tears. “We were so happy together, Mr. Davis,” she whimpered. “Every day . . . I would wake up and
            just thank God I was alive and I was loved and that I had Len for me to give my love. . . . And now, since those men came
            and took Len away . . . I cry myself to sleep every night.”
         

         
         Alice took a handkerchief from her bag and stifled her tears. “My life—our lives—and everything Len and I had together . . .
            now it has all been turned into something shameful . . . and horrid.”
         

         
         In a moment, as Alice seemed to pull herself together, I remember wondering, Is this all just an act? Is it in fact all about the money?

         
         I stood, as did she, and I saw her to my office door.

         
         “I’m sorry, my dear,” I said and sought to console her by putting my arm around her shoulder and hugging her gently as I walked her to the door of my office. Already she had become more than a client to me. I wanted to believe her. She was a spurned woman I had come to admire and respect. If she were acting, then it was a convincing performance. 

         
         “But—and this is important,” I counseled her. “Here . . . and going forward—you must think long and hard about how you wish to proceed. . . . It will be . . . painful, Alice.”
         

         
         We stopped at the door to the outer office. I held both her hands and looked in her tearful eyes.

         
         “I—for one,” I continued, “I am loath to see you hurt and for you to suffer any more than you have already endured. This is
            a lot of money Rhinelander has offered. And, as your attorney it is my duty to remind you—to warn you—of what lies ahead if this goes to trial. A trial—any trial, but particularly a trial like this—can be a harrowing experience. I can assure you it will be dreadful. Not only for you, but also for your entire family. . . . And so, once more, I must ask you, and assure you as your lawyer,
            that it is still not too late for you to change your mind and accept a settlement—and to spare yourself the pain and suffering
            that a trial like this will inevitably bring to you and to your entire family. . . . This is your decision, of course; but
            you have my advice. I want you to think it over very carefully—”
         

         
         Alice stifled her sobs and started, “Mr. Davis, I—”

         
         “Not now, my dear,” I stopped her. “I want you to go home, spend time with your family, discuss this with them, and pray—I
            know you are a good Christian woman and can ask God for His guidance—and then search your mind and your soul and be absolutely sure that this is what you want to do. Will you do that? . . . For me?”
         

         
         “Yes, I will, Mr. Davis.”

         
         “Promise?”

         
         This elicited a quick smile, then she said, “Yes, I promise.”

         
         It would be a few days before I saw Alice again, and in that time I had cause to think long and hard of how I hoped Alice
            would decide whether she wanted to go forward with a trial, or to accept the cash settlement and be done with it. Finally,
            I received word at the office that Alice had called to ask if I would attend a family meeting at the Jones home to discuss
            her decision. Exactly what that decision was, I still did not know.
         

         
         In the meantime, for reasons that would soon become apparent, I had come to believe that we had a strong case. Rhinelander’s
            attorneys appeared anxious to settle and avoid a trial. Of course, given the notoriety a trial would bring to their son and
            to the entire Rhinelander domain with the public exposure, it was expected that Rhinelander Senior would want to make it all
            go away as quickly and quietly as possible. Leon Jacobs, the Rhinelanders’ Manhattan attorney, contacted me and offered that
            they were open to negotiate a higher sum if Alice would consent to the annulment. When I conveyed this to Alice, she maintained
            that she would refuse to accept any amount.
         

         
         Her determination was inspiring, however impractical. The very real possibility of losing against a formidable adversary at
            trial, and all that would mean for Alice going forward, was not to be discounted. Rhinelander had unlimited funds with which
            to mount his prosecution. As it began to appear that a trial was inevitable, Rhinelander hired the best local law firm to
            assist his Manhattan attorneys; indeed, Rhinelander’s lead counsel was to be my former mentor, Samuel Swinburne. Swinburne
            would be assisted by Isaac Mills, a renowned trial attorney known for his incisive cross-examination and brilliant oratory.
         

         
         Nevertheless, as is my practice, and never wishing to be forced to trial ill prepared, even before I was entirely convinced that we were going to litigate the lawsuit in a courtroom before a jury, I began in my mind to formulate Alice’s defense. 

         
         *  *  *

         There can have been no question what the Rhinelanders’ wealth and elevated social status would mean for Alice’s future had
            the marriage endured; and so, to defend her, I would have to overcome that presumption of her motives: that she was an avaricious
            and conniving girl who was only attracted to Leonard, and had cajoled him into marrying her solely for what gain she and her
            family, as would be alleged, believed they could achieve for themselves through the marriage. Certainly one could argue that
            the opposite was also possible; and, as we would show, more likely: that Kip Rhinelander might well have been disowned for
            marrying Alice; that the couple could just as easily have found themselves ostracized from the proud family fold, cast out
            barefoot and broke, and living in a hovel.
         

         
         As I focused on preparing Alice’s defense, even before I was convinced of her final decision, and in meetings with the other
            attorneys in our firm who would be tasked to assist me should we have to try the case, I had to determine, and to find a way
            to express exactly, what had attracted Alice to Leonard Rhinelander other than his family’s money and vaunted social standing.
            This question was key to Alice’s defense. I would need to convince a jury that this was a marriage based on true love.
         

         
         It would surely be noted that Alice was in fact four years Leonard’s senior; and, as she intimated, more experienced in matters of love. Her physical attractiveness was undeniable. The men on the jury could not help but perceive what motivated the Rhinelander boy to pursue Alice on a purely sensual level. She was voluptuous, well endowed, and yet lissome; she moved gracefully; she gave the impression of being aware of, and comfortable with, her physical attributes. To defend against the likely characterization of Alice as the more experienced female vamp, I would need to know all about her past love affairs should it come out in testimony. 

         
         *  *  *

         Alice and I went for a walk together in the evening after my meeting with the Jones family, and I found the opportunity to
            ask her pointedly if she had been chaste when she and Leonard met and courted.
         

         
         “No,” Alice blushed and admitted, “I was not a virgin when Len and I met. I had another beau with whom I was . . . we were
            intimate. We . . . we planned to marry but I . . . in the end, I knew it was wrong, that it would not work, and so I broke
            it off. My father certainly didn’t approve, nor did Mother. It was a mistake. I regret it.” She fell silent.
         

         
         “I don’t need to know details,” I assured her after a moment. “But it may come out, so it’s important to be prepared. If you
            were to decide to testify, then it would surely be brought out along with anything else the Rhinelander lawyers could find
            to hope to impeach your character.
         

         
         “Of course, in a case like this, these matters are ordinarily relevant, as they go to the foundation of intimate relations
            between husband and wife. We must be prepared for the Rhinelander lawyers to attempt to dig up, and to enter into evidence,
            anything and everything they can find to try to make it appear that you are an immoral woman. They will seek to portray you as a common tramp who
            seduced a naive young boy from a good family purely for your own financial gain.
         

         
         “I must warn you, Alice. When this goes to trial, these sorts of things are exactly what Rhinelander’s lawyers will wish to get into evidence to persuade the jury . . . in an attempt to bring you and your family into the gutter. So . . . you must be prepared. And you need to help me be prepared as well by telling me everything so that I might defend you effectively and that I not be caught unawares.” 

         
         *  *  *

         Leonard was hardly a dashing Valentino chap despite his wardrobe and slicked-back hairdo. He wears enormous, round tortoiseshell
            frame glasses that resemble goggles and give him a curious owlish appearance. His lanky body gives the impression of being
            soft and hardly athletic. Alice would call him a “teddy bear”; that presumably was his charm: he was cuddly. He was not threatening,
            and I could understand how he might feel encouraged by her attentions. Alice is undeniably an unusually attractive young woman.
            A bashful boy with low self-esteem could certainly find it stimulating and be proud to display a newly found swagger with
            a girl like Alice on his arm.
         

         
         As Alice recorded in her diary, the affair progressed quickly. Len asked me out for a ride in his automobile, she wrote. I finally agreed to go when Father was not at home. We held hands, although it was awkward because he had to keep shifting
               gears. It was a beautiful day. We parked and Len put his arm around my shoulder. We kissed. I could tell that Len didn’t really
               know how to kiss a girl. So I showed him. I told him to pucker his lips, and I showed him how to make his mouth feel soft
               and welcoming.
         

         
         Rhinelander would confess in his letters to Alice that he was thrilled with each new posture in this age-old ritual; and he kept coming back for more. Again, these were hardly uncharted territories in the exploration of young love—at least in the beginning. 

         
         “Len wasn’t an experienced lover,” Alice had confided to me when I questioned her about her relations with Rhinelander. We
            were again in my office and without her parents present.
         

         
         “To be truthful, he hardly knew what to do with a girl. I found it charming. He had sweaty hands! And so soft. Hands that . . .
            well, hands that never knew a day’s hard work, as my father would say . . . and gentle hands that never knew how to caress
            a girl.”
         

         
         She laughed and crossed her legs; then she leaned in as if to impart a secret.

         
         “He was awkward,” she said with her smoky low voice. “He got so nervous. He bumbled into things. He might walk into a door
            instead of through it. He made me laugh. Oh, how we both laughed! We had such fun together, Mr. Davis. Leonard could be funny
            in his own way. Yes, he was spoiled. Of course. Do you see? His hands were so delicate, and he adored my hands, and how I made him feel. I wanted to take him by the hand
            and lead him; I wanted to show him another way: how to become the man he wanted to be. But I also wanted him to learn to find
            his own way . . . if he could. Does that make sense?” she asked and scowled at me.
         

         
         “I’m not suggesting he was offish or brash,” she went on. “Not in the least. Nor was he a mollycoddle. No, it’s not that. Len has refined manners. He was well brought up, of course. And he could be adventurous. I knew he wanted to live an exciting and different life from how he had been raised . . . sheltered, and lonely. I think that was a big part of who he was—his adventurous spirit; his wish to be something more than just a spoiled rich boy. But there is also what I would call a kind of innocence to Len that I found so delightful and fresh but that could also be frustrating.” 

         
         I asked her straight out, “What then was it that attracted you to Leonard, Alice? We must overcome the presumption that you
            were only interested in Rhinelander for his family’s wealth.”
         

         
         “Can I say yes and no? Of course I knew Len’s family is rich. But I married him knowing that he might be . . . disowned. We talked about that, how his family . . . well, how they could well cut him off, as had happened to his uncle. . . . I’m
            sure you know about that.”
         

         
         “Yes, I do.”

         
         “So you see, Mr. Davis, it didn’t matter to us. I married Leonard knowing full well that he too might have been . . . well, that he might have had to find his own way;
            and we were ready to accept that and to go about it together. I could go on and on about Len . . . because, well, I married
            him. I married Leonard because he treated me with respect. And I . . . I love him. And that’s the simple truth. He’s such a silly boy, yet so much fun . . . and he was so good to me, so kind and thoughtful.
            I’d never known another boy who cared so much for me. And how we laughed when we were together! We could talk for hours and
            never grow tired of what the other person thought.
         

         
         “It was all brand-new, in a way, a great adventure for us both to have someone we felt so close to—but particularly for Len.
            I don’t believe that, from the time of his mother’s death, anyone ever told Len that they loved him. He was unguarded, if
            you know what I mean—open . . . and willing to try new experiences. But mostly he was so head over heels in love that—we both
            were! It was, well, do you know? I hope you do: to feel that kind of love from another person—how it can make you feel? So good. So worthy. As though God were looking down on you and saying, ‘Here, I give you this love, to let you know what life is really all about—now cherish it.’” 

         
         I shook my head and stopped her. “Fine, I understand that, and that’s all well and good. But you are a bright young lady,
            and so thoughtful. Surely you must have known—both you and Rhinelander must have been aware that his family would . . . well,
            object; and even strenuously resist Leonard. . . . I don’t mean to say that I find you—”
         

         
         “You needn’t explain, Mr. Davis,” Alice interrupted. “I understand. People might look down on me and say I’m common. But not
            Leonard. To him I was special—and look who he is! A Rhinelander! Yes, it’s surprising, and it can be overwhelming. But it
            was—it is—true love.”
         

         
         Alice sat up
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