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Lilian Norell first came face to face with Rocky Perreira on one of those days of slow sailing and lazy gossip not far downriver from Taipei. She was passing the tray of sandwiches Hsiu had prepared. They were crustless, fussy for an American picnic, but Hsiu had formerly worked at the Australian consulate and had taken on airs.

Rocky still had his first sailboat then, the one that foundered and sank when he cruised it to the Pescadores—sailed there solo, so he said, which impressed us all enormously. Rocky, Roque Salvador de Freitas Perreira, was the true sailor among us, life spent on the water, life of the party too. But civilized, not salty. Because of Rocky’s invitations and urgings and his seductive charm, and because it gave respite from the heat and squalor of Taipei, which was still a poor and grimy place in 1957, boating parties were a frequent diversion for our crowd.

Of course, Lily had met him before. At banquets, at Embassy receptions. But they really took each other in for the first time across that tray of sandwiches. Laid eyes on one another, as it comes back to me now. An almost tactile encounter, though I don’t believe they actually touched. I don’t think anyone else even noticed. Other than me. People were shielding their eyes from the tropical glare. Everyone was dozily anticipating Lily’s tray since spending time on the water makes people hungry—and the circulation of a tray of sandwiches was an unremarkable gesture in that milieu. I was watching, though I realize now that I would have had trouble naming what I saw pass between them. I still have trouble naming it. I probably saw enchantment, but that didn’t set off any alarms. Rocky was as fascinating to me as to everyone else.

And we were habituated to enchantment. Nearly everything about Taiwan was strange and marvelous to us. You don’t have time to construe subtexts when daily life is a parade of the curious, the grotesque, and the delightful.

Also, I was a child. Well, I was 15.

And I was Lilian’s daughter.

So I couldn’t have viewed her with clear eyes.

And besides that, I couldn’t take my eyes off him.

Everybody loved Rocky. When Lily mentioned him in a letter home to her closest friends, Esther and Rose, she called Rocky “gorgeous”. Gorgeous until then was a word she reserved for things like dressy outfits and well-decorated rooms. Or for children, particularly her own and those of her friends. Not for men. Just as “stunning” was a word she mostly used to describe a certain kind of woman, tall and graceful, with hair neatly controlled in a chignon, whether metaphorically or in fact. She wrote to Esther and Rose that Rocky was simply a gorgeous man. He’s our cultural attaché, a confirmed bachelor, his family was originally Portuguese, and he spent some of his childhood in Macau. Looks it too. Very dark, a wonderful smile. I’m dying to get his story. Honestly, I sometimes feel that we are meeting the League of Nations.

Surely, they had met before that afternoon, but she didn’t know him, hadn’t had a connection with him yet, when she wrote that. This was early in my father’s tour of duty in Formosa. Americans still often called it Formosa then, just as they said Peking then, not Beijing. Ilha Formosa, Beautiful Island, was the name Portuguese venturers gave Taiwan when they encountered it in 1544. It was still beautiful four-plus centuries later when we arrived. Beautiful like a travelogue, like a stage set. Beautiful and unsettling, like a hallucination.

Since this incident occurred early during our time there, it would have been before Rocky’s first boat was wrecked. That was a heroic and—now that I think about it—improbable story: Rocky sailing alone, blown by an unpredicted typhoon onto the jagged coast of some obscure islet. One of many unverifiable stories about Rocky, I now understand. But weather prediction was chancy then, so it’s not the supposed storm itself that raises doubt. When he returned to Taipei after whatever had actually happened, he took his thousand-watt smile down to that boatyard on the trash-strewn bank of the Tamsui River to haggle over the commission of the missing sloop’s identical twin. And soon enough, those deliciously indolent afternoons on the water, orchestrated by maestro Rocky Perreira, resumed.

That day with the sandwiches took place before Lily had made any friends in Taipei. She was worried she might never find any, and she missed her friends at home. She was thrilled and entertained by this exotic new life overseas, mesmerized and intrigued by the foreignness of the city, amused by the social life of the diplomatic community. Was she still nervous that day, handing around the tray? She very quickly became engaged and started enjoying herself. And what a life. She had servants and free time, a car and driver from the motor pool whenever she called for one, luxuries she—we—had never known. But at the time of that particular boating party, she was still looking for some volunteer project to take on, as diplomatic wives were expected to do. And she was sometimes overwhelmed. Rocky’s radiant smile and dark eyes must have suddenly felt like safety, a kind of home. I know these things about her now because after half a century her letters to Rose and Esther found their way back to me.

Or, I know some of these things from the letters. From my own recollection, and from what she didn’t write, there are other things that I suspect. Maybe I have it wrong. For example, about Rocky feeling like home to her. Maybe Rocky felt more like a holiday.

She was good with words. She wrote often, and Rose and Esther saved those letters in a scrapbook. They thought it would help her treasure the memories when we had resumed our normal life in suburban Washington, after what we all thought at the time was going to be an overseas adventure limited to a single two-year tour of duty. It affects me to read the letters now. They bring my own memories flooding back, along with their shadows and discrepancies, and their sometimes-acute stabs of clarity.

I can picture Rocky’s face that day, deeply tan but glowing in the tropical light. He glances for a moment from my mother to me. His lips part in a grin. His teeth are brilliantly white.

Toward the end of her life, frail but always at pains to dress crisply, Lily loved to recount life in Taipei, when she was new to the Orient—as she forever persisted in calling Asia—when everything was still so striking and strange. She elided troubling things, though, and only told the colorful stories, the light ones. The stories of culture-clash comedy and sumptuous pleasure and breathtaking vistas. Of afternoons on the river and picnics packed by a cook whose wealthy family on the Mainland had lost everything when the Communists took over, who arrived penniless in Taipei, found a job in the kitchen of the Australian consul, and there became convinced that “highest class” Westerners would only deign to consume a sandwich if it had been separated from its crusts. Lily acquired her own worldly airs during those years. And in old age, still sipping gin gimlets, the taste for which she first picked up in Taipei, she unspooled her stories. And gave each one this punctuation: “I have always told people, when they ask me what to do with their sons and daughters, ‘Get them in the Foreign Service. It’s simply a gorgeous life.’”

* * *
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Her letters came back to me just last month, hand-delivered by Lewis Eisenstein, Esther’s son. All through our childhood, our mothers joked that the two of us would just have to get married so they could be machetunim. Machetunim is a Yiddish concept that doesn’t exist in gentile culture or have an English translation. It means “in-laws of the in-laws.” A tribal thing, I guess. The joke was on Esther and Lily, since Lewis turned out to be gay. He was here just now in Hawaii on his honeymoon, as a matter of fact. He and his partner Ken have been together for around thirty years, and Lewis, my age minus three days, is no spring chicken. 

“I’m starting to feel the tiniest prickle of mortality,” Lewis said, with a touch of diffidence, though the diffidence was probably an act.

“Who wouldn’t?” I replied.

And, of course, it’s finally legal for them to marry. I imagine that hospital visitation rights might have been on their minds, though they both look vigorous enough for seventy-somethings. Lewis was willowy as a kid, but it appears those two have spent a considerable part of their adult lives at the gym. Although they were probably also thinking about financial matters. Esther and Sol got rich, Lewis was an only child and not only inherited but did well for himself anyway, while Ken is an impecunious artist—you get my point.

I don’t think I ever saw Lewis again after we went to Taipei in ’57. The last clear memory I had of him was of the time the two of us tried to make out. We were bumbling our separate ways through adolescence, possibly taking our mothers’ joke seriously. It was awkward and brief and embarrassing, a tiny hint of the possible weirdness on the wedding night of an arranged marriage, or any marriage that concludes a celibate courtship. Now it’s clear why Lewis, at least, wouldn’t have been comfortable. Why I was so gawky in the moment is murkier, since I’m pretty sure it was initiated by me, and I did like boys. He probably doesn’t even remember the incident. It was quite a surprise when he got in touch to tell me he and Ken were coming here to Honolulu, and that he had something of my mother’s to give me.

I knew that Rose and Esther had saved Lily’s letters. I saw Esther a decade ago, a few years before she died. She mentioned that she had them, and that she was going to give them to me. But she never got around to it. Lewis found them while he was getting rid of her things. Esther told me then that they were all from that first two-year tour in Taipei. We didn’t move back to Washington after that, as we were supposed to, and I guess Lily just stopped writing to them. Or at least stopped writing anything they felt like saving. 

The letters are yellowed, brittle around the edges, especially the ones typed on onionskin. The letters are attached to the pages of the old scrapbook by strips of cellophane tape, smudged like used Band-Aids. The pages are black construction paper, also crumbling now. The scrapbook’s boards are covered in green faux-crocodile skin. It’s heavy. I have to prop it up on a table to turn the pages, which tend to drop out of the binding.

After Lewis called, I felt guilty that I didn’t immediately invite him and Ken here for a meal or at least a drink. It was as if, from on high, Lily was shooting me a look—Esther too—both of them so house-proud and eager to impart the social graces. They sent us to ballroom dancing lessons too, as teenagers, Lewis and me. That’s a skill I have never had occasion to draw upon in later life. I venture to say the same goes for him, though he probably had his disco phase. Our families were so close that we were in and out of each other’s houses all the time without formality. But generally, having people over was what was done when I was a child. If the adults met to socialize in bars and restaurants, I never knew it.

But I didn’t ask Lewis and Ken over. Lily would have. I don’t have people over. I take a gimlet or two myself most evenings, but I drink alone.

Instead, we made a date for lunch at a restaurant. It was surprising how sentimental Lewis was. He gave me an enormous hug when we met. But I don’t know the man anymore, so why be surprised? Rather I should be impressed that he showed emotion with such ease. I could probably count on my fingers and toes the times in the last fifty years I’d thought about Lewis Eisenstein, although now that I’ve been reading Lily’s letters, I’m frequently reminded of his family and our childhood milieu. Seeing Lewis again made me realize that for him—for them, the friends we left behind in Bethesda when we made that sideways long jump to Asia in 1957, before jet travel was even a commonplace—we evidently came to occupy a mythic place.

After lunch, in parting, Lewis choked up and told me that as an adult he has always kept a power boat on the Chesapeake—he lives in Annapolis—and his boats, one after the other, have all been named Lady Lily. After my mother. “Her letters,” he said, giving me another hug at which I tried not to flinch. It was awkward because I was holding the heavy scrapbook to my chest with both arms. It was also just awkward, period, being hugged by Lewis. I hardly knew him. “The letters, especially the photos she sent. It seemed like you guys were having such a blast, out on the water all the time, on top of everything else you were experiencing. That’s what turned me on to boating in the first place. Look.”

He took the book and paged through until he found, pasted in among the letters, a once-glossy snapshot. In the foreground, the view is partly blocked by a shoulder and gesturing arm that might have been Rocky’s. Must have been Rocky’s, that darkly furred forearm and wrist. Beyond, the water is scattered with colorful little sailboats. My brother Jordy, at the tiller of the closest one, is gazing up intently, looking eager. He probably would have been 14, neither quite a boy still nor yet a man. I suppose Rocky was offering him instruction or encouragement. Rocky always offered Jordy encouragement, perhaps too much. Lewis said, “Boating, and her letters—those classy parties, the limousines, I ate it all right up.” Lady Lily. I wonder how Esther felt about that, especially after Lily disappeared from her life.

“Lewis,” I said, “there weren’t limousines. The cars from the motor pool were, I don’t know, Ford sedans.”

He and Ken were staying at Waikiki and invited me to go outrigger-canoe surfing with them. They’re into adventure travel; they were heading on to the Big Island the next week to hike Volcanoes National Park, since Kīlauea had simmered down and people could get in again. But I begged off. I’ve had enough adventures traveling. And I may just be done with boats, too.

* * *
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Edgewater Hotel, Waikiki

September 23, 1957

Dearest Girls,

Aloha from paradise! We arrived in Honolulu yesterday, after five days crossing the magnificent Pacific from San Francisco aboard the S.S. Lurline. The ship was a dream. The most lush, plush existence, the décor was all beautiful contemporary like you and I adore. I thought of you two constantly.

My most strenuous activity was a daily hula class. You should have seen some of the grandmas trying to keep up, which made me feel quite glamorous. I shall practice it every day so that I can demonstrate when I come home. There were endless activities to keep the kids occupied, including a ping-pong tournament, which I am proud to inform you was won by my darling daughter. Of course, the children also picked up a few bad habits on the ship, such as gambling—they do a game of horse racing, like a board game with dice, only played on a course laid out all the way across the ballroom floor, and a steward moves these big wooden horses along. There was also a ship’s pool—everybody makes a wager on the distance traveled since the day before. Jordy had the thrill of winning $54 from that. We celebrated the kids’ victories by drinking the bottle of champagne you two thoughtfully sent, which was awaiting us in our cabin when we came aboard. Very good it was too. So in addition to gambling, the children are developing a taste for alcohol. As a matter of fact, and unbeknownst to us, young Master Norell chose to spend some of his winnings in the cocktail lounge! He might look old for thirteen, but we were shocked. Sid raised a stink with the purser, you can imagine. And as for what went on between him and Jordy, don’t ask.

* * *
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I quite clearly remember seeing her write this first letter, during that stopover in Hawaii. We were staying in a shady cottage in a grove of palms on the hotel grounds. My father, brother, and I came up from the beach to find Lily sitting out on the lanai. On the table before her was a platter of cut fruit: some pineapple, but mostly fruit we had never seen, papaya and guava, mango and starfruit, all glistening orange and gold. The gentle air on my bare shoulders, where droplets of saltwater were evaporating, the hypnotic boom of the surf, the rattling palm fronds, bougainvillea in drapes of magenta and coral, heavy purplish banana flowers tumescent to the point of bursting—I suppose this moment remains so vivid because it was my first sensory immersion in the tropics. A postcard image in Kodachrome. Now of course I’ve spent most of a lifetime in tropical places: on islands, at beaches, in remote jungle locations. Not all of those places were postcard-pretty.

Next to the platter of fruit was a bottle of nail polish and Lily’s portable typewriter. That was a sleek little Olivetti Lettera 22. She had swooned over one like it, which she saw on display as an example of avant-garde industrial design at the Museum of Modern Art when she and Esther and Rose took a wives-only weekend in New York. Lily always loved whatever was the latest; the museum’s validation of the typewriter as an art object must have made it irresistible. Her friends surprised her with this one as a going-away present. It was aqua in color—like the Chevy convertibles of that year, like the sea at Waikiki—with a zippered vinyl carrying case to match. “Did you kids have fun?” Lily asked brightly. “I’m writing to the girls.” She waved her newly lacquered fingertips, a single gesture both to dry them and to indicate the tray. Ever-efficient Lily. “Try some of this divine fruit and give me fifteen more minutes. Then, Lauren, I’ll do your nails.”

Maybe it was our interruption that caused her to omit a few other examples of the joys of shipboard travel from that letter. I had forgotten about winning the ping-pong tournament. I clearly remember, though, that Lily entered me in the Miss Lurline contest, a beauty pageant, another way for passengers to stay amused. I never would have thought to enter myself. You had to be at least 16, which I was not yet, but my mother blithely put me forward anyway and told me to lie—well, the word she used was “fib”—if anybody asked. The only bit I remember with clarity is the talent portion. I simply announced that I had beat everybody at ping-pong the day before. I knew this was subversive, but I hated faking my age even if it was only a sin of omission, and saying this ensured I would lose, which got me out of posing for the ship’s photographer while wearing a ribbon and cardboard crown. I would have preferred choosing my own outfits and filing my nails without painting them.

Then there was Jordy’s further escapade. We were at breakfast in the dining room, table for four, the morning after he spent his winnings in the bar. “I’m disappointed in you, son,” said Sid.

Jordy picked up the cup at his place and held it out toward a waiter who was pouring coffee at the next table.

“You’re too young to drink coffee. And don’t ignore me.” Sid hadn’t exactly raised his voice, but his tone was commanding. The woman at the next table looked in our direction. Then her husband did too.

“Do you want me to get you an aspirin, honey?” Lily asked Jordy, managing an ambiguous smile that was at once maternally solicitous toward him while artfully carefree in the direction of the neighbors.

“Old enough to enjoy this trip at liberty, I thought—but no. Let’s say you’re confined to quarters today.” Sid had been in the navy during the war, though he’d only had a desk job in Washington—something to do with information. I never knew much about it. He seemed to be using this sea voyage, and that anachronistic naval jargon, as a way to bolster his bona fides. While the three of us allowed ourselves to be diverted by the ship’s luxuries and entertainments, he spent most of the crossing in the library, reading naval histories and Captain Horatio Hornblower novels, or else chatting up the ship’s officers over cocktails. We saw so little of him, Lily wrote, that I was about to have him declared man overboard.

Jordy sipped from his coffee and did that thing of his, letting his face shift from neutral into a half-smile. This bit of artifice might convey to an observer that he was a slow-witted, which he wasn’t, or that he was carefully pondering what he’d just heard, which he sometimes did. But his gradual half-smile could as easily have been a form of protection to fend something off. In this case it more likely was an expression of rebellion, contempt for what our father was saying. He was in the throes of puberty around the time we went to Taipei. His voice had become scratchy. You could almost watch his face changing, as if he were molting, growing too big to be contained in a tender boy’s skin. He had been a cute, soft kid. Now his jawline was defining itself, his face lengthening.

Lily and Sid were berthed in a double. I was sharing with a girl who was on her way to Honolulu to join her husband, a lieutenant at Pearl Harbor. Jordy, strangely, had a cabin by himself. Sid instructed him to stay there until he was called. It was an inside cabin without a porthole. To my little brother, who could be bratty and impatient, but who was probably suffering from hormonal changes, this probably felt like a life sentence in solitary. So he made a break for it. When we couldn’t find him, Lily began to panic and insisted on reporting his disappearance. Sid, as tightly contained as a pressure cooker, did the talking. A search was organized, with uniformed crew members at pains to make the effort appear as if it weren’t happening so as not to alarm other passengers.

I figured they’d find him crouched in a lifeboat. Actually, he had slipped through one of those nearly imperceptible portals to the part of the ship passengers were never supposed to see. He was discovered helping a Filipina laundress fold sheets. Surely his presence made her uncomfortable, but she probably didn’t feel in a position to challenge him for being there. If she had, I don’t know for a fact that he would have said, “My father is in the Foreign Service so I am allowed to do anything I want,” but that is the sort of line, or attitude anyway, Jordy often resorted to when in a jam later in life—when he so often found himself in a jam.

* * *
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Lily, Esther, and Rose often sat around the Formica tables in one another’s kitchen, downing quantities of weakly percolated coffee and genially kvetching. It was a form of shared bonding, or release, like the consciousness-raising groups that came along with the emergence of the women’s movement a few years later—I attended one or two of those, when I was back in the States for college. Except theirs lacked the consciousness-raising aspect. They were happy to discuss us kids as irritants, but they fully expected every one of us to excel in life. And some of us did, or did well enough. But the exasperated-mom routines were a hedge against our possible failures being construed as their fault.

As the oldest of all their children, and a girl, they assumed I was a future member of such a sisterhood or, rather, matronhood. They liked when I sat with them—sometimes. Sometimes the conversation turned to their husbands, or to other people’s marriages. Sometimes it grew hushed because someone had been diagnosed with the great unmentionable, cancer, or the great euphemism, female trouble, meaning an unwanted pregnancy and perhaps an abortion. At those moments, the hushed moments, I understood that I wasn’t supposed to stick around. I was only permitted to hear the standard-issue motherly complaints.

“Vey iz mir,” I remember Esther whining one time. “Now Lewis wants me to schlep him to Georgetown for art history classes. There’s this fellow who takes kids to the National Gallery and God knows where to discuss what? Those pictures of naked men falling from the sky?” Lewis retired last year as managing partner of the Washington office of an international architecture firm: not a failure. My own checkered career path, my personal life too, would have been harder or maybe impossible for them to approve in advance. Though its aspects of sacrifice and high-mindedness eventually won their admiration.

But I can think of several reasons why, when composing that first letter home, Lily didn’t put in Jordy’s vanishing act aboard the Lurline. Maybe it was as simple as our interrupting her that day at the Olivetti. Or maybe it was because she couldn’t ignore the fact that she was, at that moment, nearly halfway around the world, far out on an island in the middle of a shimmering sea, headed into a blurry unknown. Something else was troubling her, which she had a stronger need to tell the girls.

I guess two years in Formosa will take care of this life of ease. I’m bracing for the worst. We have one more day here in Hawaii. The rest of the family is terribly excited, and for all their sakes I’m trying not to show it, but I am filled with trepidation. I keep thinking about all those trips we had to make downtown to the State Department clinic for shots—typhoid, typhus, cholera, yellow fever—and what about the diseases they don’t have vaccines for like malaria and God forbid leprosy? I already miss Bethesda and normal life and you two and everybody, very much.

So, sinking into the western sky, I remain your very own

Lily

* * *
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After reading that letter, I went looking for the Edgewater Hotel. I had hardly been to Waikiki since I retired to Honolulu nearly a decade ago. Naturally, it had changed in all the years since 1957. Not naturally as in the forces of nature, but from the inexorable nature of development in general, and a tourism economy in particular. At Waikiki Beach, there were no more of those laid-back, low-rise resorts with bungalows scattered under the palms. There was no more Edgewater Hotel at all. One or another massive tower stippled with balconies has taken its spot. I could easily research which, but they’re interchangeable and they were not what I was looking for. I walked through the lobby of one, out to its terrace overlooking the surf, and ordered an iced coffee. At the table next to mine, a mother and a sulky teenage girl were enacting the brittle cheeriness of family travel. 

We flew out from Honolulu to Tokyo at midnight on Japan Airlines. “Isn’t this simply charming?” Lily said about the hot towels handed out by the stewardesses before take-off, and said again when that was repeated at several points in the journey; it’s not uncommon now, but at the time, this was an amenity and an expression of Japanese culture we had never encountered. The plane was a DC-7, I think. Jordy would know, obsessed for life with aircraft as our journey halfway around the world to Taipei had rendered him. But, of course, I can’t ask Jordy now. I do know that the plane had four loudly thrumming propeller engines, and that the flight took forever.

We crossed the International Date Line and landed for refueling on Wake Island. There, in the dark, at some unknown hour in some indeterminate time zone, we disembarked for a breakfast that was served at long tables in a Quonset hut left over from the war. Back on the plane, still flying through the dark, we were served another breakfast. And when we had landed in Japan and transferred to a hotel—just for the day, so we could shower and change, since we were flying on to Taipei that same night—but now, at 8 a.m. local time, there was another breakfast still. “Oy,” Lily said several times, “I’m a bissel dismentaled.” It was her Aunt Minna’s malapropism, something Lily would say back then to make fun of herself. Though not too many months after that, she wouldn’t have done that anymore. Made fun of herself, I mean.

Already disoriented by that long, time-zone-scrambling crossing, we experienced our bewilderingly alien first twelve hours of Asia. From the Tokyo airport that night while waiting for our repeatedly delayed onward flight, Lily penned a letter to Rose and Esther. Of the letters I have, it’s the only one not typed. I suppose the Olivetti was in our checked luggage. She wrote it on a flimsy blue aerogramme with one of the leaky ballpoint pens of the day. It’s wobbly and blotched, but legible. Lily had exquisite penmanship.

There are skyscrapers going up, but we passed neighborhoods that are still flattened, rubble from the bombings. The people wear everything from the traditional kimonos to the 1927 flapper era of tight, short skirts and knickers on the men, to some modern styles, with plenty of people in dirty, torn rags. We walked on the Ginza, which is like their Broadway, and is extremely congested. It was a strange feeling for us to be the foreigners, since we only saw a handful of non-Oriental faces all day. We had lots of laughs with the language and the money—360 yen equals $1, so it’s easy to pretend to be rich. We took a cab and Sid couldn’t understand how much the driver wanted so he gave him 500 yen—turned out it should have been 80—good for international relations. Lauren’s turquoise ballet flats caused many stares and giggles. Anyway, I couldn’t help remembering the Japanese prison camps and death marches, altho everyone was extremely polite and friendly and bowed to the ground.

But I’ve been a nervous wreck all day. Now we’re about to board a flight on Civil Air Transport, an airline I’d never heard of. They’re headquartered in Taipei—should this make me more or less confident? Anyhoo, tomorrow nite we will lay our heads down there for 2 yrs. Bulletin, or cry for help, will be forthcoming shortly—but if there is a big silence, you’ll know I had a complete breakdown at the sight of it. My next communication may be a message in a bottle.

Love, 

Lily

P. S. We just learned that Marian Anderson is on our flight—performing in Taipei this week. So the place does have some culture, after all. Sid and I attended her concert at the Lincoln Memorial in ’39, when the D.A.R. wouldn’t let her sing at Constitution Hall since she’s a Negro. We weren’t even married yet. The strangest thing—of course I’ve never met Miss Anderson in person, but it suddenly feels as if we have an old friend traveling with us.

* * *
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I had no idea then that she was frightened—she always presented herself as so perfectly composed. As for Sid, if he was nervous, he wouldn’t have admitted it to himself, let alone put it
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