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Text Version of Audio Story: Cashmere 

 

When I awoke on Thursday morning last, the first of December 2005, it was a 
morning like any other. I went about the ritual of being me … enjoying breakfast and a 
cup of million-dollar coffee prepared especially for me, just the way I like it, by the ever-
lovely Miss Jane.  
 
By all intents and purposes, I had awoken to yet another glorious day, another great 
American morning in this life that I somehow had been fortunate enough to find, another 
day in which I could embrace the life that only a storyteller can know.  
 
On that morning, I had no idea that as the day unfolded, I would find myself flirting with 
death. Being a light day, I took it upon myself to do the laundry now, instead of waiting 
till Saturday. I thought it a good idea to jump-start the laundry process now, so as to 
have a more enjoyable weekend spent relaxing with the ever-lovely, delightful, 
wonderful goddess, Miss Jane.  
 
On my third trip to the basement to continue the laundry process that morning, the ever-
lovely Miss Jane would accompany me. Her mood was joyous. Her smile beamed as 
she realized we were ahead of the usual drudgery of weekend laundry. 
  
As I was pulling my Carhartt work clothes from the heat of the dryer — I should stop 
here for a moment and point out that Carhartt is the maker of the best-quality work 
clothes in the world. They are worn by construction workers, plumbers, masons and 
storytellers, who try to draw others into the illusion and lie that we actually do some type 
of manly physical labor on a regular basis.  
 
So anyhow, I was pulling my manly Carhartt work clothes from the heat of the dryer. 
And suddenly, and in full view of the ever-lovely Miss Jane, I pulled out Miss Jane’s 
irreplaceable, one-of-a-kind, $500 dry-clean-only cashmere sweater. Her previously 
delightful and pleasant demeanor quickly turned to that of a woman who wished to dip 
me in a vat of hot, boiling grease — head first. Her jaw gaped open in awful, angered 
disbelief. At this point, I made the mistake that most stupid men make when caught in 
such dire circumstances. I spoke.  
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I made excuses, trying to somehow make her believe it was really her fault instead of 
mine. I said, “It’s ridiculous to own an irreplaceable, one-of-a-kind, $500 dry-clean-only 
cashmere sweater. Why, you’re just asking for trouble.” This excuse and the others that 
I had foolishly attempted to make were as fruitless and damaging to my cause as trying 
to justify to a mother that you have just sold her child to a band of roaming gypsies.  
 
The ever-lovely Miss Jane, who is normally very mild-mannered and understanding and 
warm and caring and a joy to be with — this beautiful, delightful creature who was sent 
to me from heaven above — was now so angry that Attila the Hun, Genghis Khan and  
Hulk Hogan would have been mere bugs, squished on the floor under the grinding heel 
of her fury.  
  
Finally, I did the only thing a real man could do. I shut up and stared at my shoes. I said 
nothing. I took the verbal, hot boiling vat of grease that only a man who has washed his 
wife’s irreplaceable, one-of-a-kind, $500-dry-clean-only cashmere sweater could know. I 
stared at my shoes and prayed that I could somehow survive. I prayed that I could live 
to tell this story.  
  
From somewhere behind the radio, I’m the American Storyteller.  
 
 


