
It was soft like a girl. Always small and soft like a girl. Sort of dirty like a girl, until I cleaned it. Now 
it was small and clean, but still soft. I looked for the girl, the one who went with the sweater. If I found her, she 
would have found it and she would wear it and it would be worn and she would be warm. When it would get 
cold she would rub the top of her arm and her elbow and cuddle with herself, with her arm, with the sweater. 
And the sweater would feel good, because of the soft grope. But I didn’t find her. I kept the sweater......... 
      a memoir by A.E. Simns

brought to you by the green lantern gallery & press b Lust &Cashmere was 
printed in a limited edition of 500 b www.thegreenlantern.org b available 
for  the  reasonable  fee of $20 with original silk screened covers by Alana 
Bailey and an edition of 100 mini-sweaters sewn by hand by Kellie Porter.

In which the protagonist falls in love with a sweater, having accidentally stumbled upon it in the middle of 
the night, falling prey to the witching hours when strange things happen, coinciding coincidentally with a 
strange and flitting appetite for the bizarre, appetites that invariably delve into the soul of a person, spread-
ing roots and later bearing a secret savory fruit. Like many of his allegorical predecessors, the hero of this sto-
ry, Blonde John McManus, happened upon the cashmere sweater like one might a cinderalla slipper. He was 
proud of himself for saving it, rescuing it from the streets, from the untold horrors of a saturday night alone 
and the next day under the brightness of morning he brought the garment to the dry cleaners for a proper 
bath, supposing that the woman it belonged to might one day appear like the Beatrice he had always imagined. 

The woman in question, while making an appearance in the story, never introduces herself. 
  But Blonde John endures, bears on, finding new, albeit curious, satsifaction from the softness of a garmnet. He 
invariably replaces the symbol of the girl with the girl herself, for better or worse. Torn on the one hand by the 
taboo nature of his desire, (the social faux-pas inherent in any affair with fiber products, a difficult companion 
to bring along to family gatherings for instance, and certainly not a thing that one’s cousins would deign to set a 
place for at the table) the protoganist spends several nights, years even, indulging in his secret lusts, careful at the 
same time not to marr the sweater with his fluvience.   Just as there is lust with this paramor, so also there are rules.

DO YOU HAVE  ANY SECRETS? 
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Lust &  Cashmere

WHERE YOU CAN CHOOSE 

YOUR OWN 

A D V E N T U R E

send in a photo of you in your 
best cashmere sweater!

to lantern.g@gmail.com

For  the record, the sweater was last seen at Schenley 
Park in Pittsburgh, June of 2004, where upon the same 
aforementioned  hero was dropped off by his parents 
to attend his best friend’s wedding. After a few hours, 
a few mint juleps and a fine game of croquet, Blond 
John had to leave unexpectedly, having just found 
out that his parents’ minivan was broken into. It just 
so happens the sweater was one of the things to get 
lost that day.   They were on their way  to Boston.


