
“Well, number one,  I don't have 
a fireplace,” said Norm. “Number 
two, the wife doesn't like the idea of 
an old guy like me paddling around 
the busy harbor. But when you get 
right down to it, I really like to come 
here. This is my place.  And all kinds 
of people come to my place.

“You never know who is going to walk 
in the door. Why just today, I cut 
the hair of a lawyer, a professional 
skier, and a chef.  

“I can read people. I can tell if  they 
want to talk about something  good 
that happened since the last time they 
were here or  get a chance to complain 
about something bad that somebody 
did to them. And, real important, 
I can tell if they just want to sit and  
have some quiet time or if they 
want to listen to one of my stories. 
And, after cutting hair in this shop for 
nearly fifty years, I've got a lot of great 
stories to tell.

“Hey, did you know that  one time 
a guy died in my shop. He wasn't so 
old either. A fellow named Sarge. He 
was a long-time customer who just 
died right in this barber chair. Boy, oh 
boy, that was some day. Natural causes 
they say. 

“And not only people come here. 
One time we put a dog, a pug she 
was, in my chair, and wrapped a 
barber cloth around her neck. 
While her owner calmed her with dog 
biscuits, his wife took some pictures. 
Now they bring Ginger, that’s the 
dog's name, into the shop almost 
every week and she goes right over 
to the dog biscuit box I keep just for 
her. And Ginger sits there until I come 
across with a biscuit.”

The shop was uncharacteristically 
empty of customers as Norm, 
perched almost regally in his barber 
chair,  tried to explain why he was 
still working. He paused, searching 
for the right words that would help 
us understand what was his Truth. 
Looking out at the bustle of Congress 
Street through the plate glass window, 
his face lit up.

“It's like going to the theater.
Sometimes I'm in the audience and 
sometimes I'm on stage. Yeah,
that's it. Sometimes I'm the leading 
man and sometimes I'm just watching.  
And  the best part? You never know 
what's  going to happen next. How 
could I give all this up and sit in a 
rocking chair?  

“This is my place. This is where I 
belong.”

Why does 78-year-old 
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Wouldn't he rather be kayaking 
around Portland Harbor as he 
has for so many years?  Or, better 
yet, just sit in a rocker and watch 
the flickering flames dance in the 
fireplace?
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still cut men’s hair six days 
a week in his small corner 
shop on Congress Street?

∏
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And with those words, as if on cue, the 
shop door opened. A well-dressed, 
middle-aged man walked in, greeted 
Norm, took off his coat, and plumped 
down into the empty chair. 

“Trim the long stuff in the back and 
shave the the sides, Norm. Like last 
time—a white-wall.”

Norm picked up his electric shaver 
and went to work.
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