
Barber vs Berber Shave Off

have got blade on skin” he tells me. 

After settling into a prone position, we start with 
a bit of pre-shave oil and conditioner to loosen up 
the hair ‘it encourages the strength to go away” says 
Richard warming to his task, “its going to be fun 
shaving this.” 
Raymond reckons the hardest hair he ever had to 
cut was that of a guy from Mauritius “the hair had 
no sense of direction whatsoever” he says before 
applying an almond paste shaving cream to my face 
with a badger shaving brush, which I, not having had 
any breakfast am very tempted to lick.  

Raymond attaches a new blade to his ivory handled 
razor and starts scraping dexterously at the 
sideburns before working his way down the cheek. 
Unfortunately,health and safety regulations mean 
he cannot sharpen his blade with the strop like 
barbers of yore and must use changeable blades. 
“Another ritual lost” say I sounding like a radio 
phone--in moron, “to bureaucrats who think they 
know better.”  

I lie back and think of Ireland while Raymond carves 
his magic. It is amazing how little one knows about 
the contours of one’s face. I seem to have more 

creases than an Issey Mayake shirt.
Raymond is having to deal with a few of my in-
growing hairs, the result of years of self-shaving. He 
plucks them out and staunches the bleeding with 
an alum block. “It’s important to shave in the same 
direction as the hair grows.” Raymond advises me 
as he performs some fancy footwork in order to 
get at my Adams apple.  

After completing the shave Raymond tells me 
about some of the aftershave products he uses, 
there’s Dr Harris, an eighteenth century tonic 
apparently favoured by the Queen. Being of Sicilian 
descent Raymond has an affinity with the Santa 
Maria Novelli Acqua de Siciliana created by monks 
and preferred by the Queen of France. I catch 
some of this information though I am busy trying 
to eavesdrop on the customer next to me who is 
explaining how he invested in a 6000 square foot 
loft in Shoreditch some fifteen years before, when 
there wasn’t even anywhere to go for a drink. 
Martin is disinterested, he wants the new not old 
Shoreditch.

Forty-five minutes after entering we are all done 
and I look like a new man, though I smell like a 
pudding. Raymond tells us how he loves Shoreditch 
because people are so friendly towards him despite 
the fact that he is from Essex. “We Essex boys have 
got a bad reputation,it’s not really warranted.” 

I leave the shop with super-soft skin and not a 
ginger hair in sight, well perhaps a few up my nose. 
At forty quid a pop it ain’t cheap but four weeks 
on, my beard has grown back in a far more uniform 
and less itchy manner. I’m ready to repeat the ritual 
again, after all a mans got to look after himself - as 
Oscar Wilde once said 
“Looking good and dressing well is a necessity, 
having a purpose in life is not.” 
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