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absolute

9 Try walking into a normail salon feeling like a man. Not only is the decor
=5 directed towards women, but the entire experience seems to have a slightly
= girly feel. That is, until you walk into Glasshouse Men in the Foundry. This is a
real man's salon. This is a leather recliners, barber stools and sport on the plasma screen
type of salon. Even better yet, they will willingly serve you a beer or a whisky. Try ordering
either of those next time your partner takes you for a treat at a woman-centric spa. It is
simply not going to happen.

e

When extolling the virtues of being served an ice cold beer while undergoing a little pam-
pering, the girlfriend didn't get it. And that is precisely why Glasshouse is such a great
place. It is designed as a place for the average man to feel comfortable while indulg-
ing in a bit of beauty. If we are redlistic, there are those amongst us that don't feel 100%
comfortable walking into a salon. At Glasshouse that discomfort is easily overcome and
not just by virtue of the whisky.

Cape Town



The metr

sed me DYy

ing a lot of time slc

process. Far from it. | am cut more from
the neglectful cloth. Possession of said
potions and creams never seems fo
trigger the appropriate response of us-
ing them. They gather dust and expire
sometimes totally unused. This is fanta
mount to an expensive skin care regime
that has no effect whatsoever.

When the opportunity arose for me to go
to a salon, | was slightly apprehensive. It
meant having fo decide on a freatment.
When one's experience of cleansing
and pampering is limited to a splash of
water and some soap, a full-on facial
seems intimidating. Never having had a
manicure or pedicure, the decision was
made to have a total touch-up.

Having had a

wannel (naturally), |
my drink and thought that this wasn't so
bad. Shoe 3

bath filled with salts, hands resting in the
same heated solution in a bowl in my
lap, | was starting to get info it. And the
treatments hadn't even started yet.

Sporis Cli

A tag team of therapists, one for the
feet, another for the hands, set to work.
All manner of clipping, scraping and
buffing ensued, followed by a foot and
hand massage. Lifting the beer glass was
tricky with the oily residue on my fingers,
but | persevered. Once completed, my
hands and feet felt great. Being a mani-
cure and pedicure virgin, | was surprised
by the subtlety of it. | don't know what

it more

work, They ¢ Yy nails
were a bit short and trimmed for them to

really earn their k

Leaving my feet bare, | walked through
to the treatment room for the facial. This
room did not have a TV, but it is admit-
tedly difficult to watch when there are
compresses covering your eyes. Lying
down in the softly lit room with gentle
music playing made me almost instantly
weary. | chatted to the therapist as she
began a series of cleans and massages.
This lasted until | dozed off. Drifting back
to consciousness, | was aware that work
was still being done. Time had been
suspended so there was no real sense of
how much of it had passed. B
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