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This is a story inspired by my friend Eric when 
he was a hairdresser in the Beauty Salon at the 
Fairmont Hotel from 1982 to 2004. Eric and Max, 
are real. Siegfried, the celebrities and Maravine are 
real with pseudonyms. The other characters are 
fictional.

Enjoy this fanciful and fun rendition of  a time 
and place when Eric was “bringing out the glow” 
in others.

 ericdege.weebly.com
                                               MHM

                                         New York City
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CHAPTER 1

Max gazed out of  the limousine window. Another 
gray San Francisco morning. He knew the day would 
be glorious by noon, and he would be working his 
magic. Max sat up in his doggie seat and licked the 
crumbs from his lips. He had been given a strudel 
treat with breakfast. 

Max was short and cuddly. He was a long-haired 
Dachshund from a family of  pedigree show dogs. 
Max’s guardian Siegfried was tall and formal and 
drop-dead handsome. Siegfried had old European 
charm with an accent and genteel airs. To him,  life 
was a frolic in happenstance, and we must always 
look our best. Max kept Siegfried earthbound. Other-
wise, one got the impression that Siegfried would slip 
into a world of  his own. A world of  babbling brooks, 
snow-capped mountains, and apple strudel. Since 
adopting Max, Siegfried’s business had been growing 
by leaps and bounds. Eventually, Siegfried took over 
the chic beauty salon in the Fairmont Hotel.

Max and Siegfried went for their walk every morning 
at 5:00 A.M. After breakfast Max would get a comb 
and brushing and then was driven to work. Once at 
the Fairmont, the driver unbuckled Max from his dog-
gie car seat and opened the limousine door. 
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Max barked a doggie thank you, jumped out of  the 
car, trotted up the hotel steps, and waited. The door-
man would escort him to the elevators. Pressing the 
mezzanine button, he wished Max a good day. Max 
would exit at the mezzanine onto the soft plush carpet. 
Eric was there to open the glass doors welcoming Max 
to the salon. It was 7:30 A.M. 
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CHAPTER 2

Meanwhile on the invisible side of  town, the Beauty 
Parlor Goddess was listening to her mom. “Sweet, 
please take the gum out of  your mouth. I can hear you 
chewing. If  you could only see yourself  as others see 
you. Your job is to give inspiration.” said the Hardware 
Store Goddess trying to reason with her daughter.

“Okay mom,” said the Beauty Parlor Goddess. She 
was not a natural for the job. She became Beauty Parlor 
Goddess when her aunt, who was the original, eloped 
with her sweetheart to another planet. She had to take 
over at a moment’s notice. True beauty, she felt, existed 
not just by painting and primping the outside.

“Don’t be a purist my darling. A little outward beauty 
does the world a universe of  good,” said the Hardware 
Store Goddess.  “Today, you have your first assignment 
from Super-Duper Headquarters.”

“I was going to the gym,” said the Beauty Parlor 
Goddess, frustrated. 

“Supergod wants you to look into the beauty salon in 
the Fairmount Hotel. Word has it that Eric, a hairdress-
er, and Max, a Dachshund, are transforming Siegfried’s 
Fairmont Salon into a stellar hub of  beauty in the city. 
Supergod wants you to discover their secret. Off  you 
go!”
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CHAPTER 3

At the salon, Eric,  started the coffee machine and set 
out the tea choices. But most of  the clients opted for 
spring water.  An assistant gave Eric notes of  what 
supplies they needed. And then one by one the staff  
drifted in. There were two cleaning people, three mani-
curists, one masseuse, two colorists, two shampoo 
persons, and eleven hairdressers. Siegfried, who always 
came later, was the owner and the barber.  

Max had been watching from one of  the two side 
chairs set near the check-in desk. Max was on earth 
to make people happy. He just loved them. He had an 
uncanny sense of  knowing what a person needed even 
before the person knew. Max looked precious but had 
the stamina of  an elephant. He worked at the salon ten 
hours a day giving of  himself  and having fun. Max did 
not look like a Max. There was something girlish about 
him or refined, depending on who you talked to. A 
burst of  fluff  around his neck was like a fancy ascot or 
to the less enchanted, a shaggy scarf. Max existed to be 
all things to all people. 

Suddenly Eric’s voice was heard above the hubbub. 
“Who left the door open?”

“Oops, my bad,” said the Beauty Parlor Goddess 
breathlessly. She had jogged to the Fairmont. 
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As the manicurist shut the door, the Beauty Parlor 
Goddess flopped into the side chair opposite Max. Oh, 
what a cute doggie, she thought. I wonder if  he belongs 
to someone who works here.
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“I work here,” replied Max. 
“How did you know what I was thinking?” she asked.
“Easy,” said Max. “I’m a dog.”
“And I’m invisible,” said the Beauty Parlor Goddess.
“That’s good because you look pretty silly blowing 

bubble gum,” Max teased. 
“I’m here to discover the secret to your salon’s success.” 
“Let me know what you find out,” said Max.
 Eric clapped his hands, “Time to start! Time to 

start!”  Eric held a bowl of  doggie collars in front of  
Max. “What will it be, Max?” Max gently rummaged 
with his nose and settled on a dark green with little 
brass studs. 

“Green it is!” said Eric excitedly. “This will be a 
green day.”

As Eric attached the green collar to Max, the staff  
lined up next to one another. A hush came over the 
room. Eric softly said, “With joy in our hearts, we ask 
the blessing of  the Beauty Parlor Goddess that we 
bring forth the glow of  beauty to every person who 
comes through our door.”  

“May it be so,” repeated everyone.
“Oh, dear! Am I supposed to do something now?” 

whispered the Beauty Parlor Goddess to Max.
“That they believe in you is enough,” said Max. 
Whereupon she quietly took the gum from her 

mouth and hid it under her sleeve.
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Someone turned on the sound system. And with a 
soft melody playing, two clerks took their place behind 
the check-in desk. Eric opened the salon for business. 
The opus of  beautification had begun. It was 9:00 
A.M. on a Monday. 
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CHAPTER 4

Eric looked at the appointment book and called out: 
“Georgia Smudgly?”

“Here I am, Eric!” 
Eric turned to see his old dancing partner from when 

he was a teenager.  
He ran to embrace her.
They hadn’t seen one another since graduating from 

high school. She had gone to New York City to become 
an actress and now was studying to be a life coach. She 
was visiting relatives and wanted to surprise Eric. In their 
school days she and Eric had performed as a dance team. 

“I feel a dance coming on!” Eric exclaimed, at which 
point he waltzed Maravine over to his station and gallantly 
set her into the salon chair.

Once Maravine had caught her breath she burst into 
gales of  laughter. Max wanted to join the fun. He jumped 
down from his side chair and together, he and the Beauty 
Parlor Goddess whirled around in circles. Max then ran to 
Maravine wagging his tail to be petted. The Beauty Parlor 
Goddess watched from afar.

“Oh, what a cute doggy!” Maravine exclaimed.  “I have 
a wire-haired doxy at home in New York who would love 
to play with you,” she said to Max.
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While Eric snipped and styled, he and Maravine rem-
inisced how their dancing days had helped them get 
through tough times in school. 

Eric gave a ballet bow at the finish of  Maravine’s haircut.
“Oooooh I love it, Eric! You are so talented!”
Eric and Maravine made a pact that they would write a 

book together in their twilight years.
 “We must put Max in the book,” Maravine said.
“Of  course,” said Eric, smiling. “What’s a book with-

out Max?”
“And me!” cried the Beauty Parlor Goddess.
Max, hearing his name, wagged his tail goodbye as 

Maravine pirouetted, blew kisses, and exited the salon.
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CHAPTER 5

One of  Eric’s many challenges of  that day came from a 
little boy who was staying at the hotel. He and his parents 
were in San Francisco for a convention. Tommy needed a 
haircut. Neither his parents nor the clients were prepared 
for the hollering that came from Tommy’s tiny frame once 
Eric sat him in the salon chair. 

He hollered so loud the chandelier above him shiv-
ered. Not to mention his kicking of  feet and flailing 
of  arms when Eric threw the apron around him and 
brought out the scissors.
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Max began barking as loud as Tommy was hollering. 
Tommy went quiet. He looked around as if  wakened 
from a bad dream.

And then he saw Max. Max wagged his tail, and 
Tommy began laughing. Everyone breathed a sigh of  
relief. Eric put Max in Tommy’s lap. 

During the haircut Max and Tommy smiled at one an-
other. At the finish Tommy kissed Max on his head. Max 
gave Tommy happy licks back. Max escorted Tommy 
and his parents to the check-out desk. Eric composed 
himself  and steadied his shaking hands with a bottle of  
spring water and many deep breaths.
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Just then the front doors flung open, and Siegfried, with 
arms full of  freshly cut flowers from his garden, made a 
grand entrance. 



16

Siegfried gave the flowers to a woman behind the 
desk. “Please, Myrtle, put these in a vase. We must bring 
a bit of  nature to our palace.” 

And then he saw Tommy. 
“Hello, young man, may I give you a lollipop?”
Silence.
“No lollipop?”
“Max!”
“Ohhhh! Max works here.”
“Max!”
“I see you’re determined. Well, when you get home 

you can—”
“Max!”
The father swooped up the boy in his arms. The parents 

thanked Siegfried as they dashed out of  the salon. Tommy 
waved to Max as they went out the door.   

“Whew!” said the Beauty Parlor Goddess. 
“There are two hurdles in life to overcome: getting a 

haircut and taking a bath,” said Max philosophically.
“Would that be the secret to your salon?” said the 

Beauty Parlor Goddess.
 “It may have to do with the people who come here,” 

said Max.
“Any famous ones?” asked the Beauty Parlor Goddess. 
“A few here and there.” 
“Oh, tell me, please.”
She and Max settled in together on the side chairs.
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CHAPTER 6

Soon after the salon opened, Herb Crutch came by. He 
was a famous San Francisco journalist and he wrote an 
article about the salon. Well, after that, people arrived 
from all over to see for themselves.  They kept com-
ing back, and so did he.  After his haircut, Herb Crutch 
would sit and read his daily column aloud to Max.  It 
was like having bedtime stories during the day. 

Jane Squiggly was an astrologer and writer. She would get 
her hair colored by Eric. The stars told her that Max was 
meant to be a girl. And so, she would call Max - Maxine. 
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Jane Squiggly didn’t care who liked who. She was 
busy preparing to advise the president of  our United 
States and his wife what to do each day. She was their 
secret astrologer. Her head was with the stars.

Lawrence, a hairdresser, understood. Lawrence 
would dress up as a girl when not at work. He was 
more comfortable that way. His clients were show 
girls or old actors. Some were flashy and fun. Others 
looked unhappy and tired like Lawrence.  Eric tried 
to befriend Lawrence, but it was hopeless. Eric was a 
good-hearted person and very smart. So he got along 
with almost everybody except Lawrence.  
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All the fancy people went to Eric. He had a way with 
them. There was a princess from England, Princess 
Mitchell from Bent.  She would get on the floor and roll 
around with Max and his toy dragon. Max liked her bet-
ter than strudel treats. Why wouldn’t he? How many times 
does one get to play on the floor with a real princess.  
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Siegfried then walked into the front of  the salon. It 
was time for Max’s walk.

A pop star, Duke came to the salon with his bodyguard 
and entourage.  He was giving concerts in San Francisco. 
He was vegan before it was popular. Eric accidentally ran 
into the bodyguard’s chest. The bodyguard was nearly 
seven feet tall and had muscles of  steel. Duke was very 
sweet and  gave concert tickets to everyone in the salon. 
Eric couldn’t go because he had a headache for days. 
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CHAPTER 7

While Max and Siegfried were on their midday walk, the 
Beauty Parlor Goddess noticed a woman with a small dog 
in her arms had entered the salon. Everyone moved away 
from her except Eric. He whisked her into one of  the 
back rooms. The woman hadn’t bathed. Her clothes were 
ragged and soiled. One  couldn’t tell her apart from her 
dog in the hair department.
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Eric tried to learn her story. 
She said her name was Edna and that she lived in the 

hotel. She hadn’t been out of  her room in years. Re-
cently, she learned her estranged brother was coming 
in from Chicago. Edna was afraid he would put her in 
a home and Sugar, her dog, would be taken from her. 
Sugar was her heart. She wanted to try fixing herself  
up. Could Eric to do something with her hair? 

While Eric was deciding how he might start, the door 
to the room flung open, almost crushing the Beauty 
Parlor Goddess had she not jumped away in time.  

Siegfried was red in the face and stood there with 
Max.

“The whole salon smells like burnt cheese,” Siegfried 
yelled. 

Then seeing the woman Siegfried sputtered, “Who or 
what is this?”

Whereupon Edna turned pale, gasped, clutched her 
chest, and fainted.
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CHAPTER 8

“I’ve killed her! I’ve killed her!” Terrified, Siegfried ran out 
of  the room to call an ambulance. 

Eric ran after Siegfried. 
The Beauty Parlor Goddess thought she saw Edna 

breathing. Sugar stayed by her mistress, shaking with fear. 
Max tried to calm Sugar down. 

The staff  scurried in and out of  the room until the am-
bulance workers arrived. They put Edna on the gurney 
and carried her out of  the room, onto the street, and into 
the waiting ambulance. Eric and the staff  were trying to 
calm Siegfried who was wailing that he would be sued, 
and his business would be kaput. The staff  would be out 
of  a job, and he would be behind bars.

Eric tried to get him aspirin and kept ice packs on Sieg-
fried’s forehead, but to no avail. 

“Shhhhh . . .” whispered Eric. “The clients will hear you.”
“Let them hear me!” wailed Siegfried. “Let them hear 

and cry with me how a man came to America to follow 
his dream and made it to the top. And one tiny woman, 
who never bathed, brought him and his company to its 
knees. Let them hear the tragedy of  Siegfried!” And he 
cried all the louder.

Siegfried and Eric were unaware that Max and Sugar, 
with the Beauty Parlor Goddess, had followed the health 
care workers out onto the street.
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CHAPTER 9

Sugar was running after the ambulance. Max was run-
ning after Sugar and the Beauty Parlor Goddess, who 
already had her jog for the day, was determined not to 
let Max and Sugar out of  her sight. 



26

Then Sugar collapsed in the middle of  the street. She 
crumpled like a used paper bag. Max was petrified. The 
Beauty Parlor Goddess called out, “Pull her to the side 
of  the street by her leg. Quick, quick.”

Max pulled her over just in time. 
The Beauty Parlor Goddess said, “Before it gets 

dark, pull Sugar to the alley there and rest. By morning 
she might have enough strength to make it back to 
the hotel.”

However, a good Samaritan saw the two dogs in 
trouble and called Animal Control on her cellphone.
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CHAPTER 10 

Siegfried was relieved to hear he wasn’t a murderer after 
all. 

Edna’s brother had arrived and was taking care of  
everything. He told Siegfried that Edna would recover. 

Max was microchipped, and so Siegfried was called 
by Animal Control to pick up Max. 

It was painful for Siegfried and Eric to see so many 
eager-to-be-noticed dogs. And the barking from all the 
broken doggie hearts was deafening.

Max was a wiggle machine seeing Siegfried and Eric. 
Little Sugar eagerly ran to them. 

Siegfried was crying for all the orphaned dogs while 
signing Max and Sugar out. The Animal Control center 
let Siegfried adopt Sugar as a rescue. 

Sugar would stay with Max until she was reunited 
with her mistress. 

In the taxi back to the hotel, Siegfried asked Eric to 
find dog groomers. “Mark my words, Eric. A bit of  
styling and a bit of  pizzazz to bring out the glow and 
those dogs would be adopted. They’ve got a lot of  love 
to give the world. We’re not going to stand by and see 
them thrown away.”  



28



29

Siegfried said, “We’ll pay the groomers. Fix it up 
with Animal Control.”

The Beauty Parlor Goddess wondered if  it was 
Siegfried’s generous heart that made his salon a success. 
However, it sure was a tight squeeze sitting in the back 
of  that taxi.
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CHAPTER 11

The day came when Edna was to pick up Sugar. Eric 
set up the coffee machine and the tea choices. He 
made sure there was enough spring water. 

One by one the staff  drifted in. Max was to choose 
the color of  the day. Eric held the bowl of  collars out 
for Max who gently poked at a red plaid one. 

“Today is red plaid day,” cried Eric as he lovingly at-
tached the collar onto Max. “Irma, will you please?” 

Irma cleared her throat as everyone lined up. Irma 
said, “With joy in our hearts, we ask the blessing of  
the Beauty Parlor Goddess that we bring forth the 
glow of  beauty to every person who comes through 
our door.”  

“May it be so,” was said in unison.
The receptionist turned on a melody. Two women 

took their place behind the check-in desk, and Eric 
opened the doors for business. It was 9:00 A.M. on a 
Thursday. Many San Franciscans came that morning 
to be beautified before going to their places of  work.

The phone rang at 11:30. The woman at the check-
in desk took the call. She ran to Siegfried and whis-
pered. 

Siegfried alerted Eric who whispered to Sugar who 
was sitting with Max.  

Siegfried and Eric felt butterflies in their stomachs. 
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In a few minutes Sugar would be back in the loving 
arms of  Edna. She was such a sensitive doggie. It was a 
miracle she made it through all the drama.

Fifteen minutes past noon and no Edna. Should they 
call Edna’s room? Just then the glass doors opened, and 
a small, dapper, middle-aged man walked into the salon.

Siegfried, full of  European charm, greeted him as Sugar 
dashed into his arms. 
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“Sugar!” You look beautiful!” exclaimed the man. 
“Ahhhh, monsieur!” exclaimed Siegfried. “You must be 
Edna’s brother! We have heard such good things about you.  

How is our dear Edna doing?”
The gentleman paused for a moment. A faint smile 

crossed his lips, as he said, “I am Edna.” 
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CHAPTER 12

Everything in the salon stopped. For once, Siegfried 
was tongue-tied. Eric felt dizzy and in need of  a spring 
water. Max raised his head from where he was sitting in 
the side chair. 

“My birth name is Edward. I didn’t fit in. I tried 
Edna. I didn’t fit in and got stuck there. If  it weren’t 
for Sugar, I wouldn’t be living. But I realize I don’t 
have to fit in. I’m going to try Edward again and this 
time I’m going to take the lead. I’d like to start by 
financing your program, the grooming of  shelter dogs. 
With your permission, we could call it the Max and 
Sugar Project. I can’t thank you enough. You and my 
brother helped me see how far down the rabbit hole I 
had gone.”

And now, if  you’ll excuse me, I’ll take Sugar home. 
We’ll be in touch.”

Edna, now Edward, turned with Sugar in his arms 
and left the salon through the glass doors.

Everyone was awestruck.
Finally, Siegfried broke the silence. “Isn’t that just 

wonderful?” He stifled a sob and wiped away tears of  
happiness.

And the Beauty Parlor Goddess exclaimed, “Yes!!”  
The room magically filled with her divine golden 

glow. She had found the secret!!
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CHAPTER 13

And so, the salon continues to this day. There are the 
challenging ones, the celebrities, the regulars, and the 
surprise ones like Edna/Edward—it’s a magical place. 

Siegfried and Eric have retired. But others carry the 
torch. Others that bring style and a bit of  pizzazz. 
Max is retired, too, and lives with Siegfried in Tiburon. 
Eric visits every now and then. The Maxes of  the 
world keep the magic going. It’s called, “Love.” 

What about the Beauty Parlor Goddess? She became 
powerful enough to work from home. Her mother was 
right: “a little outward beauty does the world a universe 
of  good.”  

The secret to the success of  the Fairmont Beauty Salon 
was that Siegfried and the staff  understood, most of  
the time anyway, that everyone was already beautiful 
on the inside. Their job as beauticians was to bring 
out the glow. 

Max had known this all along, but when he and 
Sugar saw the shining and fluffy results of  their project 
at Animal Control, and learned of  the many adoptions 
that followed, they had to admit that a little beauty 
salon help never hurt.
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