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A loud cry came from the Palace. "No, please don't," came the sobbing voice.

"Off with it!" was the loud and demanding reply.

Inside the palace, the king sat on his throne shivering with fright. His mother stood in front of him pointing her finger. The Queen stood by her side.

"You must have your hair cut!" demanded the King's mother.

"I like it just as it is," said the King.

"It's too long," said the Queen. "Off with it!" she added loudly.

"But it looks very cool and dude-ish like this," said the King using his most royal voice.

"It's over your eyes," complained the Queen.

"And it's past your nose," added the King's mother.

"It gets stuck in your teeth," said the palace guard from the doorway.

"And it falls in my food," barked the King's dog from the doorstep.

"It floats into the soup," moaned the palace cook.

"And it tickles my tonsils," complained the King's pet dragon from the courtyard.

Then they all yelled together. "Please Cut Your Hair !!!"

"I'm scared," said the King in a frightened voice. " I want some-one friendly and nice to be my barber. Who will cut my hair?"

"Who will cut the King's hair?" asked the King's mother.

"It has to be some-one kind," said the King.


"Who will cut the King's hair?" asked the Queen.

"It has to be some-one cool and dude-ish," said the king


"Who will cut the King's hair?" asked the palace guard.

"It has to be some-one gentle and brave," said the King.

"Who will cut the King's hair?" asked the King's dog.

"It has to be some-one loyal," said the King.


"Who will cut the King's hair?" asked the King's cook.

"It has to be some-one with the right touch," said the King.


"Who will cut the King's hair?" asked the King's father.

"It has to be some-one I can talk to," said the King.


"I know!" called the King's dragon from the courtyard with a belch of flame and smoke. "I was at just the right place the other day having my scales glossed, my toe-nails tipped and my top trimmed. They were cool, dude-ish, friendly, kind and loyal," added the dragon. 

The King listened carefully. "Are you sure they are cool and dude-ish?" he asked.

"Definitely dude-ish," answered the Dragon.

The King smiled. "The dudes will cut my hair," ordered the King firmly.

Then the king, the King's mother, the palace guard, the cook, the King's dog, the King's father and the King's dragon all went with the King to see him have his hair cut.
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"No way Ho-zay!" said the Queen loudly.

"You ought to," said the King. "It's for your own good."

"Nope," said the Queen shaking her head firmly.

"Your teeth will get bad," said the Queen's father.

"Tough!" growled the Queen.

"Your teeth will get rotten," said the Queen's mother.

"Fiddle sticks," laughed the Queen.

"You won't be able to eat apples," neighed the Queen's horse from the stable.

"I'll cook them first," replied the Queen.

"You won't be able to chew," mooed the Queen's cow from the field.

"Huummph," mumbled the Queen.

"You won't be able to smile," growled the Queen's tiger from the tiger's house.

"Blaahh," blurted the Queen.

"You must go to the Dentist!" they all yelled together.

"You can't make me," said the Queen.

"Why won't you go?" asked the Queen's pet Mouse wisely.

"Because it smells funny," said the Queen. "The Dentist puts things in my mouth that taste strange," she added.

"So you're scared," said the Mouse gently.

"Yes," agreed the Queen with a little tear in her eye. "I'm frightened," she said.

"I'll be near," said the King gently.

"I'll come to," said the Queen's father.

"We can talk about it after," said the Queen's mother.

"I'll take you there," neighed the Queen's horse.

"You can ring my bell," mooed the Queen's cow.

"I'll ask the Dentist to be gentle," growled the Queen's tiger.

"I know just the right Dentist," said the Mouse taking a card out of its pocket and giving it to the Queen. "I was there last week having my teeth checked. The Dentist was kind, gentle, friendly and only put things in my mouth when it was absolutely, positively the best thing to do."

"Hhhhmmmmm," pondered the Queen thoughtfully. "It's for my own good," she said.

"Definitely," agreed the Mouse.

"Will all of you come too?" asked the Queen.

"Yes!" they yelled happily.

"Let's do it," laughed the Queen loudly.

Then the Queen, the King, the Queen's mother and father, horse, cow and mouse went to the Dentist. 

