Dad takes me to the barber's once a month, Your hair's tangled like Samsen, the super-strong,
without fail, come rain or shire. long-haired warrior who could do whatever he wanted.

| watch my hair fall inte my lap = = Your fringe is long like Rapunzel,

as the barber chats. { ¢ gl - the princess frupped in the tower.”
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Manths pass and my bair gets ginermous, but, come rain
or shine, Dod deesn't come o bake me to the barber's
There are knobs inside my heod
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