“ONE, TWO, THREE, FOLLOW ME!

. . COME AND SEE MY COUNTRY!

The dewl S halr READ THE STORY OF THE DEVIL'S HAIR
AND HOW IT WAS cUT

\_ , IN A BARBER'S CHAIR!

This is the story of a barber named Donat.
“Hi! I am Donat! I am the barber of the city of Biasca.”

"I snip with my scissors and brush with my brush,
Short hair, long hair, Beards or moustaches!
White hair, black hair, Red or blond hair!

I snip with my scissors, And brush with my brush!”

Yes! Donat snips and cuts hair, beards and moustaches but... his dients are not very happy.
Why? Because Donat always cuts a little too much!

“Ouch! That hurts!”
“Hurts? Gnr! I don't like people!”, says Donat. I don't like to cut their hair; or wash it or dry
it! I prefer animals to people! At least they don’t complain!”

“Hurts? Gnr! I don't like people!”, says Donat. I don't like to cut their hair, or wash it or dry
it! I prefer animals to people! At least they dont complain!”

But Donat is afterall a barber and the only one in the village. So the people sooner or later

go back.
"Cut my hair!” says the butcher. "Cut my beard!”, says the baker.
And Donat does so. BUE.. And Donat does so. But..
“Ouch! That hurts! Ouch!” "Hey, Donat! Watch out! Ouch!

Ouch!”




"Ouch! Quch! Ouch!
You are a grouchy man!
Ouch! Ouch! Ouch!
You are never kind!
You cut us and you hurt us
And you just dont mind!”

Then one day...

“Donat!”, aries the priest. “You are worse than the devil himself! Be careful... or one day he
will come for a visit!”

And one day... a very strange man walks into the barber shop. He is red from head to toe
and... covered with hair!

“People say you treat them like animals!” says the stranger. “Then...cut my hair! But do it
quickly! I must leave before tomorrow!”

“Tomorrow?”, asks Donat. "It will only take a minute.”

But Donat cuts and snips for many minutes and many hours because the strange man’s
hair grows longer and longer! After five hours Donat becomes very nervous.

“Tic! Tac! Tic! Tac!

Time goes by! "Give me a mirror!” says the stranger.
The day is almost over! “Grrr! I look worse than before! Keep cutting!”
Oh dear! Oh my!”

“"Oh my! This man must be the devil!”, says Donat.
“Oh dear! It's my fault! I am mean and bad!
I never treat people like people!”

Donat’s prayer is as soft as a lullaby, and the devil

n I
I'am sorry, so sorty soon falls asleep...

? !
g‘f” ei\\f; 277 2‘1 "Poor me!”, says Donat. "I need some help!”.
Tam Srg Ve sc.) | Just then the butcher, the baker and the priest
Be /ieve%e ’rry. walk in. And Donat says:

“"Now I know what I have to do!



I willl show you, you will see!
I will treat everyone,
Like I want everyone

To treat me!”

All the men smile. “We can help you!”, they say.
They take scissors, combs, brushes and lots of shaving foam and begin to cut
and snip the devil’s hair. When... "Cock-a-doodle-doo!”

“It's a new day!”, cries the barber. “Look! We won!”
“Grrr! Yes, you did!”, says the devil. And he runs out of the barber shop quick
as lightening.

From that day on Donat becomes kind and gentle. People go to this barber
shop happily and leave happily too!

"I snip with my scissors
And brush with my brush
Short hair, long hair,
Beards or moustaches!
White hair, black hair,
Red or blond hair!

I snip with my scissors
And brush with my brush!”
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