


t the far end of town
where the Grickle-grass grows

and the wind smells slow-and-sour when it blows
and no birds ever sing excepting old crows...
is the Street of the Lifted Lorax.
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What was the Lorax

And why was it there?

And why was it lifted and taken somewherc
from the far end of town where the Grickle-grass grows?
The old Once-ler still lives here

Ask lum. He knows
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Way back in the days when the gr:

ind the pond was still wet

and the clouds were still clean,

and the song of the Swomee-5wans ran

one morning, I came to this glorious p
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And I first saw the rees

The Truffula Trees!

\\_ The bright-colored tufts of the Truffula T
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b Mile after mile in the fresh morning breeze
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All my life I'd been searching
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of joy in my heart.
I knew just whart I'd do!
[ unloaded my cart.




.l'.:‘!.f In no time at all, I had built a small shop

[ Then I chopped down a Truffula Tree with one chop.
And with great skillful skill and with great speedy speed,

"Elqll.l I took the soft tuft. And T knitted 2 Thneed!



The instant I'd finished, 1 heard a ga-Zum p!
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of the tree I'd chopped down. 1t was sort of & min

Descrnibe him?. .. That's hard, 1 don't know 1f 1 can



He was shortish. And oldish
And brownish. And mossy
And he 5Pt ke with a voice

that was shat pish and I 155
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5 4 wonderful chance
iy to get mighty rich! -

the road to Marth Nitch O
ght at South Stitch.™ -‘_;-l




EEEEE i LA A
e | S

?ﬁwfsﬁg

N

_—

o
e

)

And, in no tume at al

in the factory I built,

the whole Once-ler Family
wis working full tile.

We were all !—.::Il'i:l_;-' Thneeds
just as busy as bees
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of Truffula 1 CCS.
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"NWhat's more,” sn 'I“'|'='~’; the Lorax, (His dander wa
“Let me say a few words about Gluppity-Glupp

1, day and night without stop
Also Schloppity-Schlopp

er goo!

Your machinery chugs o1
£

making Gluppity-Glupp

And what do you do with this lefrov

I'll show VOLL You -|ir-'-,.' old Once-ler







w're glumping the pond where the Humming-Fish hummed!

more can they hum, for their gills are all pummed

» I'm sending them off. Oh, their future is dreary

hey'll walle on their fins and get woefully weary

some walker that 'Ih.'Z.l SO SMeary.
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No more trees. INo more Thneeds. No more work to be done
56, in no time, my uncles and aunts, cvery one;
all waved me good-bye, They jumped into my cars

and drove away under the ~111uk:.»*d'l‘.::‘g}_‘_;ﬂ:'t.‘ui SLATS.
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That was long, long ago.
But each day since that cday
I've sat here and worried

.|5'-'| WOITICd AWay.

Tin.-:l_u'r: the vears, while my

have fallen apart,

I've worried abour it

with all ol my hedr










Hopefully Not!!




