


At 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 expecting old crows . . .
Is the Secret of the Lifted Lorax.

And deep in the Grickle-grass, some people say,
If you look deep enough you can still see, today,
Where the Lorax once stood
Just as long as it could
Before somebody lifted the Lorax away.

What was the Lorax?
And why was it there?
And why was it lifted and taken somewhere
From the far end of town where the Grickle-grass grows?
The old Once-ler still lives here.
Ask him. He knows.



On the end of a rope
He lets down a tin pail
And you have to toss in fifteen cents
And a nail
And the shell of a great-great-great-
Grandfather snail.





And, under the trees, I saw BrownBar-ba-loots
Frisking about in their Bar-ba-loot suits
As they played in the shade and ate Truffula Fruits

From the rippulous pound
Came the comfortable sound
Of the Humming-Fish humming
While splashing around



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 great speedy speed,
I took the soft tuft. And I knitted a Thneed!



The instant I'd finished, I heard a ga-Zump!
I looked.
I saw something pop out of the stump
of the tree I'd chopped down.  It was sort of a man.
Describe him?...That's hard.  I don't know if I can.

"Mister!" he said with a sawdusty sneeze,
"I am the Lorax.  I speak for the trees.
I speak for the trees, for the trees have no tongues.
And I'm asking you, sir, at the top of my lungs" -
he was very upset as he shouted and puffed - 
"What's that THING you've made out of my Truffula tuft?"

He was shortish.  And oldish.
And brownish.  And mossy.
And he spoke with a voice 
that was sharpish and bossy.









I meant no harm.  I most truly did not.
But I had to grow bigger.  So bigger I got.
I biggered my factory.  I biggered my roads.
I biggered my wagons.  I biggered the loads
of the Thneeds I shipped out.  I was shipping them forth
to the South! To the East! To the West! To the North!
I went right on biggering...selling more Thneeds. 
And I biggered my money, which everyone needs.





"You're glumping the pond where the Humming-Fish hummed!
No more can they hum, for their gills are all gummed.
So I'm sending them off.  Oh, their future is dreary.
They'll walk on their fins and get woefully weary 
in search of some water that isn't so smeary."





No more trees.  No more Thneeds.  No more work to be done.
So, in no time, my uncles and aunts, every one,
all waved me good-bye.  They jumped into my cars
and drove away under the smoke-smuggered stars.

Now all that was left neath the bad-smelling sky
was my big empty factory...
and I.

The Lorax said nothing.  Just gave me a glance...
just gave me a very sad, sad backward glance...
as he lifted himself by the seat of his pants.
And I'll never forget the grim look on his face
when he heisted himself and took leave of this place,
through a hole in the smog, without leaving a trace.



And all that the Lorax left here in this mess
was a small pile of rocks, with the one word...
"Unless."
Whatever that meant, well, I just couldn't guess.

That was long, long ago.
But each day since that day
I've sat here and worried
and worried away.
Through the years, while my buildings
have falled apart,
I've worried about it
with all my heart

"But now," says the Once-ler,
"Now that you're here,
the word of the Lorax seems perfectly clear.
Unless someone like you
cares a whole awful lot,
nothing is going to get better.
It's not."




