


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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And deep in the Grickle-grass, some people say, ">

if you look deep enough you can still see, today, e
where the Lorax once stood e —
just as long as it could

before son'n'hudy lifted the Lorax away.
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of joy in my heart.

l
great leaping

I knew just what I'd do!

[ unloaded my cart.
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