








You won't see the Once-ler. 
Don't knock on his door. 

He stays in his Lerkim on top of 
his store. 

He lurks in his Lerkim, cold 
under the roof, 

where he makes his own clothes 
out of miff-muffered moof. 

And on special dank midnights in 
August, 

he peeks out of the shutters 
and sometimes he speaks 

and tells how the Lorax was lifted 
away.  



He'll tell you, perhaps… 
If you're willing to pay. 

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. 



Then he pulls up the pail, 
makes a most careful count 

to see if you've paid him  
the proper amount. 



The he hides what you paid him 
away in his Snuvv, 

his secret strange hole 
in his gruvvulous glove. 



Then he grunts, "I will call you 
by Whisper-ma-Phone, 

for the secrets I tell are for your 
ears alone." 

SLUPP! 
Down slupps the Whisper-ma-

Phone to your ear 
and the old Once-ler's whispers 

are not very clear, 
since they have to come down 

through a snergelly hose, 
and he sounds  

as if he had 
smallish bees up his nose.  

 
"Now I'll tell you," he says, with 

his teeth sounding gray, 
"how the Lorax got lifted and 

taken away… 
 























"Look Lorax," I said. "There's no 
cause for alarm. 

I chopped just one tree. I am doing 
no harm. 

I'm being quite useful. This thing 
is a Thneed. 

A Theend's a Fine-Something-
That-All-People-Need! 

It's a shirt. It's a sock. It's a glove. 
It's a hat. 

But it has other uses. Yes, far 
beyond that. 

You can use it for carpets. For 
pillows! For sheets! 

Or curtains! Or covers for bicycle 
seats!" 



The Lorax said, 
"Sir! You are crazy with greed. 

There is no one on earth 
who would buy that fool Thneed." 
But the very next minute I proved 

he was wrong. 
For, just at that minute, a chap 

came along, 
and he thought that the Thneed I 

had knitted was great. 
He happily bought it for three 

ninety-eight. 



I laughed at the Lorax, 
"You poor stupid guy! 
You never can tell what 
some people will buy." 

"I repeat," cried the Lorax,  
"I speak for the trees!" 
"I'm busy," I told him. 

"Shut up, if you please." 











But the next week 
he knocked 

on my new office door. 
He snapped, "I'm the Lorax who 

speaks for the trees 
which you seem to be chopping as 

fast as you please. 
But I'm also in charge of the 

Brown Bar-ba-loots 
who played in the shade in their 

Bar-ba-loot suits 
and happily lived, eating Truffula 

Fruits.  
"NOW…thanks to your hacking 

my trees to the ground, 
there's not enough Truffula Fruit 

to go 'round. 
And my poor Bar-ba-loots are all 

getting the crummies 
because they have gas, and no 

food, in their tummies! 







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 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. 







 
"Where will they go?… 
I don’t hopefully know. 

They may have to fly for a 
month…or a year… 

To escape from the smog 
you've smogged-up around 

here.  









And then I got mad. 
I got terribly mad. 

I yelled at the Lorax, "Now listen 
here, Dad! 

All you do is yap-yap and say, 
'Bad! Bad! Bad! Bad!' 

Well I have my rights, sir, and 
I'm telling you 

I intend to go on doing just what 
I do! 

And, for your information, you 
Lorax, I'm figgering 

on biggering 
and Biggering 

and BIGGERING 
and BIGGERING, 

turning MORE Truffula Trees 
into Thneeds 

which everyone, EVERYONE, 
EVERYONE needs!" 



And at that very moment, 
we heard a loud whack! 

From outside in the fields 
came a sickening smack 

of an axe on a tree. Then we 
heard the tree fall. 

The very last Truffula Tree of 
them all! 

 













"SO… 
Catch!" calls the Once-ler. 

He lets something fall. 
"It's a Truffula Seed. 
It's the last one of all! 

You're in charge of the last of 
the Truffula Seeds. 

And Truffula Trees are what 
everyone needs. 

Plant a new Truffula. Treat it 
with care. 

Give it clean water. And feed it 
fresh air. 

Grow a forest. Protect it from 
axes that hack. 
Then the Lorax 

and all of his friends 
may come back."  



Hopefully Not!! 



Answer the Following Questions 
1.  The Once-ler describes a "glorious place."  Identify and briefly describe several living 

components of the "glorious place."   

2.  What was the Lorax?  What is his role? 

3.  Why is the thneed a marketable and profitable product? 

4.  Identify and briefly describe three pieces of technology developed by 
the Once-ler to upgrade his thneed industry. 

5.  Most environmental problems result from a "domino effect" begun by a 
single action or activity.  Select three of the following environmental issues below 
observed in the "glorious place" and relate them to the development of the thneed. 

a.  energy consumption 
b.  pollution 
c.  waste disposal/management 
d.  deforestation 
e.  human population explosion  
f.  endangered/threatened species 

6.  What is an unless? 

7.  Extra Credit:  When the humming fish are taken away everything in the verse rhymes with 
Eerie.  Why would fictional fish in a fictional setting refer to (through rhyme) a real 
place?  Hint: Something environmentally significant happened involving Lake Eerie. 


