Please wipe your feet

Thank you for coming, but please wipe your feet, thank you.

Now, Mr. Gator, do you feel well?

The water’s receding, your dinner as well.

Oh, little doe, your ears are still ringing,

The plants are poisoned, the herd is singing.

I’ve gathered you here, with a story to tell,
My court of animals, please listen well…

Magnolia tree, what would we do,
If in our homeland, you would not bloom, 

And Mr. Raccoon, what would I do,

If you owned no home, under our moon.

So we must help, we will shed tears,

But we shall conquer emission fears,

We will not stop, we will not hide,

But with friends to lean on, we will stride!

Mr. Gator, I give you your home,

Little doe, a free land to roam, 

Skunks, gators, pelicans, seagulls,

Become united, one with people,

Need no waste, 

So I start the great race,

We lend helping hands, 

Let’s rebuild these great lands!

Our land, where we call home,

We won’t let it go…

Because it means too much,

And we shall keep the grip, 

Of present to future.

So the next generation forwards will know…

To keep safe the place we call home,

We will make sure that it remains not land…but a home,
So please, before entering out home, 

Wipe your feet, or else your footprints will stain…
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