
      

In front of the mirror 

Are we are not really the same, 

Does the darker shade of my blue skin makes us different, 

And does the pale coloration on you make you believe we are different, 

Does the protruding nose, green eyes like those of a cat, 

And hanging silken hair make us different in front of the mirror, 

In front of the mirror we are different, 

But we are man and wholly are the human race 

 

 

 

 


