As Young As Ever

Look in the mirror, what do I see?

Somebody else. That's not me.

Hair's too short. Skin's too brown,

and I don't wear that puzzled frown.

Much too short, and anyway, 

my hair's dark and his is grey.

Teeth too even. Lips too thin.

And I haven't got such wrinkled skin.

My eyes sparkle, and I haven't got

receding hair and a liver spot.

I'm good looking, full of wit,

that's not me its a silly old git.

See those creases round the eyes?

That’s something I don't recognise.

That’s someone else, not me at all,

That’s not a mirror on the wall.

Someone's out there looking in,

It isn't me so it must be him.

I can't be that ugly beast,

He's twenty years older than me at least.

It's so confusing, I don't know,

but I bet if I walk away he'll go.

Growing old gracefully? I have to admit,

I don't want to be that silly old git.

One consolation anyway,

I'll never look younger than I do today.
