
THE RECORD I KEEP OF MYSELF 
 
It isn't so much what my neighbor may 
         think, 
    Though I value his friendship a lot; 
It isn't some record that's written in ink, 
    That I want to keep free from a blot. 
 
It isn't some tale people whisper about 
    The way I gather myself -- 
I want to keep evil and crookedness out 
    Of the record I keep of myself. 
 
It often may happen opinions are wrong; 
    However men praise or blame; 
But I know there is a critic who travels 
         along 
    Who knows every step I came. 
 
Whatever my friends or enemies may say 
    In volumes up there on the shelf, 
The thing that will count in that final day 
    Is the true record I keep of myself. 
 
                      --Author Unknown-- 
 


