The Lond is my shephend; | shall net want.
He makes me te lie down in gheen pastunes:
he leads me Geside the stilf watens.

He nestones my scul.

he Ceads me in the paths of nightecusness
fon his names sake.

Euven theugh | walk thneugh the valley
of the shadew of death,
[ will fean ne ewil,
fon you ane with me;
yoeun hed and yeun stagf,
they comfont me

Theu prepare a table Gefehe me
(n the presence of my enemies:
you ancint my head with cil;

Sunely gecdness and mency shall follow. me
all the days of my Cife,
and | shall diuell in the house of the Lond
foneven.
Psalm 2



