The Lord is
my shepherd,
| lack nothing.
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He makes me ‘

lie down in green
pastyres, ’
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e leads me b@sﬁ@]@

quiet waters,
he Pesreshes My soul.




He quides me
along the right paths
£0P his Nhame’s sake.
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Even though | wallk
itt‘mm@@@t}» the darkest valley,
will gear no evil,
£0P You are with me:

L %




N

Your roe
and your stags,
they comFort me.




You prepare @ table
begolre me in the
presence oF MYy enemies:




You anoint my ['m@@@]

with oils

my eup overslows.




Surely your goodness
and love will gollow me
all the days of my lice,
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And | will dwell
in the house
of the Loprd

FOPeYEP.







