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lam#naststahi [Td#GtHON miz#mOr | #d##wi d#

Hmart#tl T eSHMEr#N  diffrik#fay mEnH#HAO b [#30NT
' eSHMHTHN [HpHT mahiHsOm b# #a# r#SH |#negr#di

ne #am#ti d#imiyy#h heh##set#H# mit#t#ob# Ok## #o#
ne' #k#r

hetam-libbl bqir#bl bahtgigh tHibi# ar- #8 dibbar#ti
bil 480N

hod#i #ni y#hw#h qists# Gmiddat# y#may mah-hi
' HoHH H#h meh-hitci Hni

hinn#h  tH#pi#h#otE  n#t#attth  y#may  wih#el#di
kit ayin negidek##t ak# k#l-heb#el k#l-' #d#HHm
ni stistHtb# sel#h

' ak#-bitsttelem yit##thal lek#-'15 " ak#-heb#el yeh#mityln
yistb#r wHl# -y#o#a mi-’ #sHpHim
W# att#h mah-qqiwwit#i ' #dinty toh#al#t1 1#k# hi’

mikk#-p#SH ay
"al-tHmEnt
ne #amiti 1# * eptttandt-pi Ki '’ att#h * #tHH

hasttstil#nl  hterfipat#  n#b##

hifstr mit #lay nigh# ek## mittigittrat# yHo#ek#H: " #ml
kATt

bt#Ok#HNHOM * al- #w#Hn yissar#t# 15 wattemes k# #3
hHH#MOd#0 ' ak# hebttel k#l-' #d##m sel#h

Sim# #h-tip#il l#H yH#hwHh wHSaw# #i#  ha #zinth
el-dim# #t# Cal-tehitfras Ki gitr CHnEkH immiitk#
tOSHO# kitk## - HoHOtHHY

h#sa mimmenni  w# ab##igith  b#t#erem
w# énenni

"HlHkH#
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1| said, | will take heed to
my ways, that | sin not with
my tongue: | will keep my
mouth with a bridle, while
the wicked is before me.

2 | was dumb with silence, |
held my peace, even from
good; and my sorrow was
stirred.

3 My heart was hot within
me, while | was musing the
fire burned: then spake |
with my tongue,

4 LORD, make me to know
mine end, and the measure
of my days, what it is: that |
may know how frail | am.

5 Behold, thou hast made
my days as an handbreadth;
and mine age is as nothing
before thee: verily every
man a his best state is
altogether vanity. Selah.

6 Surely every man walketh
in a vain shew: surely they
are disquieted in vain: he
heapeth up riches, and
knoweth not who shall
gather them.

7 And now, Lord, what wait
| for? my hopeisin thee.

8 Deliver me from al my
transgressions: make me not
the reproach of the foolish.

9 | was dumb, | opened not
my mouth; because thou
didst it.

10 Remove thy stroke away
from me: | am consumed by
the blow of thine hand.

11 When thou with rebukes
dost correct man for
iniquity, thou makest his
beauty to consume away
like a moth: surely every
man is vanity. Selah.

12 Hear my prayer, O
LORD, and give ear unto
my cry; hold not thy peace
a my tears: for | am a
stranger with thee, and a
sojourner, as al my fathers
were.

13 O spare me, that | may
recover strength, before | go
hence, and be no more.
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