19 PSA_127:01 A Song of degrees for Solonhod. Bxebpf+A8Y @REuild the house, they labour in vain that build
it: except the LORD keep the city, the watchman waketh [but] in vain.



19 PSA_127:01 A Song of degrees for Solonod. Bxebpf+A81 @RBuild the house, they labour in vain that build
it: except the LORD keep the city, the watchman waketh [but] in vain.



19 PSA_127:01 A Song of degrees for Solonod. BXebpf+A8Y GRBuild the house, they labour in vain that build
it: except the LORD keep the city, the watchman waketh [but] in vain.



19 PSA_127:01 A Song of degrees for Solonhod. BXebpf+A81 @RBuild the house, they labour in vain that build
it: except the LORD keep the city, the watchman waketh [but] in vain.



19 PSA_127:01 A Song of degrees for Solonhod. BXebpf+A8Y RBuild the house, they labour in vain that build
it: except the LORD keep the city, the watchman waketh [but] in vain.



19 PSA_127:05 Happy [is] the man that hath F3-§idet faHCOR ti&h: they shall not be ashamed, but they shall
speak with the enemies in the gate.



SON_05:02 | sleep, but my heart waketh: [it iS5 HEved that knocketh, [saying], Open to me, my
sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head isfilled with dew, [and] my locks with the drops of the night.



SON_05:02 | sleep, but my heart waketh: [it iSO A5 HEved that knocketh, [saying], Open to me, my
sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head isfilled with dew, [and] my locks with the drops of the night.



SON_05:02 | sleep, but my heart waketh: [it iSO H5 ) HEved that knocketh, [saying], Open to me, my
sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head isfilled with dew, [and] my locks with the drops of the night.



SON_05:02 | sleep, but my heart waketh: [it iSO A5 HE¥ved that knocketh, [saying], Open to me, my
sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head isfilled with dew, [and] my locks with the drops of the night.



SON_05:02 | sleep, but my heart waketh: [it iS85 HEved that knocketh, [saying], Open to me, my
sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head isfilled with dew, [and] my locks with the drops of the night.



22 SON_05:02 | sleep, but my heart waketh: [i€fsftR8\8re@% I beloved that knocketh, [saying], Open to me,
my sister, my love, my dove, my undefiled: for my head isfilled with dew, [and] my locks with the drops of the
night.
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