
Ps 124:7 Our 
soul is escaped 
as a bird out of 
the snare of the 
fowlers: the 
snare is 
broken, and we 
are escaped. 
Know men search for bird, want 
arrest for eat. So man machine 
setup for catch. Bird not know. 
Bird fly down sit. Surprise stuck, 
trap. Later machine break,  bird 
escape, know you. Same us. We 
fall in trap, God break, we 
escape finish. 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 


