
The Lord is my intelligent designer; I shall not malfunction.   
 
He maketh my molecular structure to operate smoothly: He 
leadeth my cells through intricate liquid channels. 
 
He restoreth my sources of electrical energy:  he leadeth me 
through interlocking assembly lines, for his name’s sake. 
 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of protein 
deficiency, I will fear no design errors: for thou art with me, thy 
intelligence and thy engineering wizardry they comfort me. 
 
Thou preparest a periodic table before me in the presence of the 
forces of entropy: Thou annointest my cerebral cortex with oil; 
my reserve tank runneth over. 
 
Surely intelligence shall follow me through my programmed 
span of functional utililty, and I shall dwell in the great design 
center in the skies forever. 
 
 
                                                         -- Reader in Reading 
 


