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There was a noise and bebold, a shaking . . . and the bones came together,
bone to his bone . . . the sinews and flesh came upon them . . . and the skin
covered them above . .. and the breath came into them . ..
and they lived, and stood upon their feet.

EZEKIEL 37:7,8,9,10

Praesens de praereritis.
The past is ever present.

ST. AUGUSTINE
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