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Text: John Hampden Gurney, 1838, alt.
Tune: Burford, Chetham's Psalmody, /718
M Text: Ubi caritas, 9th century, paraphrase by James Russo, 2001

Tune: Christus pro nobis passus est, Lucas Lossius' Psalmodia, 1561, 88.88.88
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