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Suggested Hymns for Burial and Memorial Services 
 
From The Hymnal 1982: 
Hymn 208  The strife is o’er the battle done    Victory 
Hymn 287  For all the saints, who from their labors rest  Sine Nomine 
Hymn 457  Thou art the Way, to thee alone    St. James 
Hymn 482  Lord of all hopefulness     Slane 
Hymn 517  How lovely is thy dwelling-place    Brother James’ Air 
Hymn 526  Let saints on earth in concert sing   Dundee 
Hymn 618  Ye watchers and ye holy ones    Lasst uns erfreuen 
Hymn 620  Jerusalem, my happy home    Land of Rest 
Hymn 625  Ye holy angels bright     Darwall’s 148th 
Hymn 645  The King of love my shepherd is    St. Columba 
Hymn 657 Love divine, all loves excelling    Hyfrydol 
Hymn 662  Abide with me, fast falls the eventide   Eventide 
Hymn 664  My Shepherd will supply my need   Resignation 
Hymn 665  All my hope on God is founded    Michael 
Hymn 680  O God, our help in ages past    St. Anne 
Hymn 688  A mighty fortress is our God    Ein’ feste Burg 
Hymn 690  Guide me, O thou great     Jehovah / Cwm Rhondda 
 

From: Lift Every Voice and Sing (LEVAS) 
Hymn 60 How great thou art  
Hymn 188 It is well with my soul  
Hymn 189 Great is thy faithfulness 
 
Hymn 208  The strife is o’er the battle done  Victory 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!  
The strife is o'er, the battle done, 
the victory of life is won; the song of triumph has begun.  
Alleluia! 
 
The powers of death have done their worst, 
but Christ their legions hath dispersed: 
let shout of holy joy outburst.  
Alleluia! 
 
The three sad days are quickly sped, 
he rises glorious from the dead: 
all glory to our risen Head! 
Alleluia! 
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He closed the yawning gates of hell, 
the bars from heaven's high portals fell; 
let hymns of praise his triumphs tell! 
Alleluia! 
 
Lord! by the stripes which wounded thee, 
from death's dread sting thy servants free, 
that we may live and sing to thee. 
Alleluia! 
 

Hymn 287 (St 1-4)  For all the saints, who from their labors rest  Sine Nomine 
For all the saints, who from their labors rest, 
who thee by faith before the world confessed, 
thy Name, O Jesus, be forever blessed. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
Thou wast their Rock, their Fortress and their Might; 
thou, Lord, their Captain in the well fought fight; 
thou, in the darkness drear, their one true Light. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
O may thy soldiers, faithful, true, and bold, 
fight as the saints who nobly fought of old,  
and win, with them the victor's crown of gold. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
O blest communion, fellowship divine! 
we feebly struggle, they in glory shine; 
all are one in thee, for all are thine. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
Hymn 457  Thou art the Way, to thee alone    St. James 
Thou art the Way, to thee alone  
from sin and death we flee; 
and all who would the Father seek, 
must seek him, Lord, by thee. 
 

Thou art the Truth: thy word alone  
true wisdom can impart;  
thou only canst inform the mind 
and purify the heart.  
 
Thou art the Life, the rending tomb proclaims  
thy conquering arm; 
and those who put their trust in thee  
nor death nor hell shall harm.  
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Thou art the Way, the Truth, 
the Life: grant us that way to know, 
that truth to keep, that life to win,  
whose joys eternal flow. 
 
Hymn 482  Lord of all hopefulness              Slane 
Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy, 
Whose trust, ever child-like, no cares could destroy, 
Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray, 
Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, at the break of the day. 
 
Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith, 
Whose strong hands were skilled at the plane and the lathe, 
Be there at our labours, and give us, we pray, 
Your strength in our hearts, Lord, at the noon of the day. 
 
Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace, 
Your hands swift to welcome, your arms to embrace, 
Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray, 
Your love in our hearts, Lord, at the eve of the day. 
 
Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm, 
Whose voice is contentment, whose presence is balm. 
Be there at our sleeping, and give us, we pray, 
Your peace in our hearts. Lord, at the end of the day. 
 
Hymn 517  How lovely is thy dwelling-place   Brother James’ Air 
How lovely is thy dwelling place, 
O Lord of hosts, to me! 
My thirsty soul desires and longs 
within thy courts to be; 
my very heart and flesh cry out, 
O living God for thee. 
 
Beside thine altars, gracious Lord, 
the swallows find a nest; 
how happy they who dwell with thee 
and praise thee without rest, 
and happy they whose hearts are set 
upon the pilgrim's quest. 
 
They who go through the desert vale 
will find it filled with springs, 
and they shall climb from height to height 
till Zion's temple rings 
with praise to thee, in glory throned, 
Lord God, great King of kings. 
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One day within thy courts excels 
a thousand spent away; 
how happy they who keep thy laws 
nor from thy precepts stray, 
for thou shalt surely bless all those 
who live the words they pray. 
 
Hymn 526  Let saints on earth in concert sing       Dundee 
Let saints on earth in concert sing 
with those whose work is done; 
for all the servants of our King 
in heaven and earth are one. 
One family we dwell in him, 
one Church, above, beneath, 
though now divided by the stream, 
the narrow stream of death. 
 

One army of the living God, 
to his command we bow; 
part of the host have crossed the flood, 
and part are crossing now. 
 
E’en now by faith we join our hands 
with those that went before, 
and greet the ever-living bands 
on the eternal shore. 
 
Jesus, be thou our constant Guide; 
then, when the word is given, 
bid Jordan’s narrow stream divide, 
and bring us safe to heaven. 
 
Hymn 618   Ye watchers and ye holy ones    Lasst uns erfreuen 
Ye watchers and ye holy ones, 
bright seraphs, cherubim, and thrones, 
raise the glad strain, Alleluia! 
Cry out, dominions, princedoms, powers, 
virtues, archangels, angels’ choirs, 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 
 

O higher than the cherubim, 
more glorious than the seraphim, 
lead their praises, Alleluia! 
Thou bearer of the eternal Word, 
most gracious, magnify the Lord, 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 
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Respond, ye souls in endless rest, 
ye patriarchs and prophets blest, 
Alleluia, alleluia! 
Ye holy twelve, ye martyrs strong, 
all saints triumphant, raise the song, 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 
 
O friends, in gladness let us sing, 
supernal anthems echoing, 
Alleluia, alleluia! 
To God the Father, God the Son, 
and God the Spirit, Three in One, 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 
 
Hymn 620  Jerusalem, my happy home    Land of Rest 
Jerusalem, my happy home, 
when shall I come to thee? 
When shall my sorrows have an end? 
Thy joys when shall I see? 
 
Thy saints are crowned with glory great; 
they see God face to face; 
they triumph still, they still rejoice 
in that most happy place. 
 
There David stands with harp in hand 
as master of the choir: 
ten thousand times would one be blest 
who might this music hear. 
 
Our Lady sings Magnificat 
with tune surpassing sweet, 
and blesséd martyrs’ harmony 
doth ring in every street. 
 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, 
God grant that I may see 
thine endless joy, and of the same 
partaker ever be! 
 

Hymn 625  Ye holy angels bright     Darwall’s 148th 
Ye holy angels bright, 
who wait at God’s right hand, 
or through the realms of light 
fly at your Lord’s command, 
assist our song, 
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for else the theme 
too high doth seem 
for mortal tongue. 
 
Ye blessed souls at rest, 
who ran this earthly race 
and now, from sin released, 
behold the Savior’s face, 
God’s praises sound, 
as in his sight 
with sweet delight 
ye do abound. 
 
Ye saints, who toil below, 
adore your heavenly King, 
and onward as ye go 
some joyful anthem sing; 
take what he gives 
and praise him still, 
through good or ill, 
who ever lives! 
 
My soul, bear thou thy part, 
triumph in God above: 
and with a well-tuned heart 
sing thou the songs of love! 
Let all thy days 
till life shall end, 
whate’er he send, 
be filled with praise. 
 
Hymn 645  The King of love my shepherd is   St. Columba 
The King of love my shepherd is, 
whose goodness faileth never; 
I nothing lack if I am his, 
and he is mine for ever. 
 
Where streams of living water flow, 
my ransomed soul he leadeth, 
and where the verdant pastures grow, 
with food celestial feedeth. 
 
Perverse and foolish oft I strayed, 
but yet in love he sought me, 
and on his shoulder gently laid, 
and home, rejoicing, brought me. 
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In death’s dark vale I fear no ill 
with thee, dear Lord, beside me; 
thy rod and staff my comfort still, 
thy cross before to guide me. 
 
Thou spread’st a table in my sight; 
thy unction grace bestoweth; 
and oh, what transport of delight 
from thy pure chalice floweth! 
 

And so through all the length of days 
thy goodness faileth never:  
Good Shepherd, may I sing thy praise 
within thy house for ever. 
 
Hymn 657 Love divine, all loves excelling     Hyfrydol 
Love divine, all loves excelling, 
joy of heaven, to earth come down, 
fix in us thy humble dwelling, 
all thy faithful mercies crown. 
Jesus, thou art all compassion, 
pure, unbounded love thou art; 
visit us with thy salvation, 
enter every trembling heart. 
 

Come, almighty to deliver, 
let us all thy life receive; 
suddenly return, and never, 
nevermore thy temples leave. 
Thee we would be alway blessing, 
serve thee as thy hosts above, 
pray, and praise thee without ceasing, 
glory in thy perfect love. 
 
Finish then thy new creation; 
pure and spotless let us be; 
let us see thy great salvation 
perfectly restored in thee: 
changed from glory into glory, 
till in heaven we take our place, 
till we cast our crowns before thee, 
lost in wonder, love, and praise. 
 
Hymn 662  Abide with me, fast falls the eventide    Eventide 
Abide with me: fast falls the eventide; 
the darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide: 
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when other helpers fail and comforts flee, 
help of the helpless, O abide with me. 
 
I need thy presence every passing hour; 
what but thy grace can foil the tempter’s power? 
Who, like thyself, my guide and stay can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me. 
 
I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless; 
ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness. 
Where is death’s sting?  Where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if thou abide with me. 
 
Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes; 
shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies; 
heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee; 
in life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. 
 
Hymn 664  My Shepherd will supply my need    Resignation 
My Shepherd will supply my need, 
Jehovah is his Name; 
in pastures fresh he makes me feed 
beside the living stream. 
He brings my wandering spirit back 
when I forsake his ways, 
and leads me, for his mercy’s sake, 
in paths of truth and grace. 
 
When I walk through the shades of death, 
thy presence is my stay; 
one word of thy supporting breath 
drives all my fears away. 
Thy hand, in sight of all my foes, 
doth still my table spread; 
my cup with blessings overflows, 
thy oil anoints my head. 
 
The sure provisions of my God 
attend me all my days; 
oh, may thy house be mine abode 
and all my work be praise. 
There would I find a settled rest, 
while others go and come; 
no more a stranger or a guest, 
but like a child at home. 
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Hymn 665  All my hope on God is founded    Michael 
All my hope on God is founded; 
he doth still my trust renew, 
me through change and chance he guideth, 
only good and only true. God unknown, 
he alone calls my heart to be his own. 
 
Pride of man and earthly glory, 
sword and crown betray his trust; 
what with care and toil he buildeth, 
tower and temple fall to dust. 
But God's power, hour by hour, 
is my temple and my tower. 
 
God's great goodness aye endureth, 
deep his wisdom, passing thought: 
splendor, light and life attend him, 
beauty springeth out of naught. 
Evermore from his store  
newborn worlds rise and adore. 
 

Daily doth the almighty Giver 
bounteous gifts on us bestow; 
his desire our soul delighteth, 
pleasure leads us where we go. 
Love doth stand at his hand; 
joy doth wait on his command. 
 
Still from man to God eternal 
sacrifice of praise be done, 
high above all praises praising 
for the gift of Christ, his Son. 
Christ doth call one and all: 
ye who follow shall not fall. 
 
Hymn 680  O God, our help in ages past    St. Anne 
O God, our help in ages past, 
our hope for years to come, 
our shelter from the stormy blast, 
and our eternal home: 
 
under the shadow of thy throne 
thy saints have dwelt secure; 
sufficient is thine arm alone, 
and our defense is sure. 
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Before the hills in order stood, 
or earth received her frame, 
from everlasting thou art God, 
to endless years the same. 
 
A thousand ages in thy sight 
are like an evening gone; 
short as the watch that ends the night 
before the rising sun. 
 

Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 
bears all our years away; 
they fly, forgotten, as a dream 
dies at the opening day. 
 
O God, our help in ages past, 
our hope for years to come, 
be thou our guide while life shall last, 
and our eternal home. 
 
Hymn 688  A mighty fortress is our God    Ein’ feste Burg 
A mighty fortress is our God, 
a bulwark never failing; 
our helper he amid the flood 
of mortal ills prevailing: 
for still our ancient foe 
doth seek to work us woe; 
his craft and power are great, 
and, armed with cruel hate, 
on earth is not his equal. 
 
Did we in our own strength confide, 
our striving would be losing; 
were not the right man on our side, 
the man of God’s own choosing: 
dost ask who that may be? 
Christ Jesus, it is he; 
Lord Sabaoth his Name, 
from age to age the same, 
and he must win the battle. 
 
And though this world, with devils filled, 
should threaten to undo us; 
we will not fear, for God hath willed 
his truth to triumph through us; 
the prince of darkness grim, 
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we tremble not for him; 
his rage we can endure, 
for lo! his doom is sure, 
one little word shall fell him. 
 
That word above all earthly powers, 
no thanks to them, abideth; 
the Spirit and the gifts are ours 
through him who with us sideth: 
let goods and kindred go, 
this mortal life also; 
the body they may kill: 
God’s truth abideth still, 
his kingdom is for ever. 
 
Hymn 690  Guide me, O thou great Jehovah   Jehovah / Cwm Rhondda 
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah, 
pilgrim through this barren land; 
I am weak, but thou art mighty; 
hold me with thy powerful hand; 
bread of heaven, 
feed me now and evermore. 
 
Open now the crystal fountain, 
whence the healing stream doth flow; 
let the fire and cloudy pillar 
lead me all my journey through; 
strong deliverer, 
be thou still my strength and shield. 
 
When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
bid my anxious fears subside; 
death of death, and hell’s destruction, 
land me safe on Canaan’s side; 
songs of praises, 
I will ever give to thee. 
 
Hymn 60 How great thou art  
O Lord my God, when I in awesome wonder 
Consider all the worlds thy hands have made, 
I see the stars I hear the rolling thunder, 
Thy pow’r throughout the universe displayed. 
 

Then sings my soul, my Savior, God, to Thee; 
How great Thou art, how great Thou art! 
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When through the woods and forest glades I wander 
And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees, 
When I look down from lofty mountain grandeur, 
And hear the brook and feel the gentle breeze. 
 
And when I think that God, his Son not sparing, 
Send him to die, I scarce can take it in, 
That on the cross, my burden gladly bearing, 
He bled and died to take away my sin. 
 

When Christ shall come with shout of acclamation 
And take me home, what you shall fill my heart! 
Then I shall bow in humble adoration, 
And there proclaim, my God, how great thou art. 
 
Hymn 188 It is well with my soul 
When peace, like a river, attendeth my way, 
When sorrows like sea billows roll; 
Whatever my lot, thou hast taught me to say, 
It is well, it is well with my soul. 
 

It is well with my soul, 
It is well, it is well with my soul. 
 
Though satan should buffet, though trials should come, 
Let this blest assurance control, 
That Christ has regarded my helpless estate, 
And has shed His own blood for my soul. 
 

My sin oh, the bliss of this glorious thought 
My sin not in part, but the whole 
Is nailed to the cross and I bear it no more, 
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! 
 
And, Lord, hast the day when the faith shall be sight, 
The clouds be rolled back as a scroll, 
The trump shall resound and the Lord shall descend, 
‘Even so’ it is well with my soul. 
 
Hymn 189 Great is thy faithfulness 
Great is thy faithfulness, O God my Father, 
There is no shadow of turning with thee; 
Thou changest not, thy compassions, they fail not, 
As thou hast been thou forever wilt be. 
 
Great is thy faithfulness! Great is thy faithfulness! 
Morning by morning new mercies I see; 
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All I have needed thy hand hath provided, 
Great is Thy faithfulness, Lord unto me! 
 
Summer and winter, and springtime and harvest, 
Sun, moon and stars in their courses above, 
Join with all nature in manifold witness, 
To thy great faithfulness, mercy and love. 
 
Pardon for sin and a peace that endureth, 
Thine own dear presence to cheer and to guide; 
Strength for today and bright hope for tomorrow, 
Blessings all mine, with ten thousand beside! 
 
 


