
Lift Up Your Heads, 

Ye Mighty Gates  
 
Lift up your heads, ye mighty gates;  

behold, the King of glory waits;  

the King of kings is drawing near;  

the Savior of the world is here! 

 

Fling wide the portals of your heart;  

make it a temple, set apart  

from earthly use for heaven's employ,  

adorned with prayer and love and joy. 

 

Redeemer, come, with us abide;  

our hearts to thee we open wide;  

let us thy inner presence feel;  

thy grace and love in us reveal. 

 

Thy Holy Spirit lead us on  

until our glorious goal is won;  

eternal praise, eternal fame  

be offered, Savior, to thy name! 

 
The United Methodist Hymnal Number 213 

Text: Georg Weissel, 1590-1635; trans. by Catherine 

Winkworth, 1827-1878 
Music: Psalmodia Evangelica 

Tune: TRURO, Meter: LM 

 

 

Come, Thou Almighty King 
 
Come, thou almighty King,  

help us thy name to sing,  

help us to praise!  

Father all glorious,  

o'er all victorious,  

come and reign over us, Ancient of Days!  

 

Come, thou incarnate Word,  

gird on thy mighty sword,    

our prayer attend!  

Come, and thy people bless,  

and give thy word success;  

Spirit of holiness, on us descend!  

 

Come, holy Comforter,  

thy sacred witness bear  

in this glad hour.  

Thou who almighty art,  

now rule in every heart,  

and ne'er from us depart, Spirit of power!  

 

To thee, great One in Three,  

eternal praises be,  

hence, evermore.  

Thy sovereign majesty  

may we in glory see,  

and to eternity love and adore! 

 
The United Methodist Hymnal Number 061 

Text: Anonymous  

Music: Felice de Giardini, 1716-1796  
Tune: ITALIAN HYMN, Meter: 664.6664 

 

 

The Lord’s Prayer 
 

Our Father, who art in Heaven, hallowed  

be thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy will 

be done, on earth as it is in heaven. Give us 

this day our daily bread; and forgive us our 

trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against 

us. Lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from 

evil, For thine is the kingdom and the power and the 

glory forever. Amen 

And Can It Be that I Should Gain 
 
And can it be that I should gain 

an interest in the Savior's blood! 

Died he for me? who caused his pain! 

For me? who him to death pursued? 

Amazing love! How can it be 

that thou, my God, shouldst die for me? 

Amazing love! How can it be 

that thou, my God, shouldst die for me? 

 

He left his Father's throne above 

(so free, so infinite his grace!), 

emptied himself of all but love, 

and bled for Adam's helpless race. 

'Tis mercy all, immense and free, 

for O my God, it found out me! 

'Tis mercy all, immense and free, 

for O my God, it found out me! 

 

Long my imprisoned spirit lay, 

fast bound in sin and nature's night; 

thine eye diffused a quickening ray; 

I woke, the dungeon flamed with light; 

my chains fell off, my heart was free, 

I rose, went forth, and followed thee. 

My chains fell off, my heart was free, 

I rose, went forth, and followed thee. 

 

No condemnation now I dread; 

Jesus, and all in him, is mine; 

alive in him, my living Head, 

and clothed in righteousness divine, 

bold I approach th' eternal throne, 

and claim the crown, through Christ my own. 

Bold I approach th' eternal throne, 

and claim the crown, through Christ my own. 

 
The United Methodist Hymnal Number 363 
Text: Charles Wesley, 1707-1788 

Music: Thomas Campbell 

Tune: SAGINA, Meter: 88.88.88 with Repeat 

Victory in Jesus 
 
I heard an old, old story, 

how a Savior came from glory, 

how he gave his life on Calvary 

to save a wretch like me; 

I heard about his groaning, 

of his precious blood's atoning, 

then I repented of my sins 

and won the victory. 

 

Refrain: 

O victory in Jesus, 

my Savior forever! 

He sought me and bought me 

with his redeeming blood; 

he loved me ere I knew him, 

and all my love is due him; 

he plunged me to victory 

beneath the cleansing flood. 

 

I heard about his healing. 

of his cleansing power revealing, 

how he made the lame to walk again 

and caused the blind to see; 

and then I cried “Dear Jesus, 

come and heal my broken spirit,” 

and somehow Jesus came and brought 

to me the victory. 

(Refrain) 

 

I heard about a mansion 

he has built for me in glory, 

and I heard about the streets of gold 

beyond the crystal sea; 

about the angels singing 

and the old redemption story, 

and some sweet day I'll sing up there 

the song of victory. 

(Refrain) 

 
The United Methodist Hymnal Number 370 
Text: Eugene M. Bartlett, 1939 

Music: Eugene M. Bartlett, 1939 

Tune: HARTFORD, Meter: Irr. with Refrain 
 


