Lift Up Your Heads, You Mighty Gates
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1. Lift up your heads, you might -y gates; Be -
2. O blest the land, the «cit - y blest, Where
3. Fling wide the por - tas of your heart; Make
4, Re - deem -er, come, with wus a bide; Our
5. Your  Ho - ly Spir - it lead us on Un -
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1. hold, the King of glo - ry waits; The King of

2. Christ the  Rul - er is  con - fessed. O  hap - py

3. it a tem - ple, set  a part From earth -ly

4. hearts to you we o - pen  wide; Let wus your

S. til our glo - rious goal is won; E - ter - nal
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1. kings is draw - ing near; The Sav - ior of the

2. hearts and hap - py homes To whom this King in

3. use for heav'n’s em - ploy, A -domed with prayer and

4.in - ner pres - ence feel; Your grace and love in

S. praise, e - ter - nal fame Be of - fered, Sav ior,
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1. world is here.

2. tri - umph comes.

3. love and joy.

4. us re - veal

5. to your name!

Text: Macht hoch die Tiir, Georg Weissel; Tr. Catherine Winkworth. Melody: TRURO, 8.8.8.8. (L.M.); 18th c. English. Text and Melody: Public Domain.



