Gipsy Smith (1860-1947)

Not Dreaming

E. Edwin Young (1895-1980)
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1. The world says I'm dream -ing, but I know ’tis Je - sus Who
2. My home in the glo - ry 1is fair - er than morn-ing, And
3. Oh, let me fight on for Je-sus my Sav-iour, And
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saves me from Dbond - age and sin’s  guilt y  stains;
Je sus my Sav - iour will wel - come me there;
tell of the love He S0 won - drous - ly gave;
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He is my Lov - er, my Sav - iour, my Mas - ter, 'Tis
No, I'm not dream -ing! I'm a wake, it i1s dawn - ing, His
Preach - ing or sing - ing, or liv - ing or dy - ing, In
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He who has freed me from guilt and its pain.
smile and His love I e ter - nal - ly share.
life or in death He is might - y to  save.
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Chorus

Let me dream on,

If T am

Bid g0

Let me dream on, dream on;

dream-ing;

Let me dream on,

My sins are
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My sins are gone,; Night turns to dawn,
gone; J A Night turns to
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Love’s light 1s beam -ing, So if I'm dream - ing, Let me dream on.
dawn’s  bright beam - ing, Let me dream on, dream on.
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