The Pemi Campﬁre SOIlg Words and music by Dudley B. Reed
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If T lived to be near-ly a hun-dred, and e - 'vry year one of joy,__ [ won-der if [ should re-
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mem-ber the times when, as a boy, I sat by the camp fire at Pe - mi with a group of the na-tion's
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best As the moon drif-ted low o'er the  hill - side and fi - nal-ly dropped in the West

Second verse:

And I wonder if anyone’s better

For anything I’ve done or said
And whether good will in the heart may
Offset mistakes of the head
Perhaps when life’s mem’ries are gathered
The camp ones will be with the rest
As the moon drifts low o’er the hillside
And finally drops in the West.
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Listen and sing along at: :
https://vimeo.com/camppemi/campfiresong [EF¥=A



