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Out where the grass grows pretty wet, / A well stands lost in thought. Every night girls come for 
water/ With buckets in their hands. 'Neath the sun, like polar bears, Days sprout in a great 
orchard.And in the farness of the stars / The boys are dancing a round. From the steppes the 
breezes blow / And a little fire flames. Girls are walking on the grass / With buckets in their hands. 
The moon grows pale, and paler. Somewhere in the night someone's drumming. Out where the 
grass grows pretty wet A well stands lost in thought.  


