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The drone of a barge rumbled low in the night

Its spotlight swept long ‘cross the calm August water

As she and I lay in the blossom of youth

Our wet bodies woven in passion and truth.

There on the shore of Our Private Eden

She loved, me in Our Private Eden

Where time stood still in the rapture…

Oh the rapture.
She stared down at me from the bus window crying

I stood in the rain waving, desperately trying

To force out a smile, so that she would recall 

A semblance of happiness in our farewell.

But there on the shore of Our Private Eden

She loved me, in Our Private Eden

Where time stood still in the rapture…

Oh the rapture.

Now I am older…

Imprisoned by visions of innocence past

In a spell cast to last for a lifetime, unfading

I’m secretly waiting for her to find me.

Icy winds whistle and scrape through the branches

On our barren landscape of misguided chances

Where intimate dances were gospels of promises

Painted on the moonlight.

There, on the shore of Our Private Eden

She loved me, in Our Private Eden

Where time stood still in the rapture

When we were young

In Our Private Eden.

