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Song Lyrics: Wings of Second Chance

This story was inspired by a song I had written.  I have included the lyrics to the song for your perusal.

WINGS OF SECOND CHANCE

Forty-three years with my feet on the ground,

Watching the eagles circle around,

Drawing their wings in my worn notebook pages,

Dreams in a cage that I carried for ages.

I fixed broken fences, I built with my hands,

But my heart was flying over these lands,

And the last thing I saw as the world fell away,

Was a shadow with wings in the fading day.

Now I'm flying, finally flying,

On the wind where I belong,

Death was just a door to walk through,

To become what I was all along.

From the valley to the mountains,

From the earth up to the sky,

I've got wings of second chances,

And I've learned that love don't die.

I woke in a nest made of sticks and of sky,

With amber vision and a falcon’s eye.

My daughter's below in a world I can't touch,

But I circle above 'cause I love her that much.

There are others like me who returned in song,

Building bridges between where we've been and belong.

We speak in the language the wind remembers,

Small acts of grace from April to December.

Now I'm flying, truly flying,

On the wind where I belong,

Death was just a door to walk through,

To become what I was all along.

From the valley to the mountains,

From the earth up to the sky,

I've got wings of second chances,

And I’ve learned that love won’t die.

She looks up, and I know she feels me near,

Though I can’t speak her name, she can hear.

Our connection is stronger

Than flesh, bone, or frame.

The old trees whisper wisdom,

That some souls return,

Not to live the same life twice,

But to teach what we’ve learned.

So I soar over forests we’re fighting to save,

And I guide the lost travellers — the lost and the brave.

I’m a father in feathers, a man in the sky,

A bridge between worlds where the broken can fly.

I am flying, always flying,

On the wind where I belong,

Death was just a door to walk through,

To become what I was all along.

From the valley to the mountains,

From the earth up to the sky,

I’ve got wings of second chances,

And love never dies.

No, love never dies.

Forty-three years dreaming of flight,

Now I’m soaring into the light,

Sometimes the life you were meant to live,

Comes after the first one you had to give.

Prologue: The Last Wish

The eagle circled high above the valley, riding thermals with effortless grace. From the ground, it was just a dark silhouette against the brilliant Australian sky—a wedge-tailed eagle going about its business, hunting or patrolling territory.

But if you looked closer, if you watched the way it flew, you might notice something unusual. The precision of its movements suggested more than instinct. The way it paused mid-flight, hovering as if in contemplation, spoke of a consciousness beyond the typical raptor's focus on prey and survival.

And if you could somehow see into that sharp, amber eye, you might glimpse something impossible: a human soul looking back.

This is not a story about death, though it begins with one.

This is not a story about birds, though one plays the central role.

This is a story about transformation. About second chances that come in unexpected forms. About love that transcends species and death itself. About the bridges we build between worlds that were never meant to be separate.

This is a story about a man who spent his entire life dreaming of flight, who died with that dream unfulfilled, and who woke to find himself reborn as the very creature he'd always yearned to be.

This is a story about what happens when you get exactly what you wished for—and discover it comes with a purpose you never imagined.

The eagle cries out, its call echoing across the valley. In that sound is grief and joy, human memory and animal instinct, the ache of loss and the soar of freedom.

Listen closely.

The bridges are calling.

For those who dream of flight, and those who remember how to listen to the wind.
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Chapter 1: The Last Flight
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Thomas Weaver had spent forty-three years with his feet planted firmly on the ground, and he'd hated nearly every moment of it.

Not the living, exactly. He'd loved his daughter Emma, cherished the quiet mornings with his late wife Sarah before the cancer took her, found satisfaction in his carpentry work. But there had always been something missing, something that tugged at his chest whenever he looked up at the sky.

Birds.

Since childhood, he'd been transfixed by them. While other boys collected footy cards and played cricket, Tommy had filled notebooks with sketches of wings, feathers, flight patterns. His father, a wheat farmer near Gundagai, had called it a waste of time. "Birds don't pay bills, son. Dirt does." And so Thomas had learned to work the land, to fix fences and drive tractors, to keep his dreams tucked away like the field guides he hid under his mattress.

But the birds never left him alone.

Magpies would follow him across paddocks, their warbling songs like conversations he almost understood. Kookaburras perched on fence posts while he worked, watching with knowing eyes. Once, a Rosella had landed on his shoulder and stayed there for an entire afternoon, preening his hair as if grooming a fellow bird.

"The birdman," his mates at the pub called him, half-mocking, half-amazed. Because Thomas had a gift. Wild birds trusted him in ways they trusted no one else. They ate from his hands, called to him, seemed to recognise something in him that even he couldn't name.

And the eagles. God, the eagles.

Wedge-tailed eagles soared over the ranges near his property, dark cruciform shapes against brilliant blue skies. Thomas would stop whatever he was doing just to watch them – the way they rode thermals without a single wingbeat, the precision of their hunts, the fierce intelligence in their amber eyes when one occasionally perched in a dead gum near his workshop.

He'd dreamed of training one. Falconry. He'd read every book he could find, watched every documentary, planned every detail. But falconry licenses were expensive, the equipment costly, and after Sarah got sick, every dollar went to treatments that ultimately failed. Then it was Emma's university fees, the mortgage, life's endless practical demands.

"One day," he'd told himself for decades. "One day."

Today was supposed to be that day.

Emma had graduated, landed a good job in Sydney. The mortgage was finally paid off. At forty-three, Thomas had decided it was time. He'd made contact with a falconer in Canberra, arranged to visit, maybe apprentice. His tools were cleaned and organised in his workshop, his truck packed for the drive.

He was standing in his front yard, looking up at a wedge-tail circling overhead, when he felt the sudden tightness in his chest.

He was standing in his front yard, looking up at a magnificent wedge-tail circling overhead—a silhouette of effortless power against the brilliant blue. Just as he lifted his hand to wave goodbye to the farmer's life he was leaving, he felt it: the sudden, crushing tightness in his chest.

It wasn't pain; it was the world collapsing. His left arm went instantly numb, heavy and useless, sinking the keys he held. Not now, he pleaded, the thought raw and desperate. Not when I'm finally— The promise of flight, of apprenticeship, of a life no longer bound to the soil, flared in his mind like a dying star.

The sky began to wheel above him, no longer brilliant, but a sickening blur. Through the dizzying spiral, he saw the eagle—the very same eagle—stop circling. It seemed to hover, fixed and watching. And then, he heard it: a sharp, penetrating cry that Thomas instinctively knew was meant for him. It was a call of loss, but also a call of invitation.

He crumpled into the dry grass, the engine of his forty-three-year-old body giving out. The eagle's silhouette, perfect and dark, was the last thing he ever saw.

His final thought was not of his daughter, though he loved her more than anything. It was simpler, more primal, the sentence of a life unlived.

I never flew.
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Chapter 2: The Awakening
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The eagle's dark silhouette was the last thing he remembered seeing, and it was the first thing to fade.

Darkness. Complete and absolute. Thomas existed in a void without shape or dimension. No light, no sound, no sensation of body or breath. Just consciousness floating in nothing, clinging to memories that felt increasingly distant and dream-like. I died, he thought, though the thought itself felt strange without a brain to think it in. This is death. But death, he'd always assumed, would be either oblivion or something more. Heaven, hell, reincarnation, whatever came next. Not this liminal space of awareness without substance, memory without form. Time passed – or didn't pass. There was no way to measure it. He tried to remember Emma's face and found the image slipping like water through fingers he no longer possessed. Tried to recall Sarah's voice and heard only echoes. Even his own sense of self began to blur at the edges. Who am I? The question terrified him more than the darkness. If he lost himself here, if he dissolved into this nothing, would he ever have existed at all? Then: pressure. It started so subtly he almost missed it. A sensation of confinement, of being contained within boundaries. The darkness remained, but now it had a shape – curved walls pressing in from all sides. And with the pressure came warmth. Not the warmth of fire or sun, but something gentler, more nurturing. Life-warmth. What is this? The pressure increased. The curved walls seemed to be shrinking, or he was growing within them. Either way, the space was becoming too small. Instinct he didn't recognise as his own surged through his consciousness: Break free. Get out. Escape. He pushed against the walls,  though he had no limbs to push with, no muscles to flex. Yet somehow the walls responded, and he felt something crack. A hairline fracture in his prison. Light exploded through the crack. Blinding, brilliant, blue as the Australian sky. He pushed harder, driven by an urgency that bypassed thought entirely. More cracks appeared, spreading like a spider's web across the curved surface. And with each crack, more light flooded in, along with sounds,  wind rustling through leaves, the distant call of a bird, the creak of branches swaying. With a final desperate surge of effort, his prison shattered. Thomas tumbled forward onto a surface that was rough and scratchy, dried grass, small twigs, bits of bark all woven together. His body felt completely wrong. Too light. Too small. Limbs that didn't respond the way limbs should. He tried to stand and immediately pitched forward onto his face,  except it wasn't quite a face anymore. Something hard and pointed struck the nest floor with a click. What the hell happened to me? He forced his eyes open, and the world detonated into overwhelming detail. Vision unlike anything he'd experienced as a human. He could see individual threads in the woven grass beneath him. Could count the ridges in the bark of the dead tree branch twenty meters away. Could track the movement of a small spider crawling across a twig at the edge of the nest with perfect clarity. And the colours. God, the colours. There were hues he'd never perceived before, shades that existed in the ultraviolet spectrum that human eyes simply couldn't process. The sky wasn't just blue,  it was layered with patterns of polarised light that painted invisible pathways across the heavens. Every eucalyptus leaf below wasn't uniform green but a complex mosaic of different chlorophyll concentrations that his new eyes could distinguish with perfect precision. The sensory overload was staggering. He tried to process it all and felt his consciousness reel. Focus. One thing at a time. He looked down at himself and felt his mind stutter to a halt. Brown down covered his body, so soft it seemed to glow in the morning light. But it wasn't clothing,  it was growing out of his skin. And his arms weren't arms anymore. They were small, stubby appendages covered in the same down, with what looked like the beginnings of longer feathers emerging from the tips. Wings. He had wings. His legs – or what had been legs,  were scaly and ended in tiny, soft talons. When he tried to move his hand, the wing twitched instead. When he tried to speak, a soft cheeping sound emerged from the hard, pointed thing that had replaced his mouth. A beak. He had a beak. This isn't possible. This can't be— A massive shadow fell across him, blotting out the sun. Thomas looked up and his newly hatched heart nearly stopped. An adult wedge-tailed eagle loomed over him, so large she blocked out half the sky. Her plumage was magnificent – deep chocolate brown with lighter feather edging, her wedge-shaped tail perfect and symmetrical. But it was her eyes that captured him completely. Amber-gold, fierce and intelligent, they fixed on him with an intensity that seemed to pierce straight through to whatever remained of his human soul. She made a soft sound, gentle and encouraging – so different from the piercing cry he'd heard eagles make in flight during his human life. This was a maternal sound, meant for chicks. Meant for him. She thinks I'm her baby. The realisation hit him with the force of a physical blow. Because he was. Somehow, impossibly, against every law of nature and physics and reality, Thomas Weaver had not simply died. He had been reborn. As a wedge-tailed eagle chick. The very creature he'd spent forty-three years dreaming about, studying, longing to be close to. The bird that had been the last thing he saw as a human. The symbol of everything he'd never achieved. He should have been screaming. Should have been panicking. Should have rejected this impossibility with every fibre of his being. But underneath the human consciousness that somehow, miraculously, persisted inside this tiny downy body, something else was stirring. Knowledge he'd never learned but now possessed. Instincts coded into genes and neurons, shaped by millions of years of evolution. He knew, with absolute certainty, that the massive eagle above him was safety. Was protection. Was food and warmth and survival. The human part of him wanted to question this knowledge, but the eagle part simply accepted it as truth. And oh, he was hungry. The hunger hit him like a wave, overwhelming and desperate. His tiny body had broken out of an egg, had used enormous energy, and now it demanded fuel with an urgency that bypassed all rational thought. The mother eagle,  he couldn't think of her as anything else,  seemed to sense his need. She bent down, her hooked beak opening, and Thomas's instincts took complete control. His own beak gaped wide,  impossibly wide,  and he made a desperate cheeping cry. She had prey in her crop. A rabbit, partially digested, which she regurgitated in small, manageable pieces. The human part of Thomas recoiled in disgust. But the eagle chick part was already lunging forward, swallowing the offered food with desperate enthusiasm. It was warm. Soft. And his body responded to it with an explosion of satisfaction that overrode every human sensibility. This was food. This was life. This was exactly what he needed. He ate until his crop was full and distended, until the desperate hunger finally eased. Only then did his human consciousness reassert itself enough to observe, to analyse, to try to make sense of the senseless. The mother eagle was watching him with what could only be described as maternal pride. She clicked her beak softly, then used it to gently preen his damp down, helping it dry and fluff properly. The sensation was soothing, and Thomas felt something he'd never expected to feel again after his human death: contentment. He looked around the nest with his extraordinary new vision. It was massive,  at least two meters across, built in the strong fork of a dead eucalyptus tree that jutted from a rocky cliff face. The construction was masterful, layers of sticks ranging from finger-thick to arm-thick, all woven together with smaller branches, grass, and what looked like wool – probably from sheep carcasses his parents had scavenged. He was alone. No other eggs, no other chicks. Just him and his mother. Some distant part of his human knowledge suggested that wedge-tails typically laid two eggs, but the stronger chick often killed the weaker sibling or monopolised food until it starved. Perhaps he'd had a brother or sister who hadn't survived. Or perhaps he was simply the only egg this year. Beyond the nest, he could see for kilometres. The cliff face dropped away sharply, revealing rugged bushland below,  a patchwork of eucalyptus forest, rocky outcrops, and open grassland. In the distance, mountains rose in hazy blue layers. His human mind recognised the landscape: somewhere in the Snowy Mountains region, probably not far from where he'd spent his human life. Above, the sky stretched infinite and impossibly blue. A sky he'd watched for forty-three years from the
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