HIS LOT TO BE THE BRIEFEST HISTORY OF TIME

This is one of many fine songs by Steve Goodchild of the group Across the Water, who
played for our Second Saturday Concerts several times. The inspiration for this song
was Stephen Hawkings’ 2007 zero-gravity flight in a NASA aircraft. Despite his serious
physical disabilities, the astrophysicist and cosmologist Hawking led a full life. His book
A Brief History of Time appeared on the Sunday Times bestseller list for a record-
breaking 237 weeks. Steve performs this song in E. | have transcribed it in D to make
the chords a little easier. Capo Il to play along as Steve sings about Stephen. You can
hear this song on the CD Enough is all you Need by Horizon Ridge, Steve’s current
group based in Calgary, Alberta, Canada or on the HFMS Audio Archive page at
https://www.houstonfolkmusic.org/AudioArchives.

WHEN STEPHEN SPREAD HIS WINGS
By Steve Goodchild
CHORUS:
D G D
He learned his days were numbered in his prime
D F#m G A
His lot to be the briefest history of time
Bm F#m
And from forty years’ confinement
G A
To feel what freedom brings
D F#m G A D
| smiled the day that Stephen spread his wings.

D F#m G D
Observing from a distance in reverence and awe
D Bm E7 A7
| watched him walk a lonely road where Albert went before
G D
While clumsy limbs declared him lame
G A
His heart chose to ignore
D F#m G A G

And | marvelled as he taught his mind to soar
CHORUS

Through space and time he closed his mind



To all the ties that bind

Grounded in that gravity, constrained but not confined
Refusing to release the dream and make of truth a lie
He'd prove to us that one day he could fly.

CHORUS

Against the odds he stayed the course

And proved them all in vain

While nurses pulled the strings we watched him waving from the plane
Far out across the water they swear they heard him sing

In joy the day that Stephen spread his wings

CHORUS

Now here | stand, an older man

But still the boy inside

Who looks to heaven in wonder and awe, eyes open wide
At miracles beyond our sight, and those right here on earth
And | wonder what can one man’s life be worth

CHORUS
From forty years’ confinement
To feel what freedom brings

| smiled the day that Stephen spread his wings
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