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    To all those who watch over us in the moments we are too busy to notice.

      

    



  	
        
            
            story measured not in years, but in moments.
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The first thing Samuel learned about humans was that they never stopped talking.

Not out loud, of course. Most of them spent large portions of their lives saying very little. The noise came from somewhere deeper. Worries, dreams, regrets, fears, prayers, and endless streams of questions flowed through every human mind like rivers that never reached the sea. For a new Watcher standing in the Observation Hall for the very first time, the sound was overwhelming.

Samuel stood at the edge of the great chamber and looked down at the world below. Countless lights flickered across the darkness. Every light represented a human life. Some had only just begun. Others were nearing their end. Every one of them was assigned a Watcher.

Today, for the first time, Samuel would receive an assignment of his own.

His hands fidgeted nervously at his sides as he waited. Around him, veteran Watchers moved through the hall with calm confidence, carrying themselves with the ease of beings who had spent centuries observing humanity. Samuel, meanwhile, felt as if his stomach were tied in knots.

"What if I make a mistake?" he asked.

Beside him stood Marcus, his instructor. The old Watcher had trained countless others before him and possessed the kind of patience that only came from ages of experience.

"You will," Marcus replied.

Samuel groaned. "You always know exactly how to make me feel worse."

Marcus allowed himself the slightest hint of a smile. "No Watcher succeeds perfectly. The goal is not perfection."

Before Samuel could ask what the goal actually was, Marcus handed him a silver folder.

Inside was a photograph.

A newborn baby wrapped tightly in a blue blanket stared back at him. The child's face was bright red from crying, his tiny fists clenched in outrage as though he had already decided the world was deeply unfair.

Samuel couldn't help laughing.

"He looks angry."

"He was born twelve minutes ago," Marcus said. "Most humans begin that way."

Beneath the photograph was a name.

Noah Carter.

Assigned Watcher: Samuel.

The words seemed heavier than the folder itself. Suddenly this wasn't training anymore. Somewhere in the world, a real child had just entered existence, and Samuel had been entrusted with helping guide him through every moment that followed.

The realization filled him with excitement and fear in equal measure.

For the first time, he understood that a human life wasn't simply a light in the distance.

It was a story.

And somehow, he had just become part of it.
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Samuel had expected his first assignment to be exciting.

Instead, it was surprisingly boring.

For the first three months of Noah life, the child seemed capable of only four activities: sleeping, eating, crying, and producing astonishing amounts of dirty diapers.

Samuel quickly learned that newborns possessed a remarkable talent for doing almost nothing while simultaneously requiring everyone’s complete attention.

Most days were spent standing beside cribs, rocking chairs, and changing tables. Samuel watched Noah’s exhausted parents stumble through sleepless nights, surviving on coffee, determination, and sheer stubbornness.

“They look terrible,” Samuel remarked one morning.

Marcus glanced toward Noah’s parents, who were attempting to eat breakfast while taking turns holding a screaming baby.

“They’re doing fine.”

“They haven’t slept in days.”

“They’re parents.”

“As I said,” Samuel replied, “they look terrible.”

Marcus shook his head and disappeared.

Samuel suspected the old Watcher found him annoying.

The feeling was probably mutual.

As the weeks passed, Samuel became familiar with every detail of Noah’s life. He knew which blanket the baby preferred, which lullabies calmed him down, and exactly how many seconds Noah could tolerate being hungry before launching into a dramatic protest.

The answer, Samuel discovered, was apparently none.

One afternoon Noah began crying before his bottle was even warm.

“Your food is literally being prepared,” Samuel said from across the room.

The crying intensified.

“It takes time.”

Noah screamed louder.

Samuel folded his arms.

“You have never experienced hardship.”

The baby responded by crying even harder.

Samuel sighed.

“You’re going to be one of those humans, aren’t you?”

The crying continued.

He took that as a yes.

Despite the constant noise, Samuel found himself growing fond of the child. Noah had a way of filling every room with life. Even when he was sleeping, people seemed drawn toward him. His mother would often pause whatever she was doing simply to check on him. His father frequently stood beside the crib after work, smiling at the sleeping infant as though he couldn’t quite believe Noah was real.

Samuel watched these moments carefully.

During training, Watchers were taught to observe human behavior. They studied relationships, emotions, and choices. They learned how people loved one another and how easily they could hurt one another.

What nobody had prepared Samuel for was witnessing love from the beginning.

It wasn’t dramatic.

It wasn’t perfect.

It was simply there.

A mother humming softly at three in the morning.

A father carrying a sleeping child from room to room because he didn’t want to wake him.

Small moments.

Ordinary moments.

The kind humans often forgot.

The kind Samuel was beginning to treasure.

By Noah’s first birthday, the house felt very different.

The quiet newborn had transformed into a tiny explorer determined to investigate every dangerous object in existence.

Electrical outlets fascinated him.

Sharp corners fascinated him.

Stairs fascinated him.

The family dog fascinated him most of all.

The dog, unfortunately, did not share the enthusiasm.

One afternoon Noah managed to corner the aging golden retriever in the living room.

The dog looked desperately toward Samuel.

Samuel looked back.

Neither could technically communicate with the other, but the message was clear.

Help.

Noah waddled forward with all the confidence of a conquering king.

The dog slowly backed away.

Noah advanced.

The dog retreated.

The process continued until the poor animal found itself trapped against a wall.

“Good luck,” Samuel muttered.

A moment later Noah wrapped both arms around the dog’s neck.

The dog sighed in defeat.

Samuel laughed so hard he nearly missed Noah tipping sideways.

He reacted instantly.

A nearby pillow slid from the couch and landed exactly where Noah fell.

The toddler bounced harmlessly against it.

Noah blinked in confusion.

Then he giggled.

Samuel grinned.

Moments like that were why he loved the job.

Not because anyone noticed.

Nobody ever did.

But because every now and then he could make a difference.

A tiny one.

Just enough.

As Noah grew older, his personality emerged with surprising speed.

By age three, he was curious about everything.

Questions followed him everywhere.

Why was the sky blue?

Why couldn’t fish walk?

Why did vegetables exist?

Why couldn’t dessert count as breakfast?

His parents answered patiently.

Sometimes.

Other times they simply stared at him in exhausted silence.

Samuel often found himself answering too, despite knowing Noah couldn’t hear a word.

“Fish can’t walk because they’re fish.”

“Vegetables exist because life isn’t fair.”

“No, ice cream cannot be breakfast.”

Noah never listened.

Mostly because he couldn’t.

Still, Samuel continued answering.

It had become a habit.

One rainy afternoon, Noah sat on the floor of his bedroom surrounded by toy dinosaurs.

The boy held a green Tyrannosaurus Rex in one hand and a plastic triceratops in the other.

A fierce battle was taking place.

At least until Noah suddenly stopped.

He looked around the room.

Samuel paused.

Noah’s eyes narrowed.

For a brief moment, they seemed to focus directly on him.

Samuel froze.

The boy tilted his head.

Then smiled.

“Hi,” Noah whispered.

Samuel’s heart nearly stopped.

No human had ever spoken to him before.

Not directly.

Not intentionally.

For one impossible second, he wondered if Noah could somehow see him.

Then the boy pointed past him.

“Hi, dinosaur.”

Samuel turned.

A toy dinosaur sat on the windowsill behind him.

“Oh.”

Noah immediately resumed the battle.

Samuel stood there for several seconds.

Then laughed at himself.

“That’s embarrassing.”

The years continued to pass.

Slowly for Noah.

Quickly for Samuel.

That was another thing training had never properly explained.

Humans measured life in years.

Watchers measured it in moments.

And already, Samuel was collecting more memories than he could count.

Noah’s first steps.

His first words.

His first scraped knee.

His first day of school.

Every milestone felt important.

Every moment felt fragile.

Samuel knew there would come a day when Noah would no longer be a child.
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