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​Chapter 1: Dawn at the Workshop
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The call to prayer faded as Yasin Al-Razi unlocked the weathered wooden door of his shop. Soft golden light spilled across the worn floorboards, illuminating motes of dust that danced in the air. He inhaled deeply, savoring the familiar scent of wood polish and machine oil that had permeated the space for decades.

With practiced movements, Yasin pulled up the blinds, revealing rows of clocks lining the walls. Their synchronized ticking filled the air—a steady, comforting rhythm that had been the backdrop to his entire life.

He made his way to the workbench, running his fingers along its smooth surface. His eyes fell on his hands—unmarked, unblemished. No dark rings spread across his palms, no physical testament to temporal journeys taken. At thirty-four, he was an anomaly in a world where most had at least one ring by now.

Yasin flexed his fingers, remembering his father's words: "These hands are for creating, for mending, for staying rooted in the present." Ibrahim had used only one jump in his lifetime—to witness Yasin's birth while away on business. The memory brought a bittersweet smile to Yasin's face.

He picked up a delicate pocket watch, cradling it gently. Its intricate gears lay exposed, waiting for his skilled touch to breathe life back into them. As he reached for his loupe, the first rays of sunlight caught the watch's crystal, scattering prismatic light across the workbench.

"Time cannot be rushed," Yasin murmured, echoing his father's mantra, "only respected."

Outside, the neighborhood stirred to life. The smell of freshly baked bread wafted in from the bakery next door. Children's laughter echoed from the street as they made their way to school. And beneath it all, the ever-present ticking of countless timepieces filled the shop—a steady pulse, marking the passage of moments Yasin had chosen, again and again, not to leap beyond.

He bent over the watch, his unmarked hands steady, ready to begin another day of mending time rather than bending it to his will. In the quiet of the early morning, surrounded by the legacy of his father and the weight of his own choices, Yasin felt a profound sense of peace. Here, in this moment, was exactly where he was meant to be.
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​Chapter 2: Morning Tea
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The gentle chime of the shop's bell faded as the last customer left, leaving Yasin alone with the soft ticking of dozens of clocks. Sunlight slanted through the dusty windows, catching on brass gears and polished watch faces. He bent over his workbench, squinting at the intricate mechanism of an antique pocket watch that the last customer handed him.

The floorboards creaked softly, and Yasin looked up to see his mother, Safiya, navigating the narrow aisle between display cases. Her silver-streaked hair was covered by a pale blue hijab, and she carried a small tray with two steaming cups.

"You've been at that watch for hours," Safiya said, her voice warm with affection and mild reproach. "Time for a break, I think."

Yasin smiled, setting down his tools. "How do you always know when I need tea, Mama?"

She placed the tray on a clear spot on his workbench. "A mother's intuition. Or perhaps I just know my son's habits." Safiya lowered herself carefully into the chair beside him, a barely perceptible wince crossing her face as she sat.

Yasin's brow furrowed slightly. "How are you feeling today? Did you take your medication this morning?"

Safiya waved a hand dismissively. "Of course I did. Stop fussing. I'm not as frail as you seem to think."

He wrapped his hands around the warm cup, inhaling the familiar scent of cardamom and mint. "I don't think you're frail, Mama. I just worry sometimes."

"Worry is the thief of peace, my son," Safiya said, her dark eyes twinkling. "Besides, what good would worrying do? Either I'm fine, in which case it's wasted energy, or I'm not, in which case..." She trailed off, shrugging.

Yasin nodded, but couldn't quite shake the concern that had taken root in his chest. He watched as his mother's hand trembled slightly lifting her own cup. She caught him looking and raised an eyebrow.

"Now, tell me about this watch that's captured all your attention," she said, changing the subject. "Another family heirloom rescued from time's ravages?"

Grateful for the distraction, Yasin launched into an explanation of the watch's unique mechanism. As he spoke, he found himself studying his mother's face—the lines etched by years of laughter and concern, the quiet strength in her bearing. He was struck by a sudden, aching awareness of her mortality.

Safiya must have sensed his shift in mood. She reached out, her unmarked palm resting on his equally unblemished hand. "Yasin," she said softly, "I'm right here. In this moment. That's all we ever truly have, isn't it?"

He squeezed her hand gently. "You're right, of course. As always."

They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, sipping their tea, surrounded by the steady rhythm of ticking clocks. Yasin felt the worry in his chest ease, replaced by a deep gratitude for this simple, present moment with his mother.

As Safiya stood to leave, she stumbled slightly. Yasin was on his feet in an instant, steadying her. "I'm fine," she insisted, but leaned on his arm nonetheless. "Just a bit dizzy. It will pass."

Yasin helped her to the door, his concern resurging. "Maybe we should call Dr. Amara, have her check your blood sugar levels."

Safiya patted his cheek affectionately. "If it will ease your mind, we can call her tomorrow. For now, I think I'll just rest a bit. Don't work too late, hmm?"

As she made her way slowly up the stairs to their apartment above the shop, Yasin watched her go, a familiar temptation tugging at the edges of his mind. How easy it would be to jump forward, to peek into the future and see if she was truly alright. He pushed the thought away, focusing instead on the warmth of the tea in his hand, the quiet ticking of the clocks, the lingering scent of his mother's perfume.

One moment at a time, he reminded himself. That's all we ever truly have.
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​Chapter 3: The Broken Watch
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The afternoon sun slanted through the dusty windows of Yasin's clock shop, casting long shadows across the workbenches. The steady tick-tock of dozens of timepieces filled the air, a soothing rhythm that usually calmed Yasin's mind. But today, as he carefully adjusted the delicate gears of the antique pocket watch, he felt a strange unease, as if the very fabric of time was slightly out of alignment.

The shop bell jangled violently, shattering the peace. Yasin looked up, startled, to see a young wide-eyed woman burst through the door. Her breath came in short gasps.

"Are you the clockmaker?" she demanded, her voice tight with barely contained emotion. "The one who can fix anything?"

Yasin set down his tools carefully, and studied the woman. She was perhaps in her late twenties, dressed in the smart attire of a professional complete with matching hijab, but rumpled and disheveled, as if she'd been running.

"I am Yasin Al-Razi," he said calmly, rising from his workbench. "How may I help you?"

The woman approached, fumbling in her bag. "My father's watch," she said, her voice cracking slightly. "It's... it's all I have left of him. Can you fix it?"

She produced an ornate pocket watch, cradling it in her palm as if it were made of spun glass. Yasin gestured for her to place it on the counter between them.

"May I?" he asked gently. At her nod, he picked up the watch, turning it over in his hands. It was a beautiful piece, intricately engraved, but clearly not functioning. As he examined it, the woman spoke again, her words tumbling out in a rush.

"I'm Layla. Layla Qadri. My father was a civil engineer. He... he used his first jump to prevent a building collapse. Saved dozens of lives." Her voice swelled with pride, then faltered. "His second jump was to say goodbye to my mother. She was dying, and he was trapped in another city during a disaster. He couldn't get to her in time, but... at least he got to say goodbye."

Yasin nodded, encouraging her to continue as he pried open the back of the watch. Inside, he found something unexpected:  a modification, a counter of some kind, unlike anything he'd seen before.

Layla's voice dropped to almost a whisper. "His third jump... he used it last year. He wouldn't tell me why. Three weeks later, he died suddenly." She paused, her fingers gripping the edge of the workbench. "The doctors said it was an aneurysm. A weakness in a blood vessel that could have ruptured at any time—sitting at dinner, playing with grandchildren someday. They were very clear it had nothing to do with the jump itself."

"But?" Yasin prompted gently, hearing the unspoken weight in her words.

"But I've wondered," Layla said, her voice barely audible, "if the burden of what he saw... if carrying that knowledge for three weeks, trying frantically to document everything, not knowing if anyone would find it or believe it... I've wondered if that stress, that weight..." She couldn't finish.

Yasin set down his tools, giving her his full attention. "Knowledge can be a burden," he said softly. "The jumps don't harm us physically—that much we know. But what we see, what we learn, what we carry back with us—that can exact its own toll."

"Did the jump kill my father?" Layla asked bluntly, meeting his eyes.

Yasin chose his words carefully. "The aneurysm killed your father. The doctors confirmed that. But did the emotional weight of what he knew contribute to his stress, possibly to the conditions that led to the rupture? Only God knows for certain." He paused. "What I do know is that your father chose to bear that burden so that others might be spared. He used his final jump not for personal gain, but to try to save thousands of lives. That's courage, even if—especially if—it came at a cost."

Layla nodded slowly, tears slipping down her cheeks. "The watch... it stopped at the exact moment of his third jump. As if time itself marked that choice."

"Perhaps it did," Yasin said. "A reminder that every jump, every choice, carries weight. Your father understood that. And he chose to carry it anyway."

Yasin looked up from the watch, meeting Layla's eyes. For the first time, he noticed the dark rings on her hands – two of them. She had already used two of her own jumps. The weight of that knowledge hung in the air between them.

"I think he jumped forward," Layla continued, her voice shaking. "Forty years—the dam's projected lifespan under optimal conditions. Maybe he saw the valley already destroyed, but couldn't tell when it had happened. Maybe he saw the aftermath of failure and spent his last three weeks documenting everything that could cause it to fail early."

She leaned forward, her eyes burning with intensity. "I have one jump left," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "One chance to understand what he saw. Can you fix the watch by tomorrow?"

Yasin felt the weight of her desperation, saw the familiar look he'd witnessed in so many who used their jumps and lived with the consequences. He thought of his own unmarked hands, of the choice he made every day not to jump.

"I will try," he said softly, turning the watch over in his hands once more. "But Layla... sometimes the answer we seek isn't the one we need."

Layla's shoulders sagged, relief and frustration warring on her face. "I know," she said. "But I have to try. I have to know."

As Yasin carefully set the watch aside, preparing to begin work, he felt the familiar tug of temptation. To jump, to see, to know. But as always, he resisted. In the ticking of the clocks around him, in Layla's desperate eyes, in the weight of her father's mysterious last jump, he sensed the beginning of something larger than himself. A story of time, of choice, and of the courage it takes to live with uncertainty.
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​Chapter 4: A Father’s Philosophy
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A warm circle of light from a brass desk lamp illuminated the small room. Yasin, 12, sat cross-legged on his bed, eyes wide with attention. His father, Ibrahim, perched on the edge of the mattress, his weathered hands resting on his knees. The clock on the nightstand ticked softly, marking each precious moment.

Ibrahim's left hand caught the lamplight, and the single dark ring on his palm seems to pulse with significance. Yasin stared at it, as he always did.

"You're wondering about the ring again, aren't you?" Ibrahim's voice rang out clearly,  gently, tinged with amusement.

Yasin nodded, a little embarrassed at being so transparent. "I still don't understand, Baba. If the jumps are such an amazing gift, why did you only use one? And why to see me being born? You could have seen... I don't know, the future, or something really important!"

Ibrahim chuckled softly. "Ah, but what could be more important than witnessing the birth of my son?" He ruffled Yasin's hair affectionately. "But you're right to ask. It's time we talked about this properly."

He shifted, and his expression grew more serious. "Most people think the jumps are a gift," Ibrahim said, and held up his marked hand. "But what if they're a test? A test of patience. Of trust. Of whether we can live with uncertainty."

Yasin furrowed his brow. "A test? But how?"

Ibrahim nodded, pleased at his son's curiosity. "Think about it. We're given three chances to see beyond our time. But why three? Why not one, or a hundred?"

"I... I don't know," Yasin admits.

"Neither do I," Ibrahim saod with a smile. "And that's part of the point. We're not meant to know everything. But we can learn from the pattern."

He held up one finger. "The first jump is often made in panic or curiosity—youth's impulsiveness. Like a child touching a hot stove, unable to resist."
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