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Seyab /she Main character

X /he Mortph from past presence

N /she Mortph from future presence
R /they Morph from present presence
XRN /it Stone

Timmy Tommy / Giant

Seyab has one day memory and cannot choose where she wakes up tomorrow.
Snapshots from one day of Seyab.

The order is determined by you.
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All contents were originally written absent of Al, between 2019-2025.

This is a belated gift to my father who passed away on 7.15.2023, in Kunming China.



1. Marble Blue

Sadness is the ocean,
sitting on the boat.

That's only because someone lent me the wind.

Where I rush forward, I leave no trace.
Giant is the marble blue,

ruling my heart that gives no clue.

I try to remember what was before the wind,
as the ocean must have a destination,

when I walk and walk and walk.

My steps are still onboard.

The sparkles lighten up my shoes,

where I see myself shapelessly in that reflection.

Then I realize,
I must be the marble island.

The boat is floating on me.

I try to remember what was before the wind,
as I walk and walk and walk.

When the night comes, that blue is darker.
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