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I am the time you desire. Every moment seems to be watched. No matter where I am, no matter where I go, countless people seem to leave my world. It feels like I have lived for a long time. I came to this world just to see how big the universe is!



Chapter 1: Neptune Is My Home
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A distant realm, an uncharted world. Few journey from one universe to another. For most, it's a feat beyond lifetimes. Yet we, as advanced beings, hail from such a spacetime. We can manipulate time, reshape its very form. We can prevent events destined to unfold from ever occurring. This is our power—to sustain time indefinitely, granting us eternal youth, immortality, and freedom from birth, decay, or death.

That beautiful realm remains unvisited by any true traveler to this day. Yet its splendor endures only in textbooks. I admit my words may not all be true.  But I speak of events that befell me—experiences many would take centuries to comprehend. I faced the most catastrophic disaster—a magnitude 14 global earthquake. In an instant, everything before my eyes vanished into thin air.

It was as if none of it had ever happened. This is my story alone, unknown to anyone else. For on that planet, I was the sole survivor. No one understood what had transpired. The catastrophe took everything from me—countless lives, countless homes. Yet it also allowed species that never belonged here to survive.

I am a Tu Xing An from Neptune. As each person who seeks to know my name begins to be gradually influenced by this world, slowly, imperceptibly, they are transformed. Though that home now lies very, very far from me, I believe that if I draw near enough, the species there will surely receive my message.

Upon a colossal planet, animals and plants exist in countless numbers. Each species possesses its own fixed code and equation. Though many wonder what extraterrestrials eat or drink, you could never imagine that merely altering time allows them to prolong a single day indefinitely. Like a quantum particle, they can continuously transform to achieve maximum potential.

The sheer scale of that planet defies imagination—incalculably larger than Earth itself. To survive, it had to abandon its rightful place and venture into this alien cosmos. It remains a mystery why this once-Earth holds so many souls it doesn't recognize.

Yet regarding time manipulation, he could only alter events once per week. For this was not his homeworld; drastic changes would shatter temporal order and disrupt the laws of time. Everyone craves eternal bliss, yet few ponder how to live a truly vibrant life—how to pursue the rainbow that truly reflects their deepest desires.

What others give is often fleeting. Only what you create with your own hands holds true meaning and value. Just like a person—you can utterly destroy them in an instant, or transform their entire life in the blink of an eye. In those mere seconds, a life can be completely overturned.

––––––––
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Chapter 2: Earth, the Second Space Station

Having lived in this unfamiliar realm for centuries, neither minor ailments nor major calamities have utterly defeated me. I remain as youthful as ever, still savoring each day's joys and wonders. From SARS to a once-in-500-years total lunar eclipse, to a once-in-50-years earthquake—arriving in this world from another place. It truly wasn't easy, coming alone to this planet that wasn't my own.

Perhaps, for an alien species, it should not exist. It should not appear here. Life is so fleeting, time is so fleeting, youth is so fleeting, love is so fleeting. How many decades does a human life span? How many times can one retain their original form? To life itself, we are but appendages—merely a mark on Earth's timeline, a grain of sand in the vastness of time. So small we cannot be touched, so vast you'll never find where I am.

On this blue planet, how many things have existed, have appeared, that we've never even considered? We merely live the lives before us, slowly learning the things at hand. Perhaps to Earth, we are dispensable. But to a family, to an individual, we are vital parts of that home. No one can separate us, no one can change us. As for me, on this planet, I have no kin. My family on Neptune is extinct.

The only spacecraft that could have brought me here began to slowly decay the moment I arrived on Earth. From that instant, Earth became my second home. For us today, all we desire is warmth. For us now, all we seek is protection.

When we first arrive in this world, who doesn't yearn for protection? Who doesn't crave nurturing? Yet everything that could offer this slowly slipped from my world. It may never return. Watching that planet slowly fall, bit by bit devoured until only a single glimmer remained—a glimmer invisible from Earth. For it was too far, far too far away!

Some things are beyond my power to change. That is life—I cannot stop others from dying, nor can I alter what they call destiny. Everything must be fought for by their own hands, created by their own minds. On this planet, I'm not particularly sensitive to emotions, for I've lived long enough. The deaths I've witnessed, the farewells I've endured, the people I longed to keep—not a single one remained, not a single one reappeared in my life.

Sometimes, when I planned to see him, I knew I couldn't just go unprepared. I needed to prepare thoroughly. This preparation took me a full decade. How many such events unfolded during those ten years? Perhaps no one will ever know! But each day simply passed. As for why I chose Earth as this planet—perhaps its resources, its beauty, its air, all suited an alien like him to live here.

Perhaps this was his second home, perhaps this was his second century of life. Though I have lived for ages, I have long forgotten what appearance truly is. Some things can only be done once; some matters can only be understood after being experienced once. In truth, no matter how long you live, there is one principle you will never grasp: why the money everyone earns is never enough, and why no one ever spends their last penny.

––––––––
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Chapter 3: Master of Time

He came from outer space, a distant galaxy over 10,000 kilometers from Earth. How many Earth-like planets had he traversed before arriving in this world? To preserve the last vestiges of civilization, he must prove to others that everything he does is to alter the course of time—to demonstrate to humanity that death is not determined by age.

I can control your day, but I cannot alter all your tomorrows. I can teach you how to live, but I cannot change who you will become. This is why we must learn knowledge beyond our sight and meet people we may never encounter. It's the same principle as celebrities—we might see them only a few times in our lives because their status is unique.

Like a prime minister—we might never cross paths in this lifetime. It's not that we lack the time, but that we lack the standing to meet him. Though he is just one person, as a representative of humanity, he embodies the tomorrow and future of an entire nation, an entire people.

Time may be a numerical concept, but it is by no means an easy subject to grasp. For time itself holds no inherent meaning. To the cosmos, nothing that happens in the present carries any significance. The only force that truly shapes us is the celestial bodies beyond our skies. They can reshape our environment at will, alter our landscapes, or erase you from this world in an instant. Such is time—a wondrous entity. Though you cannot fathom it, it knows you intimately.

Your time is yours alone to command. Yet to possess it, you must relinquish more time, expend greater energy and endurance to unravel its workings—from Earth's origin to its ultimate destination. For an extraterrestrial being, this is a constant concern.

Most of us simply eat, sleep, and seek pleasure. We live out our lives—but is this existence truly as simple as we imagine? Or have we grown so accustomed to this routine that we no longer question it? Ordinary time inevitably belongs to ordinary people. But for those who earn millions in a single day, their time transcends mere time. They can achieve far more, revealing to the world that the gap between people isn't measured in days or even years—it spans decades, even centuries.

The time each person commands is their own. Yet when one possesses something beyond anyone's imagination, their time may be altered—and all of this ultimately belongs to the one who controls time. They can make others' time part of their own, thereby stripping you of your final value. This is the Time Dominator—an alien you could never imagine, hailing from Neptune!

––––––––
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Chapter 4: What Is Money?

An alien being has never known what money truly is. What purpose it serves, what use it has. Is a hundred bucks the biggest number people talk about? And what about those earning tens of millions or even hundreds of millions? For him, arriving in this world, perhaps the only thing he could do was understand some aspects of human life, human forms, human concepts. Money matters more than life itself. Money matters more than anything else. Money matters more than everything you currently possess.

Yet he, hailing from Neptune, never grasped the meaning of earning money. Since arriving in this world, he'd never lived a single day as a human should. For he sought to experience what people think of when facing the most dire hardship, the most helpless moments. Perhaps money is the one thing no one ever has enough of.

He doesn't know how much he must earn before he'll stop. He doesn't know how hard he must strive before he'll easily give up. For even if he went without food or drink, nothing would change. He's lived this way for many, many years. It's as if the concept of money doesn't exist in his world. Life is but a few short decades, yet he has lived through several centuries. It seems as if all this will never cease.

A man worth millions cares not for anyone's opinion. His only concern is whether he made money today. Like someone who needs think of nothing, he has lived for centuries. He has long grown accustomed to the business of life—people departing, people arriving, people coming and going—it has become a habit, a pattern that will continue uninterrupted.

For an alien, however, money held no value. What he cherished was human connection—the process of how people fell in love. To this day, he still couldn't comprehend it. Why would someone care so little about everything they possess? He's never used money, so he doesn't know what it's for. As for what he truly wants, he didn't know when he arrived. He just wanted to survive. To hold onto that last shred of hope, to show those who've passed how well he's living—all to satisfy that one selfish desire.

For an alien, what truly mattered was how he lived, how he survived. Money? For his existence, it was dispensable. After all, his time was perpetually repeating.

––––––––
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Chapter 5: I'm Here to Save Your Life

In the face of disaster, humanity is always so helpless. Whether confronting fire, flood, or an impending car crash, it seems we have no choice in who to save or who will be saved. That's just how it is—that's fate. We don't know how long it took before we slowly began to realize: it wasn't us saving others, but others saving us.

Our hearts, our bodies, our lives—even our souls—have always been protected. We just didn't realize it. Growing up is inevitable; it's merely a matter of time. Becoming an adult is just a process. When we lack certainty, we must make the most of this moment to create our own value. You might feel insignificant, or that this vast world has no room for your fragile form.

But you must ultimately accept all this. After all, what you can do is change time; the power you possess is to help others, to save lives. In truth, you began doing this from the very start. Why are you unwilling to accept all this? The person you once saved is alive and well, living with great effort.

No life is less valuable than another. No human existence can be measured by money. For in the face of life, all things, all material possessions, lose their meaning. Like Earth's resources, they will be depleted one day, inevitably replaced and transformed.

Facing a fire, humans must resolve to remain unharmed. That means telling yourself to be brave, that only you can save yourself. Only then can you find true comfort. After all, waiting for firefighters to arrive might mean succumbing to terror, being mercilessly consumed by the flames.

Yet his presence remains limited. It's impossible for him alone to extinguish every fire—even a god couldn't manage it. Suppose 100,000 people perish daily worldwide; that's 100,000 lives lost each day. Thus, every event unfolds within a cycle of cause and effect, mutually reinforcing.

To be saved is an extraordinary stroke of luck in one's lifetime. In such circumstances, that someone would extend a helping hand to rescue your life—you should be grateful to those who snatched you from the jaws of death. You must not seek revenge against them. Without them, where would your tomorrow be?

Because of this incident, all your time henceforth shall be under my control. This is the power of time, the effect it produces. I can save you, but you must sacrifice some of your time to atone for your transgression. Do not treat life so lightly. In truth, every person, from the moment of birth, ponders the same question: Why was I born? Why was I born into this particular family?

Perhaps this is destiny! Time can control everything, yet it cannot truly alter everything. Take birth, for instance. Even aliens cannot change their innate form, but through postnatal refinement, they can gradually improve. Even if the world held only one alien, by then, no one would seek him to save lives. Within his time, the very concept of "life" would cease to exist!

Thus, he vanished as mysteriously as he had appeared. His very existence was a miracle—an indescribable miracle!

––––––––
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Chapter 6: Spending One Time

Each week, he could alter time only once, and within that altered time, he could change only one person. He could not alter everyone's time, so each week offered only that single opportunity. For an alien, perhaps his sole purpose was to find a way to help his home planet reborn. His mission on Earth was to uncover clues that would help him return to that planet. Then, he would save his Neptune.

A fallen alien had arrived on this planet a full 200 years ago. How many events had unfolded in those two centuries? How many people had left him behind? Yet to him, everything remained unchanged, forever frozen in time. Perhaps he truly belonged in a solar system like Earth! Time held no meaning for him, nor could it alter anything.

His emotions were the only thing that made him feel so insignificant. No one ever tried to change this reality, nor did anyone attempt to accept its inevitable shifts. Never. Like a robot, he stood there forever, never leaving. Even on the day of his demise, he kept striving to function. Because no one knew when their time would end, he always tried his hardest to live each day well.

Try to imagine: has the sun ever abandoned Earth? Without its presence, Earth would cease to be Earth. Perhaps it would become like its own planet—reduced to ruins, plunged into darkness, transformed into a black hole. That is why he chose Earth. Because on this planet, no one else would have to struggle to survive as he did. Even if the world became a battlefield, he would never abandon those around him. Because he knew he wasn't just protecting himself. He was protecting those young lives, lives that could vanish so suddenly!

Thus, his time was spent rescuing those young lives on the brink of death, snatching them back from the jaws of death. Doctors can save lives, but they cannot save every single one. Police can protect our safety, but they cannot safeguard every person's health and well-being. And then there are all those ordinary yet precious people, tirelessly giving of themselves just to fill our stomachs, warm our homes, and preserve those fleeting moments of beauty.

Without them, our present lives would not exist. To each of us, every person in this world is a unique being. Their existence is meant to witness a brand-new future, to behold an incredible future.

I want to rescue those living in pain, guiding them out of their struggles. To truly be oneself, to truly be human. Humanity is such a complex thing—capable of abandoning everything, discarding everything, yet unable to hold onto everything or change everything.

He, an alien, possesses boundless time. Yet for time itself, his life holds no numerical measure, nor any punctuation to mark its passage. Whether it was unforgettable or simply endless, each encounter was his life. Though prolonged time felt unfamiliar, only through gradual experience did he grasp how wondrous growing up truly was. Why choose death? To him, life was merely a race—victory or defeat held no weight, yet to humans, it seemed so crucial.

Humans cannot choose death, for they possess no right to do so. Within these fleeting days, birth, aging, sickness, and death are fixed timelines for every soul—utterly unalterable. When we wish to spend hours binge-watching dramas, our time is already spent there, with no grounds to change its existence. As for him, the alien, his very presence should never have belonged here—on Earth!

––––––––
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Chapter 7: Finding a Home for You

Many families, for various reasons, have been forced to become orphans. Those who suffer through illness until death, those who live daily on the edge, those doctors and police officers who fight tirelessly on the front lines—they show us through their actions that every criminal has a reason for their crimes, and every person has the right to be saved. This is their life, because in the face of life itself, nothing else matters.

How could an alien possibly care about such trivial matters? Life and death hold no meaning whatsoever in his existence. For he possesses time itself—something everyone desires—yet in the eyes of an alien, it is utterly worthless.

Every year, those left-behind children face the pain of being abandoned by their parents. Because they don't want to see someone so destitute, struggling to afford even a toilet. Rising before dawn and working late into the night, forgetting to eat or sleep, with no time for rest whatsoever.

They toil and struggle, striving to build a better home for their children someday. Once, they wouldn't spend a single penny on an ice cream. Now, we spend thousands daily yet still feel unfulfilled. Such is life, I suppose! They always strive to give us the best, yet we don't know how to appreciate it. Instead, we make even harsher choices, repeatedly rubbing salt into their wounds, leaving them forever unable to heal.

In this family, everyone has contributed. Yet some persistently cling to their own desires, sacrificing familial bonds, love, and friendship—giving up far too much. Still, they receive no response, for humans are emotional beings.

To an alien, such superficial emotions hold no weight. They only make you feel utterly distant from this world. Unable to glimpse the edge of the cosmos, unable to discern the Milky Way's outline, a hundred thousand miles from the sun—how do they survive on such a planet? For these outsiders, time itself is the meaning of their existence.

For in a place without sun, how could one fear the night? How could one worry about loneliness? In their lexicon, such words never existed—only joy and happiness. But then, a sudden catastrophe took everything from them, plunging the entire planet into boundless ruin.

Thus, he yearned to find a sense of home for others, and to discover a home of his own. It took him two years to reach this planet. All his efforts seemed ordinary, for he lived alone, as if accustomed to this existence.

What meaning does home hold for humans? And what significance does it carry for him? What message does it convey? On this journey, everyone carries their own burdens—some heavier, some lighter. Yet the price paid is the same for all: time and energy. For an alien, time and energy are not lacking. His only regret is not having found someone truly suited to him.

What kind of home did he desire? What form did the things he sought take? For one who seemed to want nothing, perhaps he lacked emotion entirely. Yet he yearned to understand whether emotion itself had ever truly existed.

––––––––
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Chapter 8: Breaking Free from Worldly Concerns

It's common knowledge that people stop pursuing romance once they reach a certain age. When one enters a certain state of life, the drive to strive and the will to push forward fade away. Because that passion is gone, those dreams are gone. Work becomes their entire world, and people are merely fleeting figures in a specific Chapter of time.

In this world, many choose to live out their lives in solitude. The vast majority, however, choose a partner to lean on, to share the journey through these fleeting decades. But for an alien, their earthly affairs are tasks they can never complete, a movie that never ends, a farewell feast they can never finish.

To him, no relationship in this world could disrupt his timeless existence. For he possessed no shortage of time; rather, he yearned to share some of it with others—with those who made extraordinary contributions, with those who changed the world. Their deaths were not worthy of such fate; they deserved far better lives. Yet, due to an accident, due to a moment when they could not choose their time, they missed the critical window for rescue.

This is why he had long since grown indifferent to life and death. Perhaps he couldn't alter history, but he was its witness. Each person he knew would, with the departure of others, cause him to forget that Chapter of history entirely. Starting anew—no matter how long ago it happened, no matter how long it lasted—holds no meaning. Even if he loved someone deeply, he couldn't hold onto her time. So he had to let go. Let them live well, let them experience every human spring, summer, autumn, and winter.

These seasons held no meaning for him. To his eyes, they were but a single day—perhaps an exceptionally long one for him, yet fleeting for many others. He had long since seen through the world's illusions, long since understood the emptiness of love and affection.

The vows exchanged between men and women, the promises to grow old together—all were but lies. For once you could no longer see him, how could there be a lifetime of companionship? No matter how the world evolved, it could not alter the inevitable march of time. This was the truth, the universal journey every mortal must traverse.

He was no longer in his youth, yet he still retained the appearance of a young man. He remained forever in that prime, most vibrant stage of life. It seemed he had uttered this very phrase to countless people. Yet, not a single soul truly accepted it as fact.

For he never told anyone he was an alien, nor did he reveal his ability to alter his own time. Now, his sole purpose is to use his power to help others fulfill their hopes and dreams. Even with his last breath, he would never easily give up.

He gave others hope, but in doing so, he lost a day of his own time. Yet he had grown accustomed to it all. His purpose on this planet was not merely to return home, but also to observe how its people lived better lives—lives that would make everyone else envy them.

Perhaps he didn't seek a permanent home, knowing parting was inevitable. So when it came to sweet nothings, to "I like you," he didn't want to watch others grow old while he remained forever young. For this world, there were far too many things worth learning. Yet he didn't wish to reveal every truth to the world. For he didn't want everyone to know he had ever set foot on this planet.

––––––––
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Chapter 9: The Spirit of the Craftsman

A decade hones a sword; a century forges a man. A millennium of civilization, ten thousand years of eras, a hundred million years of origins. All of this, every bit of it, embodies a spirit, a cohesive force. If human wisdom could surpass his own as an alien, he would never have appeared here. For what he possesses is a power beyond anyone else's grasp. Like copy-paste, you can never be plagiarized; you can never control your own space.

In this species of the eliminated, within the web of relationships, every person is like a dog, led by a leash held by anyone. Because the leash is in the other's hands, to gain liberation, one must not be swayed by the outside world. For ordinary people, the first thing they must let go of is emotion. Because only by focusing wholeheartedly on one thing will you understand the meaning of the artisan spirit. Perhaps its emergence is not accidental, but a special existence.
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