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Soon, the Thousand Talismans Sect disciple who received the mission delivery finished counting the Wooden Tokens Wei Long handed over. He smiled at Wei Long and announced clearly, "That's correct. Five hundred and seventy-eight Wooden Tokens. May I ask, fellow daoist... oh, I mean, junior brother, your daoist title or name? I need to register it."
Wei Long returned a light smile. "My name is Long Wei. 'Long' as in dragon, 'Wei' as in guard!"
The disciple in charge of registration swiped his Talisman Brush, and Wei Long's alias, Long Wei, appeared at the top of the board. The number five hundred and seventy-eight was clearly displayed below the name. After the registration was complete, the disciple handed Wei Long a cold-iron waist token representing a Thousand Talismans Sect disciple. The front had a Talisman character in seal script, and the back had some basic talisman-drawing strokes.
After registering, the disciple smiled at Wei Long again. "This junior brother, my name is Tang Qing. Junior brother managed to obtain so many Wooden Tokens this time, so you will definitely receive focused training from the sect. I, your senior brother, probably won't have to wait long before I call you senior brother instead, hehe. Please take care of me in the future!"
Wei Long modestly smiled. "Senior brother flatters me. My cultivation is still low, and I've just entered the sect. I will surely have to trouble senior brother about things I don't understand in the future. Please don't refuse me then!" After saying this, Wei Long flipped his hand, and a Mysterious Grade first-rank Fireball Talisman appeared in his palm. He stretched out his hand to offer it to Tang Qing, smiling as he said, "Senior Brother Tang, our Thousand Talismans Sect was founded on Talismans. I obtained this Mysterious Grade first-rank Fireball Talisman by chance many years ago, but I've never fully comprehended it. Could Senior Brother Tang help me study it and then teach it back to me?"
Wow, this guy Wei Long wasn't even officially in the sect yet, and he was already saying 'our Thousand Talismans Sect' this and 'our Thousand Talismans Sect' that. Moreover, judging by its color and energy fluctuations, the Mysterious Grade first-rank Fireball Talisman Wei Long took out was already top-tier among Mysterious Grade, just a hair away from breaking through to become an Earth Grade first-rank Fireball Talisman.
This Tang Qing wasn't old, but he was already at the peak of the Qi Refining Ninth Layer. For someone at the Qi Refining Stage to be brought out by the sect's seniors to handle affairs meant he must be doing quite well within the Thousand Talismans Sect. Wei Long had specifically noted that the people brought out to organize the Dragon Gate Meeting all had cultivation levels no lower than the Early Foundation Building Stage. This sudden appearance of someone at the perfect Qi Refining Ninth Layer was definitely brought along to gain experience. He was sure to attempt Foundation Building immediately upon returning. Furthermore, people like him were the ones most familiar with the internal situation of the sect.
Although this guy certainly had opportunities to see Mysterious Grade first-rank Fireball Talismans—such things probably weren't very rare in the Thousand Talismans Sect—having one for yourself was different. Wei Long was going to find a big tree to rest under, to cultivate in seclusion properly for a while, not to show off. Only an idiot like that young man beside them would say something stupid like 'invincible below the Foundation Building Stage' right in front of others.
Sure enough, Wei Long said on the surface that they should study it together, but who didn't know it was a gift? However, judging by the expression on Tang Qing's face, this guy was quite happy. He didn't notice at all that Wei Long was already acting like a Thousand Talismans Sect disciple without being formally admitted.
Meanwhile, the young man on the side had been completely ignored by Wei Long from the start. Now, seeing Wei Long and Tang Qing chatting happily and even exchanging gifts, he couldn't help but sneer at Wei Long. "A Mysterious Grade first-rank Fireball Talisman? I think it's fake. Those Wooden Tokens are probably mostly fake too. I bet you've never even seen what a Mysterious Grade talisman looks like, have you?"
Wei Long remained expressionless, as if hearing idle talk. The young man's face looked as if he had swallowed a fly, uncomfortable, with an unnatural flush of anger appearing on his cheeks.
Wei Long acted as if he didn't hear, but Tang Qing couldn't let it slide. The young man's words felt like a direct insult to him. Never seen a Mysterious Grade one? Tang Qing smiled apologetically at Wei Long. "Junior Brother Long just returned. I won't hold you up any longer. After you've rested, let's have a proper chat!"
Wei Long smiled and nodded, then turned and headed toward the inn he had booked. As he walked away, he faintly heard Tang Qing's stern, low voice. "I just discovered that the marks on the Wooden Tokens you handed in are fake! Do you have any explanation?" Wei Long could almost picture Tang Qing's livid face and that young man's panicked expression.
But what did that have to do with Wei Long? An idiot from a family, really thinking this was still his family! He returned to the inn and rested properly for five days. Today was the day to bring all the newly recruited disciples back to the mountain sect. Wei Long stepped out of the inn's main gate for the first time.
Arriving at the square, he saw the four large vertical boards. Just as Wei Long expected, the number of people who returned in the last three days combined was less than a hundred. The highest number of Wooden Tokens one person obtained nearly broke a thousand. As for the Thousand Talismans Sect side, Wei Long had also ranked eighteenth.
The newly recruited disciples in the square had all arrived early. Not many were like Wei Long, arriving only now. The twenty or so people standing at the front still hadn't completely shaken off their killing intent, clearly being those who returned in the last three days. However, Wei Long really had no interest in competing with those people. Otherwise, if he had activated the Ten Absolute Formation, all the Wooden Tokens from the thousand or so people remaining in the last three days would now be on him. He just wanted to enter the Thousand Talismans Sect with a not-too-bad result to cultivate in seclusion.
This time, each sect recruited roughly six hundred people, with only the Heavenly Sword Sect having slightly more. As for Moonview Tower, because it only accepted female disciples, it recruited only four hundred. Even this number, seeing Yan Lingjing's constant smile, Wei Long knew it was already quite a lot.
Soon, eight Flying Arks, each a hundred meters long and ten meters wide, made entirely of cold iron, slowly descended onto the central square of Everimmortal City. Shen Dongwei of the Heavenly Sword Sect stood at the bow of one Flying Ark, one hand behind his back, his face sharp and unsmiling, the image of a master. Seeing this, Wei Long subtly curled his lip and secretly sneered. "Does this blockhead really think he's amazing? A Flying Ark that isn't even as good as the lowest-grade Wind Sailing Boat... this can barely be called a Flying Ark, right?"
However, Wei Long glanced at the people around him. Clearly, they were indeed impressed. Magical artifacts with bodies a hundred meters long were indeed rarely seen, even if this one had no offensive power at all, only some minor defensive abilities and flight capability.
They boarded their respective sect's Flying Arks in an orderly manner. Wei Long had lost all interest in what happened next. Apart from secretly scoffing again at the vibration during takeoff, Wei Long sat in a corner the whole time, eyes closed, meditating and adjusting his breathing.
Mainly, the speed of this Flying Ark was truly hard to praise. Wei Long didn't want to say anything more. After a day, the Flying Ark landed for a break. Wei Long just curled his lip but didn't comment further. However, suddenly, Wei Long's brow twitched. He diverted a wisp of his True Essence to his eyes, looked around, and a meaningful smile appeared at the corner of his mouth. He thought to himself, "This is? Hmm, illusion magic! That's right. Hmm, it's even the innate magical ability illusion of a flower demon. Tsk tsk... not simple. At least a third-tier flower demon. Eh, shouldn't it be those Black-clad Figures? How did a member of the Demon Race show up?"
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Wangxian City was already the southernmost city of the Southern Crow Country. Moreover, it could be considered the only city within the Southern Crow Country primarily populated by cultivators. The Thousand Talismans Sect and the Moonview Tower were both located to the west of the Southern Crow Country, the Shadow Soul Sect was to the north, and the Heavenly Sword Sect was to the east.
A thousand miles south of Wangxian City lay the demon-mist-filled Daxi Cloud. The Southern Crow Country’s entire southern border and part of its southwestern border neighbored the Daxi Cloud. When Wangxian City was first established in earlier years, its main purpose was actually to guard against the demon beasts from the Daxi Cloud to the south.
However, members of the Demon Race had not produced high-level demon beasts for nearly a thousand years. Forget shape-shifting demon race members, there weren’t even many Third-tier Demon Beasts who had fully opened their spiritual intelligence. Almost all of them lurked within the Daxi Cloud. Both sides maintained this tacit understanding. If a demon race member left the Daxi Cloud and got killed, skinned, and boned, that was their bad luck. If a human entered the Daxi Cloud and died, that was also considered their just deserts.
Aside from Innate Spirit Beasts or natural-born demon beasts, ordinary demon beasts opening their spiritual intelligence mostly relied on chance encounters. Or, they muddled along, relying on self-comprehended breathing techniques to bitterly cultivate for several hundred years. Only after advancing to the Third-tier Demon Beast stage could they fully open their spiritual intelligence. For plants, it was even harder. Even the most ordinary animal had at least a few meridians, but most plants had no meridians at all. To cultivate, they first had to construct meridians. What was even more absurd was that a first-tier plant demon could not move its main body. At the second tier, someone could move it without it withering and dying. Only upon reaching the third tier could it slowly move on its own.
To truly break free from the constraints of their main body, they had to undergo the Shape-shifting Heavenly Tribulation and advance to the fifth tier. Only then could they move freely like ordinary demon race members. Generally, it was rare to see plant demon beasts below the fifth tier. They usually stayed in their birthplaces, cultivating until they reached the fifth tier before leaving.
But the hiding abilities of plant demon beasts were first-rate. Like the illusions of a flower demon, they could be said to be completely formless and boundless. This was precisely why Wei Long felt curious. Looking around, there were only some low shrubs, and the terrain was relatively flat. In the distance, only some small animals occasionally appeared and disappeared among the grass. The knee-high green grass also resembled a giant carpet.
The tips of the grass swayed in the wind. Seen from afar, it was like overlapping waves. To the naked eye, it was absolutely a scene of harmony and peace. The people who disembarked from the two Flying Arks of the Thousand Talismans Sect were also affected by this beautiful scenery. Everyone became tranquil. Although everything appeared flawless from any angle, without a single flaw.
Wei Long slowly narrowed his eyes. The pupils of his eyes gradually turned a misty gray color. A faint, shimmering light occasionally flashed deep within his pupils. Even though he didn't sense danger and his state of mind grew increasingly calm, the events of the past few months had made Wei Long somewhat jumpy at shadows.
The area within several miles visible to his eyes felt like a single, integrated whole. Thinking of this, Wei Long finally realized what was wrong. It was too perfect! The scenery within several miles seemed to be of one piece. Whether it was those little rabbits, the low shrubs, or the carpet-like grass, although they looked different, they gave Wei Long the feeling of being the same thing.
He didn't know if shrubs could grow together with grass, and there was no feeling of danger around. But falling into someone else's illusion was uncomfortable no matter what. Without figuring out what exactly it was—an accident or something else—Wei Long would not rest. A Grandmaster of formations, how could he inexplicably enter someone else's formation?
Everyone had gotten off the Flying Arks and sat on the grass to eat something. These cultivators at the Qi Refining Stage still could not abstain from food. Moreover, the people piloting the Flying Arks also needed to rest. Wei Long hid in a secluded corner, his eyes almost narrowed into slits. Outsiders seeing Wei Long would think he was dozing off.
But Wei Long's entire eyes had turned a misty gray color. The bright flash of lightning in his pupils flickered more frequently. As that flash grew brighter, Wei Long gradually saw the surrounding space distort in waves. Invisible lines crisscrossed the space.
Wherever Wei Long's gaze passed, it was like pages of a book being turned over one after another. This method of directly seeing through formations, restrictions, and illusions—indeed, there were such auxiliary skills when one's cultivation was high. But now, his vision seemed to be twisting, nimbly passing through layers of obstacles and deceptions, reaching directly to the source.
Wei Long had no mind to ponder this now. The surrounding space had already twisted beyond recognition. Wei Long knew he was about to see the most fundamental thing. These were all illusions. What exactly was behind the illusions?
A flower demon, at least a third-tier flower demon. If there really was an ambush, this one third-tier flower demon could kill ninety-nine percent of the people here. If it really was those Black-clad Figures setting an ambush, Wei Long's plan to quietly return to the Thousand Talismans Sect for secluded cultivation would definitely be ruined.
A moment later, the surrounding space had twisted to its limit. Everything Wei Long could see had turned into streams of irregular flowing light. The people around him were long gone from his sight. Suddenly, the flash of lightning in Wei Long's pupils flared brightly once. The surrounding scene seemed to be pierced out of thin air by a bolt of lightning.
It violently and forcefully broke through that final line of defense, directly penetrating all the way to the innermost source. Wherever Wei Long's gaze swept, the illusory scenes shattered like mirrors, cracking and crumbling into pieces. The final burst from the lightning in his pupils seemed to materialize his gaze into an invisible sharp sword, thrusting straight in.
At that moment, Wei Long suddenly heard a charming, feminine voice cry out in terror, "Spare me, great one! This humble demon did not mean to!"
The next moment, the scene Wei Long saw abruptly changed. Within several miles, there was a sea of fiery red roses. In the center of the sea of flowers stood a half-human-height blood-red rose bush. At that moment, on that rose, there was a hazy, smoke-like face of a young girl, but it was full of fright just then.
Wei Long's materialized gaze had instantly and violently pierced through the layers of illusions, reaching the source directly. This had scared that flower demon half to death. Seeing this situation now, Wei Long also suddenly felt somewhat awkward. He thought to himself, "Am I being too sensitive? Maybe we just accidentally landed in this flower demon's territory..."
A rose flower demon that had not yet taken shape, its greatest means of preserving its life was its illusions. But Wei Long had mercilessly shattered them without leaving any leeway. Even if it wasn't scared to death, it was close. Looking at that somewhat blurry young girl's face, Wei Long couldn't be more embarrassed. He didn't have the habit of subduing demons, eliminating monsters, and killing any demon he saw. On the contrary, he felt these demon race members were much more likable than most of the Human Race.
Wei Long pondered for a moment. The flower demon over there dared not speak, trembling as it waited for Wei Long to make a decision. After a few breaths, Wei Long's right hand moved slightly. A Heaven-grade Qi Gathering Talisman vanished into the void. It completely ignored the obstruction of the illusion and landed directly in front of the rose flower demon. Wei Long activated the Thousand-Mile Voice Transmission Art: "It was indeed I who acted rashly. This Heaven-grade Qi Gathering Talisman is for you. Attach it to yourself, and it can double your cultivation speed. The longer the time, the better the effect. This is just right for you! I am Wei Long. May we meet again if fate wills it!"
Wei Long withdrew his gaze. Once again, he saw the Rogue Cultivators resting and eating in place. He paid no more attention to the rose flower demon. Instead, he wondered again about the strange change that had just occurred in his eyes. During the last battle with people from the Qingyun Sect, a similar situation had also appeared.
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Wei Long initially considered encountering that rose demon as an accident. After so many people fell into the rose demon's territory, nothing bad happened. Wei Long also trusted his own feelings; he hadn't sensed any ill will. If a Third-tier Demon Beast's innate divine ability—illusion magic—was only used to hide itself, even a Nascent Soul Stage cultivator wouldn't usually detect anything.
Only cultivators who had surpassed the Nascent Soul Stage and entered the Condensing Evil Qi and Soul Refining stage might notice something abnormal here. Another possibility was a Formation Grandmaster. As is known, the four main categories of formations are Killing Arrays, Trapping Arrays, Defensive Arrays, and the remaining one being Illusion Arrays. With his Formation Grandmaster cultivation in formations, even though his personal cultivation was a bit low, Wei Long could still spot clues.
Fortunately, the scene Wei Long saw allowed him to deduce that this rose demon was born here. It had taken who knew how many years for it to advance to the Third-tier Demon Beast level, so he didn't think much more of it. He even gave that flower demon a Heaven-grade Qi Gathering Talisman, considering it as building a good connection. After all, he could produce as many of these as he wanted, but only Wei Long had them.
Wei Long was now meditating on another matter. During his previous encounter and battle with people from the Qingyun Sect, it seemed as if time had slowed down. All movements in the entire space seemed to slow down endlessly, almost freezing in that moment. Yet, his thinking remained at its normal speed.
Originally, a Qi Refining Stage cultivator using the suppression burst method could only activate eight Talismans simultaneously. However, he had managed to unleash sixteen Sword Qi Talismans in an instant. The angles, force, and timing were all perfect, forcefully driving the power of first-tier talismans to the attack level of the Early Foundation Building Stage.
Afterward, Wei Long's arms lost sensation for a good while because they couldn't withstand the explosive force. Now, thinking back, Wei Long felt the key point wasn't his inability to withstand the burst, but rather that his body and thoughts couldn't keep up with the movements his eyes saw. The focus was on the mutation in his eyes.
This time, even with his Foundation Building Stage cultivation, combined with his vast knowledge and experience in formations, seeing through that illusion should have just been a matter of time. But there was no way it could have been broken through so easily, layer by layer, as if it had no defenses. Where did that flash of lightning in his eyes come from?
Wei Long himself didn't know. But Wei Long was certain this wasn't something brought over from the game. The Truth-Seeking Eyes, which had a similar effect, required reaching the Divine Transformation Stage to even begin cultivating. After thinking for a long time, repeatedly recalling the knowledge in his mind and comparing for a while, he only found that the Truth-Seeking Eyes had the ability to see through formations and illusions. As for the previous effect, that was something known to those who practiced time-related laws. Although Wei Long greatly wished it was an application of time law, he had to admit that was pure fantasy.
Sighing, Wei Long thought to himself, "Forget it. The knowledge and experience brought over, while similar to the game, also has significant changes. Just like that Thousand-Mile Voice Transmission Art last time; there was no such darn skill before. After arriving at the Thousand Talismans Sect, I'll properly go into seclusion once and thoroughly organize all the knowledge and experience in my mind!"
One hour later, everyone boarded the Flying Ark again. Wei Long sat in an inconspicuous corner, frowning and lost in thought, his mind somewhat absent. He first sorted through the chaotic observations and experiences of this period. The only experience possibly related to the mutation in his eyes was the Dao Enlightenment he had within the Panlong Mountain Range. Xuanyuanzi had mentioned that the most common outcome for cultivators fortunate enough to enter a state of Dao Enlightenment was a sudden surge in cultivation upon awakening, followed by continuous benefits. There was no fixed pattern for the rest; one had to slowly discover them oneself.
It was then that Wei Long felt that a game was ultimately just a game, and the difference with reality was still vast. At the very least, there was no such thing as Dao Enlightenment or this concept of enlightenment realms in the game. Wei Long suddenly felt that maybe entering the Thousand Talismans Sect was the most correct decision he had made since crossing over. "Even though I possess multiple Grandmaster identities, this world is ultimately not a game. There is still so much I don't understand. Perhaps only by entering the Thousand Talismans Sect for reference and comparison, and continuing to learn, will I have a chance to become a Grandmaster again! Maybe even reach the highest level, Divine Artificer..."
The sea of learning was boundless. Having encountered unfamiliar materials and unknown things several times over these past months, Wei Long finally rekindled the drive he once had when he was determined to become a Grandmaster in multiple auxiliary professions. Complacency only led to stagnation; like sailing against the current, if you don't advance, you fall back. Understanding this, Wei Long instantly felt refreshed and clear-headed, and his entire demeanor unconsciously underwent a subtle, special change.
The Rogue Cultivator sitting next to Wei Long glanced around in confusion but didn't find anything different. He shook his head and continued to close his eyes to meditate and regulate his breathing. Another sunrise and sunset passed, and the Flying Ark began descending towards the ground again. Qi Refining Stage cultivators still needed to eat, drink, relieve themselves, and sleep. Although sleep could be somewhat replaced by cultivation, other needs were unavoidable before completing Foundation Building.
Furthermore, the people operating the Flying Ark also needed to recover their True Essence. Seeing this, Wei Long couldn't help but secretly sneer in disdain. "Pah, and they dare call this a Flying Ark? A few Foundation Building Stage cultivators taking turns piloting it can get this exhausted. When this young master reaches the Golden Core Formation Stage, I'll gather some materials and refine the lowest-grade Wind Traveling Ark to broaden these guys' horizons, show them what a real Flying Ark is! Not to mention the even higher-level Cloud Traveling Ark and Sky Traveling Ark!"
As soon as he stepped out of the Flying Ark made entirely of cold iron, Wei Long's brow slightly furrowed. He twitched his nose, then pretended nothing was wrong and walked down. He casually found a corner spot and sat cross-legged. A Thousand Talismans Sect disciple at the Foundation Building Stage then announced loudly, "We can return to the sect in another day. This place is quite remote; we won't encounter ordinary people, and there's no danger. Please make yourselves comfortable. We will depart again when the sun rises tomorrow!"
Wei Long surveyed the surroundings. There were low, small hills sparsely covered with dense locust trees. The cloud-like tree crowns shrouded these small hills densely. Under the trees, the soil was all dark, and not even common weeds grew. The gloomy, dark green branches and leaves gave the entire area of small hills a sinister, ghostly aura.
Wei Long narrowed his eyes. Channeling a trace of True Essence to his eyes, a faint flash of lightning occasionally flickered in his pupils. His overall perception immediately changed drastically. This grove of locust trees on the small hills gave Wei Long the feeling of being a single, unified entity. Thin strands of Yin Qi emanated from the ground. Sneaking a glance around, he saw wispy, milky white vapors occasionally rising from the bodies of the Qi Refining Stage cultivators, which were being absorbed by the locust trees. Wei Long could even sense the locust trees emitting joyful laughter.
Wei Long suddenly withdrew the True Essence from his eyes, revealing a meaningful smile. He thought to himself, "Phantom Locust! It can absorb human life essence to strengthen itself. However, this illusion is a bit weaker than that rose demon's. It has absorbed the vitality of all surrounding vegetation. I wonder if the people from the Four Great Sects know about these demonic plants. One appears every ten thousand li. Tsk tsk..."
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Wei Long dispersed the True Essence in his eyes. The bolt of lightning in his pupils vanished. The ghost locust trees on the surrounding small hills once again appeared like the most ordinary locust trees. Their dark green leaves seemed somewhat gloomy, and the black soil appeared eerie, but that was merely how they looked.
Everyone present were cultivation practitioners. Not a trace of Ghost Qi or Yin Qi could be felt in the surroundings. The group had spent a day on the so-called Flying Ark. By now, everyone was doing what they needed to do. This time, Wei Long did not try to spy again. He directly pretended he could not see through this illusion. Who knew how long it had been since this ghost locust tree last encountered such a feast.
Although the amount of vital essence it siphoned from each Qi Refining Stage cultivator was small, there were at least five hundred Qi Refining Stage cultivators here. The tiny, nearly imperceptible portion taken from a cultivator, even one at the Qi Refining Stage, was far more refined and potent than the entire vital essence of an ordinary person. Wei Long could not help but think this ghost locust tree was incredibly bold.
Even though the highest cultivation here was only at the Mid Core Formation Stage, and Wei Long believed the leader, who seemed like the repressed type, definitely could not sense that ghost locust tree, this thing daringly siphoned vital essence from five hundred cultivators at once. It was truly audacious. One just wondered if it even possessed something like courage.
Anyway, this had nothing to do with Wei Long. The loss of that bit of vital essence could be replenished by just sleeping it off. Those Qi Refining Stage cultivators weren't in any real danger either. Wei Long did not want to spy on this illusion like last time. If that bolt of lightning in his pupils acted up again, violently forcing its way in, he might end up having to fight another battle.
These people couldn't even detect the other party's illusion. If a fight broke out, Wei Long would inevitably have to intervene. Otherwise, if everyone else was slaughtered, leaving him alone? How could he peacefully go to the Thousand Talismans Sect? That rose flower demon from before was like a sheltered young lady who never left her inner chambers, which was why Wei Long managed to scare her half to death.
This ghost locust tree gave Wei Long the feeling of a petty thug hiding in the shadows of a narrow alley, waiting for prey to come to him. If exposed, this thug would definitely take desperate risks, instantly transitioning from a thief to a robber. Wei Long curled his lip, closed his eyes, and began meditating on his own: "Damned immortal's plank board, seems my perception has strengthened quite a bit. But what's it to me? Another third-tier demon plant. And the illusions are layered one upon another. If this is a coincidence, I'd be beaten to death before I'd believe it. This kind of illusion would be hard for even a Nascent Soul Stage expert to detect. How long has it been since anyone above the Nascent Soul Stage was heard of in the Southern Crow Country? Even Nascent Soul Stage experts are in seclusion for years on end. This young master doesn't believe there's a grandmaster in the Southern Crow Country capable of laying down an Immortal Array. But whether this is intentional or a coincidence or whatever, I can't be bothered. Right now, if anyone ruins my infiltration plan, I'll fight them to the death!"
The night passed without incident. The sun rose the next day. Everyone proceeded in an orderly manner towards the Flying Ark. It was just that the newly recruited disciples all looked listless, similar to laborers who had worked consecutive overtime for several days. Suddenly, Wei Long's heart stirred. Even those among the crowd who had returned in the last three days and ranked ahead of Wei Long, over a dozen of them, appeared utterly exhausted. However, there were over fifty cultivators who seemed perfectly fine.
Wei Long thought to himself: "This ghost locust tree can see through hidden cultivation bases too. No wonder I didn't feel my vital essence dissipating yesterday. So these Foundation Building Stage cultivators who sneaked in weren't affected either." Seeing that no one was paying attention to him, Wei Long secretly formed a hand seal with his right hand. Waves from the Detection Art were emitted without a trace. Instantly, the waves reflected back. The approximate cultivation levels of the people around him became clear to Wei Long.
The total number of Foundation Building Stage cultivators hidden among the new disciples was only sixty. Moreover, the Detection Art could only probe within a range of fifty meters. Beyond that, it was as if encountering an invisible barrier; no information came back at all. Wei Long knew it was due to the surrounding illusions and didn't mind. He just secretly memorized all the infiltrating spies.
This trip to the Thousand Talismans Sect wasn't just about finding a big tree to cultivate in seclusion anymore. He was genuinely going to become a disciple of the Thousand Talismans Sect. Who knew how long that would take? Although he had no interest in what these guys were up to, if they jumped out to cause trouble midway, Wei Long wouldn't mind turning them all to dust.
Another day of what Wei Long considered turtle-speed flight passed. Naturally, he couldn't help but look down on those guys who took turns piloting the Flying Ark and got exhausted from it. An endless stretch of mountain ranges appeared before Wei Long's eyes. Looking down from the Flying Ark, there were all kinds of thick, aged trees, especially peachwood trees, though most were around ten to a hundred years old. There were also exposed cinnabar ore veins. Only then did Wei Long heave a slight sigh of relief, thinking to himself: "Finally, we've arrived!"
With a strong tremor, the Flying Ark slowly descended onto a massive square on the ground, about a kilometer in diameter. The ground was entirely paved with uniform blue-gray granite. All around were dense forests composed of huge trees, dozens of meters tall and thick enough that several people could barely encircle them. At the very front of the square was an oval-shaped blue stone, three meters tall. On it, three large vermilion characters were carved in a script that seemed like seal script but not quite: Thousand Talismans Sect.
Like the other newcomers, Wei Long looked around, taking in the surroundings. Wei Long narrowed his eyes. He channeled a thread of True Essence to his eyes, examining that blue stone, then looked behind it. He couldn't help but admire inwardly: "Impressive. To actually carve one's insights into the Talisman Path onto a blue stone. This person must have been a master calligrapher. And those layered protective mountain formations behind it... looks like they cover at least fifty square kilometers. But too many just create disorder. One protective mountain formation is enough. If one laid down a Tai Chi Two Forms Illusory Destruction Subtle Dust Formation, drawing in the five-element energies, evolving the primordial subtle dust, with illusory destruction giving birth to two states... easy to control, high power, and safe. Hmm, but that one seems to require a Tai Chi Talisman Edict as the formation core..."
Suddenly, Wei Long froze, then chuckled a little to himself. "This old habit is acting up again. Why do I keep wanting to critique everything I see now!"
Wei Long cupped his hands towards a Thousand Talismans Sect disciple nearby and said, "May I ask, senior brother, who left the inscription on that blue stone?"
Hearing the term 'senior brother' made that disciple feel pleased for a good while. He put on a stern face, trying hard not to smile, and said, "That blue stone has a significant origin, junior brother. You must remember this. It was inscribed by the founding patriarch of our Thousand Talismans Sect. It's said there are insights left by the patriarch on it!" Before Wei Long could speak, he looked at Wei Long with an expression that said 'I see through you', lowered his voice, and said, "What? You want to try it too? But let me tell you, senior brother to junior brother, if that blue stone really had something left on it, would it have been placed at the mountain gate for over a thousand years?"
At that moment, a loud rumbling sound suddenly came from ahead. The space in front seemed to slowly open like a gaping mouth. Inside, a prolonged tone echoed out: "Thousand Talismans Sect's newly recruited seventh-generation disciples, return to the mountain!"
Looking at the faintly visible rows of blue-tiled houses inside, waves of emotion finally stirred within Wei Long's heart: "Thousand Talismans Sect, here I come! Da Niu, Xuanyuanzi, here I come!"
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Chapter 55: The New Life's Start Didn't Seem Smooth
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Originally, Wei Long worried that he would have to worship the ancestral founder first, then worship the sect leader, and then worship some master. But in reality, apart from a Foundation Building Stage disciple symbolically shouting something when they entered the mountain gate, nothing Wei Long had imagined happened.
It was incredibly simple. Wei Long had thought that even if the sect leader didn't appear, at least someone of higher status would show up. They would first intimidate the recruited rogue cultivators and those children with good potential, then give a few words of encouragement, make some empty promises verbally to win people over, and do a bit of brainwashing first.
But as soon as they entered the Thousand Talismans Sect's mountain gate, the Mid Core Formation Stage cultivator leading the team, a man of few words, flew away on his sword. On the vast plaza, the person with the highest status was merely a Late Foundation Building Stage Outer Sect manager. This left Wei Long utterly bewildered. Recalling those Foundation Building Stage cultivators who had mixed in, Wei Long suddenly understood: "Immortals' boards! No wonder these guys weren't worried about being exposed at all! So there aren't any Nascent Soul Stage great cultivators appearing, not even Golden Core Formation Stage ones!"
This Thousand Talismans Sect's management was really too lax. Those guys who always wore black clothes and covered their faces probably knew this would happen long ago. Seeing the chaotic mess on the plaza, the middle-aged man with a mustache curled his lips in disdain, his face showing undisguised mockery, and he shouted hoarsely, "Look at you all! What a sorry state! Since you've come to our Thousand Talismans Sect, you must shed those bad habits you had as rogue cultivators!"
Seeing the scene finally quiet down, the blue-robed, mustached man smiled with satisfaction. Pointing at the people below, he lectured them bluntly, "I am the chief manager of the Outer Sect! You are all considered disciples of the Thousand Talismans Sect now. Even though it's the Outer Sect, you'd better follow the rules! If anyone brings those filthy rogue cultivator habits into the sect, don't blame me for being harsh! You'll regret it then! The sect rules are in your rooms. Memorize them well!"
"Don't be resentful. Qi Refining Stage? Only Foundation Building Stage counts as a proper cultivator. Right now, in the Outer Sect, you listen to me. If you reach Foundation Building Stage, you can naturally choose to join one of the mountain peaks within the sect and won't have to see me anymore. If you successfully form your Golden Core, you can even open your own separate cave dwelling for cultivation. If any of you manage to form your Nascent Soul and advance to the Nascent Soul Stage, you can even establish your own lineage and become a Peak Master. Then it would be you lecturing me, not me lecturing you like now. In the sect, cultivation level is everything. If your cultivation is low, you deserve to be disciplined. If your cultivation is high, pills, magic treasures, Spirit Stones... you'll have everything!"
"Alright, your identification proofs were given to you earlier—those iron badges. Go back and leave your own mark on them. Every month, a teaching master will come to give lectures. The entry-level cultivation method is in everyone's room. Go read it yourselves. If you want to stand out, cultivate hard! Disperse now. Choose your own rooms. Two people to one courtyard!" After saying this, the so-called chief manager stroked his mustache, a smile on his face, and left.
Wei Long was somewhat dumbfounded. Was that it? Finished just like that? But looking at the new rookies around him, even those who could control their emotions looked restrained, while the more naive ones seemed pumped up, as if injected with chicken blood. Hearing the chief manager finish speaking, they all swarmed toward the rows of blue-tiled houses nearby.
Wei Long was even more stunned. "Are these rogue cultivators that easy to fool? So that's why no one came to mobilize or brainwash us. They were waiting for this. Higher cultivation means better treatment and higher status. Immortals' boards! It's all clearly priced. Once their cultivation is high and treatment is good, a sense of belonging naturally follows. Hmm... but then again, these Qi Refining Stage cultivators really aren't that useful."
Shaking his head with a smile, Wei Long also walked toward the distant blue-tiled houses. Although these were single-story blue-brick and
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