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Wu Qingsong's decision to begin his journey back brought a wave of relief to everyone.
Though it would take at least several months for him to actually return to the surface, it felt as though they had suddenly found their pillar of strength. The crises they might face no longer seemed so daunting.
“We must be prepared for the Elves to turn on us,” Xiella said.
Her attention had previously been fixated on the Elves' conspicuous training of firearm-wielding soldiers. If not for Gajil’s revelation, they would have had no time or strength to react when the Demon Seed army under the Elves’ control suddenly struck. Perhaps Gabriel’s ultimate plan was indeed to attack the powerful Abyss Demon Lords and seize the Divine Spark—but who could say whether his plan included eliminating the Xuan Yuan Church’s forces first to remove any threat from behind?
“Everyone must be prepared to relocate underground,” Ram said.
Over the years, this had been the only proven method to give the Beastmen a chance to evade the Elves’ slaughter. Of course, the powerful Elves could still dig out and kill those hiding underground, but doing so would consume a tremendous amount of their time and energy, ensuring the safety of the majority.
“Do we have enough food?” Xiella asked.
“We’ve been actively purchasing and stockpiling all kinds of provisions, and this year’s harvest has been decent,” Ram replied. “If the Elves give us one more year, the situation would improve further.”
“We’ll do everything we can to gather intelligence on the Elves’ movements,” Xiella said. “But at best, we might only get a few days’ warning. It’s best to start dispersing people to the vicinity of the shelters now. The population in our territory is too concentrated. If something like Gajil’s incident happens again, the consequences would be unthinkable.”
“Perhaps we can use Gajil’s information channels again...” Ram suggested.
“Don’t pin your hopes on him,” Xiella immediately objected. “Even if he truly holds no strong animosity toward us, he’s still an Elf—one of the highest-ranking and most powerful among them. The fact that he remains neutral is already a blessing. Over-relying on him might only introduce more unpredictability.”
“Xiella is right,” Nina agreed. “The only reason he shared intelligence with us before was likely out of revenge for those who betrayed his secrets. His position is delicate. Maintaining the current relationship is already fortunate.”
“Then let’s rely on our own strength and act swiftly,” Xiella said. “Once Wu returns, everything should change completely.”
Wu Qingsong and the Silver Dragon Queen had already begun taking turns to create passages leading upward. They couldn’t possibly rely on brute force to blast a vertical tunnel potentially thousands of miles long. Tens of thousands of Undead Insectoids had been dispatched to scout the surrounding spaces, searching for the most reasonable, direct, and time-efficient path back.
The only regret was that the Insectoids weren’t skilled in Earth Magic. They could help dig out and swiftly transport the magically conjured earth, but the most critical work still fell to Wu Qingsong and the Silver Dragon Queen.
Even with access to infinite energy and millions of Undead laborers, the journey back would still take months.
Xiella and Charlotte shifted their focus from disrupting military training and interfering with arms production back to investigating the Elves’ movements. Though they still couldn’t infiltrate the Magic University or Padamia, they had long since learned to analyze and deduce the Elves’ actions through indirect observations. Meanwhile, Morin and Bolder continued pressuring Marquis Osaga, employing tactical deception and gauging his reactions to determine whether the Elves’ stance toward the Xuan Yuan Church had shifted.
Meanwhile, Nina, Ram, Alice, and others once again mobilized the believers. Crowds that had gathered in coastal regions began returning to the harsher but more concealable mountainous areas. Food supplies followed the migration. To prevent the Elves from detecting the Church’s movements through changes in food procurement, they didn’t increase grain imports or smuggling from the Empire. All trade activities continued as usual, but within the Church, mobilization spread quietly and widely.
This was the final sacrifice—the last darkness before dawn.
The Priests made this promise to the believers, and of course, it was true. If Wu Qingsong returned with such formidable power yet still proved utterly unable to oppose the Elves, the blow to all members of the Church would be devastating—especially for the devout Clerics.
Amid this atmosphere, everyone was driven to unleash their last reserves of potential, laboring feverishly for final victory. Except for Hydrania, which served as a port, and a few border towns used for smuggling, the entire region under the Church’s control was gripped by an almost morbidly fervent work ethic.
“This is truly astonishing,” mused Gajil, who had once again assumed a disguise. Such religious fervor had never manifested among the Elves—not even during the era when the Eight Prime Deities ruled the land. For the Elves, it had always been more about reverence and obedience.
This frenzy, ignited solely by the Priests’ exhortations, was something he couldn’t quite comprehend. He could only chalk it up to the Beastmen’s backwardness. Yet, for some reason, the sight of nearly everyone willingly striving toward a single goal—something never seen in the Empire—sent an involuntary shiver through him.
If such a scene were to occur among the Elves... He quickly shook his head with self-mockery. Compared to these Beastmen, the Elves were far too shrewd, far too powerful, far too self-absorbed. They had lived under the Empire’s radiance for centuries—such passion and impulsiveness were beyond them now.
Perhaps, in the distant past when the Elves were but one of many weak intelligent races fighting for survival, something similar had existed. But that was an era long gone, never to return.
Unless some force utterly shattered their accustomed lives and pride, hurling them from the clouds and forcing them to unite once more for survival... But was such a price truly worth paying?
“Loreto, what’s taking you so long?” a Werewolf roared not far away.
“Ah, sorry—coming!” Gajil replied, then as a Werewolf should, dashed over with agile strides.
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"Another Veteran Legend Elf has returned to the surface!" Xiella said.
She came to this conclusion because the elves of Padamia had deliberately descended from the Floating Island to wait for him on the ground in the Imperial Capital. Some elves led a large contingent of imperial guards northward, and over ten days later, they returned to the capital with an even larger force. The newly trained elven recruits were tasked with enforcing the capital's lockdown. All residents were ordered to stay indoors, with only a select few permitted to line the central boulevard as a welcoming crowd. This elf was not just a Veteran Legend—his presence was grand. But because the elves had sealed off information, Xiella and the others couldn’t figure out who he really was.
"We need to find out what they’re up to," Nina said.
The higher the status of the newcomer, the greater the chance of the elves altering their current policies. They had to prepare countermeasures in advance.
"I will," Xiella replied.
A few days later, concrete information finally surfaced. From a few half-elves who were qualified to serve the elves in Padamia, Xiella eavesdropped on the identity of this figure: the Emperor of the Empire, Gabrini Escafloni II. Accompanying him to the surface were Prince Griffith, Prince Natuhisa, and over a dozen other powerhouses of ducal rank. Unlike other Veteran Legends, when the Emperor had entered the Abyss years ago, he had brought with him a small but exceptionally powerful guard.
"Over twenty years gone—he’s got nerve," Wu Qingsong couldn’t help but remark.
But he also knew that the upper echelons of the Elven Empire were not ruled by the Emperor alone. The fate of the empire was jointly decided by the nine Grand Duchies and the Royal Family. Under this power structure, the Emperor was merely the head of the most powerful family, a symbolic figurehead. And the way the Elven Empire operated ensured that the Emperor’s presence—or absence—had no major impact on the empire.
"You’ve been gone for over two years yourself," Ram said quietly.
"We must be prepared for them to turn on us at any moment," Nina added uneasily.
Within the structure of the Elven Empire, the Emperor’s presence had always been faint. When she led their people in rebellion against imperial rule in the Teks Mountain Range, the names they heard most often were Duke Nonguti and Baron Ilyar. Back then, Duke Saentars was already the highest-ranking figure they could name.
The Emperor might not be the strongest elf, but his status still carried weight. Now that he had returned from the depths of the Abyss, the likelihood of Gabriel maintaining full control was practically nonexistent.
His opinions might be respected—or the Emperor might have other plans.
"Gajil said four Veteran Legends would return," Alice said. "They might wait until all of them are back before deciding whether to change their strategy toward us."
Xiella immediately objected: "We can’t pin our hopes on that. The Believers must start evacuating to the underground shelters immediately. Even if it turns out to be a false alarm, it’s better than suffering losses due to negligence."
Everyone agreed with her suggestion. Wu Qingsong would soon return to the surface, and in this critical moment, caution was the wiser course.
"Xiella, don’t risk sneaking into the elf estates for information anymore," Wu Qingsong insisted. "Right now, the elves already have three Veteran Legends gathered together. If even one of them possesses undetectable magic that could trace you, you’d be in danger. We don’t necessarily need firsthand intelligence. If the elves plan to act, there will be signs—especially among their soldiers and the Demon Seeds at the Magic University. Any shift in their policy toward us will show up there first. Don’t take that risk, Xiella!"
"I understand," Xiella replied, though somewhat reluctantly.
"The key now is—how much longer before you can return to the surface?" Ram asked.
"I don’t know," Wu Qingsong answered.
And that was the truth.
In the Abyss, it was nearly impossible to judge one’s position relative to the surface.
They had walked through the Abyss for over a year—mostly descending, but occasionally moving along horizontal or ascending passages. Surrounded by rock, navigating twisting, rarely-straight tunnels, it was impossible to tell where they were. He couldn’t even guess where the exit would be when they finally made it back to the surface—somewhere entirely unknown on the continent.
Temperature, humidity, the composition of the rock layers—none of it gave him answers. The Abyss did not follow the rules he knew about the crust and mantle. It was like a vast world parallel to the surface, connected by endless rock.
Every few hours, Wu Qingsong had his energy drained to replenish the Silver Dragon Queen’s relentless magic consumption and sustain the enormous Undead Legion.
They had dug upward for over a hundred miles of tunnels, yet all they found were layers upon layers of rock. They carved through unfamiliar passages only to fill them back in with the earth and stone they extracted. There was nothing new.
The colossal Undead Legion toiled in silence, striving to break through the barriers of rock above. More than once, Wu Qingsong wondered whether the powerful Abyss Demon Lords deep below were doing the same, driving their own Vassal Hordes in unknown, distant places.
"But we will make it back in time! You must hold on! Hold on!"
Soon after, Xiella and Charlotte observed another large-scale elven operation. This time, the elves mobilized primarily from the Magic University, leading them to believe that another high-ranking Veteran Legend had returned.
Under tremendous pressure, the two and their network of spies had become jittery, seeing threats in every unusual movement among the elves, half-elves, Padamia, and the Magic University. They strained to uncover whether these changes hinted at something they dreaded.
Fortunately, Gajil’s intelligence might have been accurate. While Nina, Ram, and Alice frantically relocated the Believers back into underground shelters, the elves did not launch a sudden attack, mobilize new troops, or deploy the Demon Seeds.
Xiella noticed an unusual movement among the new recruits—likely an elite unit being assembled for inspection. Near the Magic University, they also detected a violent surge of magic.
"They’re assessing the combat strength of the new army and the Demon Seeds," Xiella said.
But Wu Qingsong still had no idea where he was—or how much longer it would take to reach the surface.
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War had not yet broken out, and peace still endured, but everyone knew this peace could collapse completely in an instant.
Xiella and Charlotte hadn't found any news about a third Veteran Legend returning to the surface. However, one day in June, Alice, who was handling affairs in the Xuan Yuan Church Temple of Ramna, received a special visitor.
"How did you get in?"
A strange werewolf stood at the entrance to this side hall. Unreasonably, the instant Alice saw him, she knew his identity.
"It was simple to bypass your people, especially in these chaotic times," Gajil said as he reverted to his true appearance. His Polymorph was clearly extremely powerful, even altering his physique. "You stayed here all this time?"
Gajil did not deny it: "Your believers are quite interesting. However, I must return to the Empire now."
"Has everyone arrived?" Alice immediately grasped his purpose.
"You are clever," Gajil replied, neither confirming nor denying. "If you were a bit younger, a bit taller, I might have..."
"So, you ultimately decided to be our enemy?" Alice interrupted his teasing words.
"Do you think I am so bloodthirsty?" Gajil continued joking. "My sweat too has watered this land. I would never destroy it with my own hands. But I cannot stop others from doing so."
"You think they will target us first instead of going after the Divine Spark?"
Gajil did not answer directly.
"Stay alive, Alice," he waved at the Rabbit Girl. "The side representing the advanced way of life shouldn't be destroyed like this. If Xuan Yuan truly possesses great power, then perhaps you should tell him it’s time to use it." "Will you help us?" Alice pursued the question before he left. "If you truly agree with our way of life, why don't you choose to stand with us?"
Gajil's steps faltered slightly.
"I am an Elf."
He quickly disappeared through the doorway of the side hall, and Alice immediately prayed to Wu Qingsong, conveying the news to everyone.
"Did he say when the Elves would move?" Ram asked urgently.
"He said nothing specific, but he was rushing back to attend a meeting. And he hinted that the Elves are very likely to target us first."
"Hinted?"
Alice didn't respond to that. "I believe we have at most a few days left."
"Most believers have already withdrawn to shelters all over, with enough food for half a year. Only Hydrania and a few smuggling towns remain where no action has been taken yet," Nina said.
"Seal the border immediately. Evacuate the people there to safe havens," Wu Qingsong ordered.
"This might provoke the Elves into acting..."
"The Elves won't spare us just because we pretend everything is normal. On the contrary, they might abort their plan seeing we've prepared. Those working in those areas are crucial personnel; they shouldn't be risked," Wu Qingsong replied. "Give them half a year. No matter how far we go, I should have returned to the surface by then!"
"I'll issue the order right away," Nina said.
It was midsummer. Most places were lush and verdant, crops in the fields growing rapidly. Yet, from the Northern Territories to the Southern Territories, signs of Beastman activity had nearly vanished from the ground. Only wild animals and birds foraged far and wide. On the border, thousands of Undead still monitored the Empire's side. In once-bustling Hydrania, the Docks District meant for Imperial ships lay deserted, save for Undersea Undead Monsters patrolling the shipping lanes. On the roads out of the city, the last group of Beastmen hurriedly left by carriage.
"It's like this again..." Many Beastmen muttered resentfully, looking back at the fading city.
Priests sitting beside them stated firmly: "We will return! And when we do, we will never leave again!"
News first reached the Empire's intelligence posts in border cities via smugglers. However, scouts they sent out were hunted down by Undead still patrolling the actual line of control. Magical scout birds confirmed there were no living beings to be seen.
The Elves immediately tried to contact Marquis Osaga via communication Magic but got no reply... He stared helplessly at the brightly glowing Crystal Ball. Four Death Knights stood beside him; he could do nothing. "Gajil, how do you explain their reaction?" Fertonato loudly accused.
"What the hell does that have to do with me?" Gajil dug his ear with his finger. "You leaked it yourselves. Don't try pinning it on me."
"Dare you submit to a magical truth-detection?"
"You say submit, I submit? Seems it's you who's crazy, not me?" Gajil sneered.
"Gajil!" Escafloni II cut through their argument. "Fertonato! Do not defile the sacred Council of Elders hall with such crudeness!"
"Gajil, was the leak from you?"
"Regardless, it didn't come out of my mouth!"
"You lie!"
"This matter ends here!" Escafloni II once again silenced Fertonato. "Whatever their reaction, it cannot shake our resolve nor weaken our power! But internal strife will! Our forebears overcame countless enemies precisely because of unity! Do not forget this!"
"Let us vote," another Elf said. "Such bickering is meaningless."
"I concur," Gabriel said. "Let us proceed directly."
"Let them enter," Escafloni II thus instructed the Elf beside him.
Grand Dukes and Princes filed in from outside. For the first time in nearly thirty years, the Council of Elders welcomed back its real members.
"You already know our stance," the Emperor stood on the podium, slightly unfamiliar to him but commanding, sweeping his gaze sternly over the younger generation. Were it not for their negligence and degeneracy, the Empire would never have faced this predicament. Yet, because of it, Gabriel had the chance to purge all the filth and bring the Empire back under the same war-chariot. And they, for the very first time, reached a consensus: to strike against the powerful Abyss Demon Lord and seize the Divine Spark. That so-called Xuan Yuan Church was merely a stepping stone on the path to godhood, utterly insignificant to him.
"Let the voting begin," he declared loudly.
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In Escafloni II’s heart, he never truly took the Xuan Yuan Church seriously.
Fertonato was the most impatient and least scheming among the Veteran Legends, while Gabriel was the oldest. The so-called Xuan Yuan Church might have some capabilities, but if someone else had returned from the Abyss first instead of them, the outcome would have been entirely different.
He was certainly pleased with the results of Gabriel's efforts. Whether it was the new army equipped with gunpowder weapons and trained in new methods, or the Beastman Demon Seeds enhanced by Arcane Elixirs and controlled through Magic Artifacts, all of them had significantly strengthened the Empire's combat power. The purge of the parasitic middle class leaching off the Empire was also completely to his liking.
However, abandoning the Western Frontier and the Southern Territories and handing them over to the rebels greatly displeased Escafloni II. After privately meeting with the Elves of the three great families—Ramna, Hydra, and Vilitra—who had lost their lands as a result, he confirmed that they too harbored strong resentment.
The Emperor personally made promises to them, which secretly strengthened their alliance. Coupled with the Yagata People and the Fayel, who already had deep conflicts with the Saentars Family represented by Gabriel, he was entirely confident of defeating Gabriel in this meeting and gaining the upper hand in deciding the fate of the Divine Spark obtained after slaying the Calamity Demon Lord entrenched at the Gate of Kahango.
But the course of the meeting took a completely unexpected turn. It was no surprise that the Fantali and the Dafferna stood on Gabriel’s side, nor was it strange that the Fidget remained fence-sitting, trying to play both sides. However, even the Yagata People and the Fayel expressed opposition to his proposal, which infuriated Escafloni II.
Did none of them realize that the Primordial Divine Spark extracted from the Abyss Demon Lord couldn’t directly elevate them to godhood? In the past, the Deities succeeded because their prolonged war with the Insectoids provided them with enough Shards of Divine Spark. Now, they had only one target...
The correct approach was to entrust the complete power of the Primordial Divine Spark to one of them, enabling that individual to ascend to godhood as quickly as possible, thereby gaining greater power and leading Elvenkind to continue waging war against the Abyss Demon Lords, securing more Primordial Divine Sparks in an endless cycle.
But the opposition, led by Gabriel, insisted on adhering to the way of the Eight Prime Deities, distributing the Shards of Divine Spark equally to give every Veteran Legend involved a chance to become a Deity. "Isn’t it obvious which method is more efficient?" The Emperor didn’t personally engage in the debate, but several princes, disregarding their status, argued vehemently with the Veteran Legends who opposed the Emperor’s will.
"If His Majesty willingly relinquishes his claim to the Divine Spark, I’ll be the first to support your proposal," Gajil mocked from the sidelines.
No one paid him any mind.
Even the Yagata People, who shared some distant kinship with him, had long abandoned any expectations of him. For centuries, they had ceased to see him as a dependable force within the family. Though his strength ranked among the upper echelons of all Veteran Legends, his eccentric and solitary nature meant his opinions were never taken seriously.
"Should we uphold the will and wisdom of the Eight Prime Deities, or do you believe their actions back then were wrong?" said a Legendary Stronghold from the Saentars Family.
"Were the circumstances back then the same as now?"
"Were they not?"
The debate raged endlessly. The Royal Family maintained that swiftly creating a Deity to elevate Elvenkind’s collective power was the right path. The absence of Deities was precisely what allowed clowns like the Xuan Yuan Church to emerge, bringing shame upon the Empire. Meanwhile, the duchy factions represented by the Saentarsians insisted on adhering to tradition.
In the end, some even dared to voice the truth everyone knew.
When the Deities departed, the great families had barely achieved their current balance. The Royal Family’s power was the strongest among the Ten Great Families, unmatched even by any coalition of three. This balance ensured the Royal Family could never dominate as the Deities once had, dictating terms and treating all Elves as slaves.
Having only just gained freedom and power, how could they simply surrender it all again?
Under Escafloni II’s proposal, granting the Divine Spark to a single Veteran Legend would undoubtedly prioritize him, the Empire’s nominal leader. Once he became a Deity, the Royal Family’s power would overshadow all others. At that point, what assurance did they have that the Emperor would join them in hunting another powerful Abyss Demon Lord to secure more Divine Sparks? How could they guarantee he wouldn’t simply consume all the Divine Sparks for himself?
Gajil couldn’t help but burst into laughter, even shedding tears.
This was Elvenkind—even at a time like this, power and interests remained their foremost concerns.
"If you'll excuse me, my presence or absence means nothing to you anyway, since none of you ever listen to me."
"Gajil!" Escafloni II called out. Despite everything, he was still a Veteran Legend, and in critical moments, his vote could decide the outcome. But Gajil merely waved his hand and walked away without looking back.
"I believe all sides have made their positions clear," Gabriel interjected. "Your Majesty, let us proceed to a vote."
Escafloni II’s expression darkened. He had expected this meeting to reach a swift consensus, but the reality had proven far more unpredictable. Now, even the three great families originally on his side were wavering. Balancing power mattered far more to them than lost territories—after all, lands could be reclaimed, but once balance was lost, they risked becoming eternal servants of the Royal Family.
"No need," he said through gritted teeth.
As long as no final tally was taken, the matter remained unresolved, leaving room for maneuvering.
"This is a weighty matter. Let everyone take time to cool their heads and reconsider carefully," he declared. "For now, we shall move to the next agenda—how to deal with those audacious rebels."
"I believe our stances are already clear," Gabriel said. "But since Your Majesty insists, we can postpone the vote for a few days."
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The handling of the Xuan Yuan Church had also reached a stalemate, but the divisions among the Elves were even more severe.
Only those of the rank of Grand Duke or higher could enter this room. They were the foundation upon which the Elves stood above all other intelligent beings on the continent. Yet even among them, opinions on the Xuan Yuan Church varied widely. The Fidget people firmly stood with the Saentarsians, opposing any idea that would disrupt the current peace. Meanwhile, the Ramna, Hydra, and Vilitra people, who had lost their territories, resolutely sided with the Royal Family, advocating for the immediate use of overwhelming force to eradicate the Xuan Yuan Church once and for all.
For them, abandoning their lands was both agonizing and unavoidable. After enduring long days of living under others’ roofs and at their mercy, they had come to regret their earlier decisions more and more.
Initially, like the Fidget, the Royal Family had been reluctant to see the flames of war spread to their direct territories. However, as the stalemate dragged on, the Fidget grew increasingly unwilling to fulfill their original promises, finding all sorts of excuses to shirk their responsibilities. Meanwhile, the forces of Saentars, Fantali, and Tifilna were fully committed to training new soldiers and manufacturing firearms. The Elves of the three Grand Duchies who had lost their lands were now entirely dependent on the Royal Family, the Yagata People, and the Fayel for sustenance. Gradually, the Yagata and Fayel also began to use the excuse of their lands having suffered heavy losses during the Undead scourge to slowly cut off supplies and payments. This placed an ever-growing burden on the Royal Family, forcing their stance to shift completely.
“The Xuan Yuan Church won’t just stand by and watch us descend into the Abyss to seize the Divine Spark! Once we leave the surface, they’ll undoubtedly seize control of the land and disrupt the Empire’s order! We must deal with them first before we can safely pursue the Divine Spark!”
“Facts have already proven that they’re completely different from any previous enemies. They neither confront us head-on nor defend any strongholds, nor do they even attempt to rescue locations under our attack. Instead, they devote all their strength to ambushing the Empire’s weak points. With the help of those Demi-gods’ Divinity, they can easily identify such weak spots and inflict massive destruction! If we can’t counter such tactics, recklessly ending the peace would be sheer foolishness!”
“Our strength has multiplied. Even if the Undead or their powerful allies invade again, we now have the power to suppress them—perhaps even set traps to eliminate them!”
“Countless battles have already proven they won’t fall for such traps.”
“How do you know?”
The arguments erupted endlessly once more, and the meeting had to be postponed yet again.
That evening, His Majesty the Emperor personally visited the leaders of the three major families once more, hoping to reach a consensus with them. This wasn’t just about the decision regarding the Xuan Yuan Church—more importantly, it was about the resolution concerning the Divine Spark.
“I will never forget those who stood by me at this critical juncture, nor would I ever betray them after achieving my goals,” he told the Elves. “None of your Veteran Legends have returned from the Abyss. According to Gabriel’s proposal, even if the Divine Spark were truly divided equally, you’d have no share. Do you really believe that if they achieve godhood, they’ll consider your interests? That I’d turn my back on you, while they’d sincerely care for you?”
“No! They’ll only trample you underfoot! If you side with them, you’ll only ever be their followers. But if you stand with me, you’ll be valued supporters and allies. You’ve already lost your lands—if you also lose the favor of the Gods, what will you have left to maintain your family’s status and interests? Aligning with them will make you complete losers, devoid of divine support and unthanked for any contributions you make! But if you stand with me, you’ll earn my gratitude. Once I ascend to godhood, wouldn’t I punish those who opposed me and reward those who supported me? Shouldn’t the rankings of the Empire’s ten great families and nine Grand Duchies be reshuffled? This hierarchy has persisted for too long—isn’t it time for necessary changes?”
Meanwhile, Gabriel was also lobbying—his targets being the Yagata and Fayel, who had long been locked in a covert struggle with the Saentarsians.
“We can’t let Gabrini have his way! You all know his character—if he becomes a Deity first, will there be any room left for us to speak?”
“You don’t need to tell me that,” replied the Veteran Legend who had recently returned from the Abyss.
“Then you must set aside your grudges and fully support the plan to seize the Divine Spark first!” Gabriel said. “You’ve surely heard from your younger kin about what’s happened before. The Xuan Yuan Church and the Deities behind them are no ordinary foes—they can’t be disposed of easily. Even if they aren’t our match, they can still inflict enough damage to delay our pursuit of the Divine Spark! Once this war begins, it won’t end simply. If we spend ten years, twenty years failing to eradicate them completely, when will we ever focus on seizing the Divine Spark? Sanidoni, neither of us has much time left—who knows when the call of the Gods will come? We can’t afford to waste our remaining days on this futile, endless conflict! Gabrini isn’t pushing this for the sake of the Elves—his only goal is to win the support of those three families and monopolize the Divine Spark for himself!”
“Step back once, and you’ll keep stepping back. We must stand our ground—we can’t give him any opportunity!”
The date of the vote had to be delayed repeatedly. But in the end, Gabrini Escafloni II succeeded in achieving his first step: convincing the Council of Elders to agree to first eliminate the rebel Xuan Yuan Church. At the same time, he successfully postponed the final vote on the Divine Spark’s disposal, deciding it would be settled only after the Xuan Yuan Church’s destruction.
Gabriel, Fertonato, and Gajil all refused to join the campaign against the Xuan Yuan Church. Instead, along with the Yagata Veteran Legend Sanidoni Yakata, they were tasked with protecting the Empire from the Xuan Yuan Church’s incursions. Meanwhile, His Majesty the Emperor, brimming with confidence, led two other Veteran Legends, alongside Legendary Elves of five great families, commanding a new army of 100,000 and 5,000 Demon Seeds controlled by Magic Artifacts, setting out to annihilate the Xuan Yuan Church.
“If they fail, what do you think will happen?” Standing at the edge of a Floating Island in Padamia, gazing down at the ant-like army below, Gajil suddenly asked. “With the remaining forces, do you still believe you can successfully seize the Divine Spark?”
“Don’t always distance yourself from everything, Gajil!”
Sanidoni narrowed his eyes, staring at this madman who could have been the pillar of their family. Had he reformed himself, the Yagata People would have become the most powerful among the Empire’s ten great families. But ever since that incident five hundred years ago, he had remained estranged from his family—even from Elf society as a whole. “Don’t forget who you are and what you should do.”
“Of course I haven’t forgotten,” Gajil replied. “But the question is—have you? Do you remember who you are? What you should do?”
The Elf powerhouses sneered in unison, dismissing this as yet another of his deranged ramblings. Gajil responded with a sneer of his own—then burst into laughter, laughing so hard that tears streamed down his face.
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Chapter 856: The Emperor's Methods
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"They are advancing very slowly," Xiella said.
This time, gathering intelligence was entirely effortless. A massive army found it difficult to conceal its movements. The commotion of so many people setting up camp and managing logistical support was considerable, requiring a large number of auxiliary personnel. Their spies easily infiltrated the ranks, and Xiella herself had been shadowing the army all along.
Initially, they had worried that the Elves were using the main force to divert their attention while sending elite squads to infiltrate the Church-controlled core regions and wreak havoc. But to her surprise, Xiella realized the Emperor's actions resembled a grand armed procession rather than an operation to annihilate the Xuan Yuan Church.
At every stop, the Emperor summoned the local upper class and made them accompany the army for a stretch of the journey to reinforce their loyalty to The Empire. He even took detours to regions suspected of wavering allegiance during the Undead disturbances, using the overwhelming military display to intimidate the Beastmen.
"Those insignificant clowns will soon be utterly crushed! The foundation of The Empire is unshakable, and all traitors will be reduced to mud!"
Xiella couldn’t fathom how little regard the Emperor had for the Xuan Yuan Church's strength, but this outcome pleased her—it gave the Church more time to prepare.
Unfortunately, the Emperor was not a complete fool. After leaving these regions and entering the Grand Duchy of Fantali, the entire army suddenly accelerated its march. Soldiers trained with brutal methods demonstrated far greater discipline than the local Garrison Troops, and their familiarity with Firearms rendered the Church’s harassments almost useless.
The Elves began dispersing into small teams of three to five, scouting the surroundings for suspicious targets, while the soldiers occupied strategic points along the route. With the help of Elven Mages, they swiftly erected fortresses to secure supply lines.
The Beastgirls couldn’t quite decipher the strategy this time. Previously, the Elves had simply slaughtered every Beastman in their path. Now, they seemed to be opting for gentler methods.
"Do they really think they can win over the people through intimidation and deceit?" Ram couldn’t comprehend the logic. The Elves had always been ruthless but effective. This conciliatory approach felt like a poor joke. "No matter what they do, we’ll stick to our own pace!" Nina declared.
Thanks to Escafloni II’s strategy, the Believers had already dispersed and gone underground, hiding in shelters across the region—even finding time to camouflage the entrances. All the Elves could find in the cities were those residents who hadn’t yet built mutual trust with the Church.
These people had essentially been abandoned by The Empire and forced to accept the Church’s rule. Though they had experienced the stark contrast between the Church and The Empire over the past year—even gaining status and benefits they’d never receive from the Elves—they still harbored deep-seated fear of the Elves' might and were unwilling to stand with the Church to the death. Likewise, the Church distrusted them and barred them from the underground shelters, fearing information leaks.
Two months after setting out, the Emperor’s procession finally arrived at the City of Ramna. The two thousand or so remaining Beastmen, burdened with unease, voluntarily stepped out of their homes and did their utmost to welcome him, cheering for The Empire’s reclamation of lost territory.
"These are loyal subjects!" Escafloni II declared smugly. "Next, we will use these loyal subjects as a foundation to spread The Empire’s mercy and might among the Beastmen blinded by the False God, weakening their strength and eroding their will to survive!"
The legions and Elves dispersed. Smaller units, mostly composed of Elves and Demon Seeds, marched north along the coast to secure major towns, while the main forces headed south toward Hydrania. In every occupied town, they gathered the remaining Beastmen, proclaimed pardons for their crimes, and recited the Emperor’s edicts.
The Emperor decreed that all Beastmen who renounced the False God and pledged loyalty to The Empire before the last day of the year would be pardoned and welcomed back. But those who refused to repent after that deadline would face annihilation alongside the Xuan Yuan Evil God—until every last Cultist of the Dark God was wiped from the world.
Unless they surrendered and exposed the traitors in time.
Bounties were announced:
- Killing a Cultist of the Dark God and presenting the head would reward ten acres of land and two hundred Renal.
- Killing a Priest and bringing the head would grant two hundred acres and five thousand Renal.
- Killing a so-called "Divine-favored Knight" would yield a thousand acres and fifty thousand Renal.
- Providing credible intelligence leading to captures would earn one-fifth of the bounty.
- Delivering live Priests or Divine-favored Knights would multiply the reward by five.
The bounties didn’t end there. Reporting the location or entrances of underground shelters could earn varying rewards based on the number of hidden cultists. Exposing key sites—Temples, workshops, Warehouses, or leaders’ hideouts—would multiply the payout.
Even those who knew nothing or lacked the courage to kill could earn a tenth of a defector’s bounty simply by spreading the word. Priests and Divine-favored Knights who surrendered would not only receive hefty rewards but also immediate noble titles as Baronets.
Xiella scoffed at this, but Nina and Ram were uneasy.
Indiscriminate slaughter would only drive every Beastman to the Church’s side. But this kind of bribery and division was something the Church had never faced before.
"These rumors won’t even reach the Believers' ears," Xiella said. "And even if they do, how many do you think would trust an Elf’s promise? Nina, your bounty back then was much higher—did any Werewolves try to claim it by turning you in?"
"Of course, I believe most wouldn’t betray us so easily,” Nina replied. “But among so many Believers, not everyone is equally devout. Especially those who’ve joined the Church for less than a year, or those with ulterior motives. Their faith isn’t solid yet. After so many massacres, there’s bound to be doubt and fear. They might not act for profit—but for safety. After all, centuries of the Elves’ brutality aren’t easily forgotten."
"Relax," Xiella said coldly. "Anyone foolish enough to entertain such thoughts will vanish from this world—permanently."
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