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Compared to Nagrand, the progress of the tunnels in the Farith Mountain Region was far from satisfactory to Wu Qingsong. However, under the repeated urging and persuasion of the Priests, the Beastmen in each village managed to dig escape tunnels and at least two cave clusters large enough to hide the entire village.
Nina used the experience gained from the bounties in Nagrand to teach them, ensuring that every entrance was cleverly concealed. Unless the Elves devoted significant effort, it would be difficult for them to discover these ventilation shafts and exits.
Yet, the anticipated retaliation from the Duchy of Ramna and Vilitra never came. Though the winter in the Farith Mountain Region was not as harsh as the Northern Territories, snow still fell. Surprisingly, the newly dug caves proved unexpectedly useful. After being lined with dry moss and straw, these caves were far warmer than surface buildings and even cozier than the simple hibernation dens the Beastfolk usually dug. Additionally, the harvest from farming, fishing, and raising chickens and ducks—guided and aided by the Xuan Yuan Church—was much better than previous years. Most Beastmen no longer needed to scavenge for food during winter as they once did, to the extent that even some who didn’t originally hibernate entered a semi-hibernation state.
The entire mountain forest entered a period of tranquility. Wu Qingsong and Nina assessed the situation and concluded that it was unlikely the Elves would travel during the severe winter. As a result, Nina headed south to the warmer Gastel Mountains, Sakar Highlands, and West Nusa Highlands to assist the Priests and Beastmaid Knights there in expanding the Church’s influence, replicating the Farith Mountain Region’s success. Meanwhile, Wu Qingsong and Ling flew north again, heading to the Ice Plains north of the Mojina Plateau to reunite with Imotos.
"Why can’t He search for the Dragon Remains with His own power?" Ling couldn’t help but ask amidst the biting wind and endless darkness. "Given His nature, shouldn’t it be easier for Him to find such things?"
So during his next soul projection to speak with the White Bear God, Wu Qingsong posed the question.
"If I were at my peak—no, even with just a tenth of my power restored—this task would naturally fall to me. But as I am now, I cannot leave my territory for long, nor can I use most of my Divine Arts. I can help narrow down the general area, but searching for the Dragon Remains in these deep waters will take considerable time. In my current state, I simply cannot afford such a toll."
Whether it was an excuse or the truth, the matter was settled at this point. Wu Qingsong couldn’t force Him to take on the task. They agreed on the next meeting location and time, discussed some matters about the Saints, and then Wu Qingsong returned to his physical form.
"Well?" Ling asked.
Wu Qingsong shook his head. "We keep moving forward."
However, their airship and plane soon succumbed to the storms of the Dead Ice Plain and became unusable. Fortunately, Wu Qingsong could still use his psychic power to locate long-dead animals in the vicinity, reanimate them as Undead, and have them pull the sleigh Ling had crafted, trudging further north across the boundless ice.
Following Wu Qingsong’s suggestion, Ling set up three air-insulated layers around their cocoon-like sleigh to preserve warmth inside. Even so, the further north they went, the more unbearable the cold became. Days later, even the Undead Creatures struggled to move.
The hardest moments came when Ling had to rest. Wu Qingsong first had to manipulate the Undead to dig an ice cave outside, shaping it into an igloo. He then lit the oil they’d brought inside to warm it up before swiftly dismantling the sleigh and rushing their supplies into the shelter.
Wu Qingsong had never experienced such extreme cold—where water froze the moment it touched the air.
Even wrapped in thick fur coats, stepping outside the igloo made him feel as though his blood was turning to ice.
To him, the harshness of this journey far surpassed the previous expedition to the Abyss with Nina. Had they not prepared beforehand, this trip might have been even more dangerous.
There were no Insectoids, no living enemies—just nature itself, a force more formidable than any monster.
This place showed no signs of life. Even Wu Qingsong’s psychic power was heavily disrupted by the howling storms. The endless darkness and wind bred fear. Though Ling didn’t voice it, Wu Qingsong could sense her deep-seated unease.
The only comfort was that once they reached the ice sheet, signs of life reappeared beneath it. Wu Qingsong could detect small fish moving under the thick ice, and deeper below, larger fish swam.
With no open water in sight, Ling had to drill a hole in the ice sheet from inside the igloo. Wu Qingsong then used his psychic power to kill a large fish that surfaced for air, reanimating it as a Necrotic Fish.
Soon, they had more fish to eat. Wu Qingsong directed the Necrotic Fish to herd others toward the hole, killing them with psychic power and pushing them up for Ling to retrieve.
The ice sheet was over three meters thick, but this method allowed them to enjoy fresh fish again. The abundant fat in the fish also provided fuel for warmth and light.
This eased Ling’s nerves slightly. They inched further north and, after a four-day delay, arrived at the rendezvous point where Wu Qingsong was to meet Imotos.
"The weather is worse than I anticipated," the White Bear God admitted when Wu Qingsong projected his soul once more. "It’s been over a millennium since I last came here. In my memory, this place was far more hospitable."
"A millennium?" Wu Qingsong asked.
"After slaying the Silver Dragon Queen, I returned here once," Imotos said. "Back then, there were still Bearman villages on the ice islands nearby. But while waiting for you, I scouted the area and found no trace of life for miles."
"How far are we from where the Silver Dragon Queen fell, in your memory?" Wu Qingsong asked.
"If my recollection is correct, heading northeast for three more days should bring you there," Imotos replied. "Though the sea has changed much, the islands and reefs beneath the ice remain the same. I’ve double-checked—it shouldn’t be wrong."
"It better not be," Wu Qingsong said.
To him, this vast expanse was utterly indistinguishable—an unending, featureless wasteland of ice and dark.
"As you proceed, I’ll continue verifying the submerged islands," Imotos assured him. "Trust me."
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The surroundings remained shrouded in darkness as the storm swept across the land, carrying icy flakes that seemed intent on erasing every protrusion from the ground.
The Undead Creatures trudged laboriously across the ice, dragging their cocoon-like sleighs forward, each step a struggle. Finally, after an arduous journey, they arrived near their intended destination.
Here, the blizzard grew even fiercer. Once he stepped out of the igloo, Wu Qingsong could barely see anything beyond ten meters. If he didn’t lean slightly forward, the violent winds would have knocked him off balance. The ice sheet beneath his feet was now over five meters thick, and in this place, Wu Qingsong could only sense a few small fish still moving beneath the ice. As for the seafloor, he couldn’t detect its presence at all.
Even with his immortal body, Wu Qingsong couldn’t help but feel a chill in his heart. Fortunately, he had been foresighted enough to convert over a dozen Necrotic Fish in areas where larger fish were active—otherwise, searching this vast ocean would have been nearly impossible.
Before using the Arcane Elixir to enter a soul-separation state, Wu Qingsong directed the Necrotic Fish to conduct a preliminary search beneath the ice sheet.
The underwater world was far quieter than the world above the ice—so quiet, in fact, that it felt unnerving.
Wu Qingong wasn’t sure what the deep polar seas were supposed to look like, but in his understanding, temperatures beneath the surface should have been much warmer than on land. In the Frostplain Sea, even in the coldest winters, the water beneath the ice remained between three and four degrees Celsius, with deeper regions being even warmer. But the water beneath this ice sheet was undoubtedly below freezing, as the feedback from the Necrotic Fish revealed enormous, jagged ice pillars extending from the ice sheet down into the abyss.
Wu Qingsong could now directly control Undead Creatures within a range of three to four kilometers. Though he couldn’t share their vision, he could still glean a vague impression of the seafloor from those he controlled.
Cold. Devoid of any living things.
The seafloor was almost entirely flat, blanketed in a thick layer of sludge-like sediment. Occasionally, massive protrusions—likely underwater ridges or reefs—broke the monotony, but such features were rare. About two hundred meters below their camp to the north, a powerful underwater current surged, which worried Wu Qingsong. If this current had existed for a long time, it might have carried the Silver Dragon Queen’s remains far away.
That would make finding the Dragon Remains even more difficult.
"We might have chosen the worst possible season to come here," Wu Qingsong said to Ling.
Yet only in this season did he and Ling have enough time to spare for the search. And he couldn’t remain calm after learning of this discovery, waiting until summer to seek the Dragon Remains.
"This place bears no resemblance to what I remember," Imotos said to him within the Illusion.
The White Bear God showed Wu Qingsong the Ice Plains from His memory—still cloaked in endless night and ravaged by storms, but the difference was stark.
If the Ice Plains of His memory felt like a frozen hell, then this place was the deepest pit of that hell.
"Was it the Silver Dragon Queen you killed?" Wu Qingsong asked. "Could the worsening conditions here be linked to her?"
"After killing her, we immediately extracted the Shard of Divine Spark from her body, which should have shattered most of her will. The Dragonkin have never had Believers over the millennia and thus cannot gather Faith Power from them as we do. She might have retained some Divinity Fragments at the time, but logically, they should have been depleted long ago," Imotos replied. "Yet the state of this place is unusual—so I cannot give you a definite answer."
"Did you take the young dragon’s Shard of Divine Spark?" Wu Qingsong suddenly thought to ask.
The White Bear God paused. "He was just a fledgling... The Dragonkin couldn’t possibly—Damn it! After killing Him, all our attention was on the enraged Silver Dragon Queen! His corpse was left to sink into the ocean, ignored!"
"So... He might still be alive?"
"His physical form is certainly dead. But if the Silver Dragon Queen had bestowed Him a Shard of Divine Spark, He might still exist as a Demi-god!" The White Bear God’s agitation grew.
"How strong would He be?" Wu Qingsong asked.
"I don’t know!" Imotos snapped. "He was slain as a fledgling—never taught by an adult dragon, so He wouldn’t know how Dragonkin wield their power, acting only on residual instinct. And with no source of Faith Power, if He still exists, His strength would come solely from that Divine Spark. Damn it! Why didn’t I think of this sooner—"
"Imotos," Wu Qingsong cut in firmly. "You must know that in your current state, you lack the power to hold onto such a treasure. It’s better to focus on what you do have than to chase what may bring ruin."
The White Bear God jerked His head up, and Wu Qingsong saw His eyes burning red, a guttural growl rumbling in His throat as if He were ready to lunge. But after a moment, the crimson faded, and His mind settled.
"You’re right, Wu Qingsong. You’re right," He muttered. "But surely you understand—"
"I do. But you should understand even better," Wu Qingsong said. "Had you considered the presence of a Divine Spark sooner, you might have claimed it, grown stronger—but the Eight Primary Deities of the Elves would still have hunted you down. It wouldn’t have changed your fate. By then, you had no power left to take it. Imotos, that Divine Spark was never yours."
"I know," the White Bear God said softly. "I know, I just couldn’t help—" He exhaled sharply. "I lost control for a moment. My apologies."
"Do you think we can win?" Wu Qingsong asked.
The Divine Spark—though he didn’t know what power it held, from the tales Imotos had shared of the gods, he could guess its worth. Even if its strength had waned over time, if he could merge with it, gather Faith Power as the gods did, and wield Divine Art, he might achieve an immense leap in power—enough to revitalize the Xuan Yuan Church.
"His physical form must have decayed by now," Imotos said eagerly. "In a battle of minds, would you fear defeat? Wu Qingsong, this may be our best chance to claim a Divine Spark—perhaps our only chance!"
"Don’t tell me you’d walk away now!" He snarled, desperation lacing His voice.
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Seeing Imotos’ frenzied state, Wu Qingsong didn’t give him an answer right away. At that moment, his body happened to recover from the soul-out-of-body effect, allowing him to avoid Imotos’ further questioning.
Should he stay? Or leave and wait for a better opportunity?
Wu Qingsong wasn’t sure how to decide.
A Shard of Divine Spark, even a tiny one, could bring a qualitative leap for him and the Church.
But the harsh environment before him proved just how dangerous this place was, and Imotos’ current state made it impossible for him to feel at ease.
Ling noticed his unease, but considering Imotos might still be lurking nearby, he didn’t discuss the matter with her.
Seeing that Wu Qingsong didn’t want to talk, Ling adjusted the wick in the Fish Oil to make the flame larger, then placed a piece of ice into the iron pot, planning to melt it and boil water.
After more than ten days in the Dead Ice Plain, day and night had become indistinguishable, and their biological clocks had grown increasingly disordered. The only reliable indicator of time was the arrival of hunger. But under these conditions, Ling had little room to showcase her culinary skills—it was just grilled fish, boiled fish, and some salt. There were no vegetables or fruits, and the only substitute was the easily preserved tea leaves they carried.
“I’m going outside to clear my head,” Wu Qingsong said to Ling, then put on his coat and climbed out of the igloo’s exit.
The world outside seemed even more hostile. The storm had grown fiercer, and shards of ice struck his body like hail pelting his face.
Wu Qingsong didn’t wander far. He stood near the igloo’s exit, pacing lightly, letting the biting wind sharpen his nerves and his thoughts.
Leave? Most of the hardships of this journey would be wasted, and the thought filled him with reluctance. Moreover, Wu Qingsong couldn’t be sure whether Imotos would take desperate measures if he left, bringing even more unpredictability.
And when would a better opportunity come?
In this purely psychic battle, no one except Imotos and Cybermont could assist him. But the Divine Spark was too important to them, turning even them into major variables.
How powerful would the Demi-god dragon’s power be? Would it pose a severe threat to all creatures across a vast radius, like what had happened before in the Endless Green Sea? If so, having Nina and the others come to help wouldn’t just be futile—it might even bring greater danger.
Leaving now would only mean waiting for summer, when the weather might improve. But deep in the sea, ground conditions hardly mattered. And if this storm was truly caused by the Demi-god dragon, would it really weaken in summer?
A psychic power lingered near him. He knew it had to be Imotos. Before the Divine Spark, this usually composed Demi-god had lost control, making Wu Qingsong increasingly concerned about what unpredictable changes might occur in him.
His body temperature dropped rapidly in the cold wind, but since his body wouldn’t be harmed, it merely relayed the sensation of the chill to his brain. For Wu Qingsong, the psychological torment far outweighed any physical discomfort.
He had no intention of staying out here any longer, worrying Ling. Once he made up his mind, he quickly crawled back inside.
In the igloo, Ling had already prepared a pot of tea. The warmth and the aroma immediately lifted Wu Qingsong’s spirits.
Ling handed him a cup filled with hot tea. He thanked her out of habit, blew on it gently, and took a sip. His entire body seemed to warm up.
“There’s likely a Shard of Divine Spark in this sea,” he said, cradling the cup and absorbing the heat from the burning Fish Oil, speaking to Ling across from him.
Ling had, of course, heard the stories he recounted about the gods and knew of his past experiences in the Endless Green Sea. Wu Qingsong shared his thoughts with her—omitting the part about Imotos—and then added, “This Demi-god dragon’s power will likely far surpass that thing from the Endless Green Sea. The battle with it might take much longer than last time. Ling, I want you to go back first.”
Having spent more time together than anyone else, Ling fully understood the intent behind his expression. Though reluctant, she eventually nodded silently.
“I’ll escort you back to where there are fish, then convert more Undead before returning,” Wu Qingsong told her his plan. “The wind blows south. If you set up a sail on the sleigh, it should speed you to where you can take an Airship. Then head to Nagrand and inform the others of my whereabouts—especially Nina, Xiella, and Bolder. Last time in the Endless Green Sea, I fought that nameless thing for nearly a month. This time, it might take even longer—half a year or more. So even if I don’t return for months, don’t worry.”
“What if you never come back?” Ling couldn’t help but ask.
“If I’m still not back after a year, have Nina seek out Cybermont and ask Him to find me and Imotos,” Wu Qingsong said. “It’ll be easier and safer for Him than for you.”
Ling looked as if she might cry. Wu Qingsong reached out and pulled her into his arms.
“I’m the Chosen One of Xuan Yuan, immortal and indestructible. Don’t forget that!”
Ling ended up crying briefly in his embrace. Knowing he would be safe was one thing, but as his wife, she couldn’t help but worry. Wu Qingsong did his best to reassure her, firming her resolve to trust him and follow his plan.
After a night’s rest, they set out on the sail-equipped sleigh as planned. In just a few hours, they reached the area with fish—a journey that had taken them three full days against the storm before.
Ling insisted on staying with Wu Qingsong one more night in a newly built igloo, converting nearly twenty large fish into Undead. Wu Qingsong took the chance to replenish Ling’s pack with enough food and oil.
The next day, Ling finally embarked on her return journey, filled with worry and reluctance. With the sail raised against the storm, she swiftly vanished from Wu Qingsong’s sight.
Wu Qingsong, meanwhile, held one last discussion with Imotos in the igloo about their next steps. Then, shedding his cumbersome clothes, he slid into the freezing seawater through the fishing hole Ling had dug, wearing only his undergarments.
Guided by Imotos’ psychic power, Wu Qingsong exhaled his last breath of air, forced to grow accustomed to the feeling of seawater filling his lungs. The fish gathered beneath him, carrying him swiftly toward where the Demi-god dragon might be hiding.
It was uncomfortable—agonizing, even—but it was undoubtedly faster and easier than traveling back over land.
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Once submerged, the naked eye could see nothing.
The moment Wu Qingsong entered the water, he even felt a slight warmth. But after soaking in the icy seawater for a while, this illusion caused by the drastic temperature difference vanished completely, leaving only an endless chill.
Beneath the ice, it was incredibly quiet, with only occasional distant crack sounds—likely from ice chunks colliding due to ocean currents or deep-sea ice shards breaking free under buoyancy and floating upward to hit the ice sheet.
Moving close to the ice sheet, an occasional tiny fish would bump into his face, shattering the hellish silence. Apart from that, all he could perceive was the psychic power representing Imotos and the dozens of Necrotic Fish under his control.
In such an environment, Wu Qingsong had completely lost his sense of time. But guided by Imotos and no longer needing to fight against the storm, his only task was to avoid the increasingly dense ice shards beneath the surface, allowing him to move much faster than before.
After an indeterminable amount of time, Imotos's psychic power finally began circling in front of Wu Qingsong.
"Are we there?" Wu Qingsong could no longer speak aloud, but he mouthed the words.
The psychic power continued circling.
Having been submerged in icy water for so long, Wu Qingsong had no sensation of temperature left. The only indicator for him was the growing size of the surrounding ice shards.
He dispersed half of the Necrotic Fish.
In situations like these, Undead Creatures were indeed unmatched in efficiency.
The average depth of the sea was around three thousand meters, with occasional trenches, but none beyond the range of Wu Qingsong's Spiritual Power. The Necrotic Fish spread out in the direction suggested by Imotos, patrolling irregularly around him. Soon, Wu Qingsong received the feedback he sought.
Their guess was likely correct—in one direction ahead, the number and size of the ice shards far exceeded those elsewhere.
If the Dragon Remains and Divine Spark truly existed, they had to be in that direction.
They left the Ice Sheet and began swimming toward it. Imotos's psychic power eagerly detached from Wu Qingsong, probing into the Abyss. Minutes later, the Necrotic Fish ahead suddenly lost contact with Wu Qingsong. Moments after, a powerful current erupted from the front, sweeping Wu Qingsong and the remaining Necrotic Fish backward dozens of meters before they regained control.
Imotos's psychic power finally returned to Wu Qingsong's vicinity, but he could sense it had suffered some backlash—its energy had become erratic.
"It's there?"
Circling motion.
"Did you find its body?"
Side-to-side cross—no.
"Does it attack psychically?"
A figure-eight motion—unsure.
"Physical attacks?"
Side-to-side cross—no.
"Psychic attacks combined with Magic?"
Circling—yes.
Wu Qingsong felt a slight headache, but having come this far, he had no reason to retreat.
He located an ice shard leading in that direction and carefully followed it forward, deploying a small number of Necrotic Fish to scout about five hundred meters ahead.
After an indeterminable length of time, a silver flash suddenly lit up the Abyss ahead. Almost simultaneously, the Necrotic Fish in front lost contact with Wu Qingsong. He immediately grabbed the nearby ice shard. The next instant, another frigid and powerful current surged, sweeping away all the Necrotic Fish around him. He slipped but desperately clenched a protruding part of the ice shard, narrowly avoiding being carried off.
In the depths of the Abyss, Wu Qingsong couldn't pinpoint the silver light's location, but since he could see it, the distance couldn't be too great.
He waited behind the ice shard for a while, confirming no further detection from the enemy, then continued crawling along the massive ice shard toward the silver glow.
At this depth, the seawater severely hindered his movement. It took a long time before he reached the vicinity of where the entity had reacted violently earlier.
He left the Necrotic Fish behind him, cautiously extending his Spiritual Power forward, probing. At first, there was no response. But as he pushed further, a tremendous Spiritual Power suddenly swept in from the side, colliding with his own!
Without any hesitation or probing, a mountain-like force crashed down. The silver light flashed again, and seawater mixed with countless ice crystals surged violently, forming a fierce whirlpool that coiled around him, savagely trying to tear him apart. Though it failed, it still flung him far from the ice shard he had been hiding behind.
Wu Qingsong paid no mind to his body—it couldn’t be harmed anyway. He seized the chance to entwine his Spiritual Power with his opponent's. The silver light wielded its psychic power with brute force, utterly devoid of finesse, simply pouring its strength outward. Yet the sheer difference in power left Wu Qingsong no room to resist. After a brief struggle, his body was swept too far away, and he was effortlessly expelled.
When he refocused on his physical form, he found the currents had carried him close to the Ice Sheet again—but this only bolstered his confidence.
What he feared least was the enemy squandering its strength.
Let’s see how many times you can spend your power like this.
Wu Qingsong summoned a nearby Necrotic Fish that had also been swept away and had it carry him swiftly toward the silver light. As he approached the entity’s perimeter, he released the fish, allowing it to swim free while he pressed forward, provocatively projecting all his Spiritual Power toward its location.
The icy whirlpool struck again, and the enemy’s psychic power poured forth violently. The two clashed at a psychic level—countless collisions, assaults, and tangles in mere moments. Wu Qingsong was well-practiced in such battles, while his opponent clearly lacked experience. Though Wu Qingsong’s strength was far inferior, he managed to land a vicious strike before being driven back once more.
Regaining control of his body, he found himself frozen inside a new ice shard. The enemy, unwilling to keep him nearby, had flung him far away.
Wu Qingsong summoned the Necrotic Fish again, instructing them to gnaw away at the ice encasing him with their bodies and teeth. Once freed, he swam back toward the Abyss.
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"How long has it been?" Wu Qingsong asked as he freed himself from the ice pillar once more.
Imotos' psychic power drifted before him in the form of numbers, making him realize that five months had passed.
He had lost count of how many times he had been frozen by the ice, pushed from the seabed to beneath the ice sheet, or hurled into the deep sea. At one point, the ice created by the silver light grew thicker and larger, forcing him to spend even more time breaking free. But after reaching a peak, the ice stopped expanding, and the silver light's movements gradually began to show signs of exhaustion.
The sea before him held no fewer than a thousand massive ice pillars—all marks of his battles with that silver light. Wu Qingsong believed the being within the silver light must have wanted to freeze the entire Frozen Sea to keep him out completely, but its power was not yet that of a true deity. This was far beyond its limits.
Wu Qingsong was certain the being couldn’t replenish its expended energy. The fate of Imotos and the other Demi-gods was proof enough. If that weren’t the case, they wouldn’t have bowed their heads, compromising their pride to cooperate with the Xuan Yuan Church, or even placed themselves beneath the authority of a nonexistent deity.
His opponent’s strength had been draining away for a full millennium. Now, every blast of cold, every whirlpool it summoned, every time it trapped him in ice, its energy was depleting at an ever-increasing rate, leaving each subsequent strike weaker than the last.
Wu Qingsong could already sense the gradual shrinking of its defensive range. The silver light’s eruptions grew dimmer with each outburst.
In this battle of endurance and will, his opponent was not weak. Unfortunately, its adversary did not play by this world’s rules.
"Does Nina know what’s happening here?" Wu Qingsong asked again. "They aren’t worried about the situation, are they?"
Imotos circled in the icy waters before him.
Wu Qingsong steadied his mind, summoning a Necrotic Fish to carry him once more toward the Abyss.
The surrounding ice pillars were filled with frozen Necrotic Fish—one of the silver light’s counterattacks against him. But Wu Qingsong didn’t rely solely on himself. Imotos’ power couldn’t accomplish much, but killing distant fish wasn’t difficult. Every time Wu Qingsong lost a large number of Necrotic Fish, he had the remaining ones retrieve those slain by Imotos and reanimate them.
He even deliberately gathered over a hundred Necrotic Fish, sending them to invade the silver light’s defensive zone from different angles to provoke its retaliation. After several successful attempts, the silver light caught on and began conserving energy, shattering and freezing the Necrotic Fish efficiently, forcing Wu Qingsong to abandon the tactic.
In one of their countless clashes, the being even deliberately lured Wu Qingsong deeper before encasing him in an enormous block of ice with its full strength. But Wu Qingsong used the opportunity to strike back fiercely, wounding it so badly that it had to hurl the icy prison far away once more.
That attack forced Wu Qingsong to spend a long time freeing himself from the ice mountain, while the silver light tried to reinforce the glacier by directing frigid seawater toward it, hoping to trap him forever. But eventually, it realized the futility—Wu Qingsong endured, and the effort only left its energy vulnerable to fiercer attacks away from its main body. It had no choice but to give up.
Throughout their battles, it continuously learned and adjusted its tactics. But for it, such progress came too late. Before it could fully grasp and adapt to Wu Qingsong’s methods, it had already squandered too much energy. It could no longer keep Wu Qingsong outside the range of his psychic assaults, forced instead to retreat step by step under relentless attacks, launching increasingly feeble counterstrikes.
As its retaliation weakened, Wu Qingsong pushed closer to its core—only to be shocked by what he found. The area was already encased in a massive ice sphere hundreds of meters in diameter, bristling with jagged protrusions. He repeatedly drove his psychic power through the ice to attack the silver dragon’s body within, while it fiercely defended its core, hunkering down in desperate isolation.
This approach left Wu Qingsong momentarily at a loss. In response, he summoned thousands of
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