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The fall of Haiwoerns was a massive stain on The Empire’s honor, a shame that could never be erased. For the Duchy of Haiwoerns, it was an utter catastrophe.
There were only two thousand Undead—a number that should never have been enough to breach the capital of the duchy, defended by over ten thousand soldiers. Yet the middle and upper ranks of Haiwoerns were wiped out the moment the Undead entered the city, leaving the entire place without organized resistance. Left to fight on instinct alone, the defenders were quickly overwhelmed by the ever-growing horde of Undead, eventually becoming part of the evil army themselves.
The Undead tirelessly scoured the city for fleeing soldiers and officials, dragging them out in batches to be slaughtered in the open space by the gates, then transformed into new Undead through dark, incomprehensible means.
The only comfort for the Beastmen was that, though the Undead often entered their homes to search, they did not kill indiscriminately, nor did they loot or assault women. Beyond the words no one believed, they spoke nothing at all.
Fear blanketed the city, while the grief of lost loved ones spread silently into every corner. Haiwoerns was no bustling trade hub—most of its inhabitants were somehow tied to the defenders or the families serving the Elves. Watching their loved ones turn into monstrous Undead, walking mindlessly through the streets, the sorrow they could only suppress in their hearts was beyond description.
All activity in the city ground to a halt. The only sounds were the heavy, orderly footsteps of the Undead, the screams and wails of those being taken, and those repeated words.
This brutality lasted an entire day, and the number of Undead quickly swelled to fifteen thousand. To everyone’s shock, by the next morning, they had all vanished—but in the most conspicuous spots across the city, those very words had been written.
Wu Qingsong divided the fifteen thousand Undead into three groups. One marched east, another northeast, and the last north. He himself transformed once more, quietly following the eastern group from a distance.
This time, the Undead began targeting manors, towns, and villages along the way. In these places, resistance was practically nonexistent.
The process was always the same: locate the target, silently encircle it, then swiftly crush any opposition. The local defenders and overseers were executed in the center, turned into Undead by Wu Qingsong, while the barracks and manors were burned to the ground. The food, goods, weapons, and tools were distributed to the surrounding peasants and slaves, who were then repeatedly told that declaration. Afterward, the Undead moved on with the excess supplies, heading to the next target.
Unlike the city dwellers, these rural Beastmen were often ragged and starving. When the Undead arrived, many didn’t even try to flee or fight—they simply stood there, numb, waiting for their fate.
Only when the local enforcers—the very ones who had lorded over them, punishing and rewarding at will—were executed before their eyes did their expressions briefly flicker. It was as if a stone had been tossed into the stagnant waters of their hearts, sending ripples across the surface.
And when the Undead began distributing food, clothing, tools, weapons, and other goods, they finally came alive. Many Beastmen couldn’t believe it was real. Some even began eating right then and there, tears streaming down their faces unbidden.
Eager to express their gratitude, the Beastmen tried to speak or act toward the Undead—but the Undead felt nothing, and gave no reaction. Yet Wu Qingsong noticed something: as the Undead marched away, many of these Beastmen would stare after them for a long time, reluctant to see them go. Some even knelt in the direction they had left, bowing deeply in solemn thanks.
This convinced Wu Qingsong that what he was doing was right. Compared to the farmers and slaves—who outnumbered city dwellers a hundred to one—the suffering of a handful of privileged elites meant nothing.
So, he added more to his declaration: reminders and warnings to the Beastmen, urging them to hide the food and supplies they had received, lest they be confiscated again—or worse, bring death upon themselves.
The result was even greater gratitude from the Beastmen, forcing Wu Qingsong to add further cautions: not all Undead would spare them. Most were still evil and dangerous, and must be treated with caution.
But these warnings seemed to have the opposite effect, only making the Beastmen feel closer to the Undead.
After much hesitation, Wu Qingsong finally shed his restraint and shame, speaking through the Undead to tell them: "This is Xuan Yuan's vengeance upon the Elves. If you yearn for liberation, for change, for a better life to come—do not abandon hope. Do not forsake defiance. Pray secretly to Xuan Yuan in your hearts. Survive, and wait for the moment to arrive."
Faith Power surged rapidly from this, showing Wu Qingsong just how desperate these Beastmen were for change. They had never lacked the will to resist—only the possibility had never been shown to them, nor the hope made visible.
The Elves finally caught up from behind and swiftly slaughtered every last Undead. Yet the damage done to the Duchy of Haiwoerns was even more thorough than in Mastibis. Mastibis had at least retained over eight thousand soldiers, and its core ruling regions remained mostly intact, allowing the Elves to hunt down leads about the Undead and forcibly suppress the fallout. But in Haiwoerns, wherever the Undead had passed, the duchy’s local governance had collapsed entirely. Until reinforcements arrived and a new army could be mustered, the Elves couldn’t even effectively investigate the countryside. Rumors against The Empire were left to spread unchecked.
“Next year, or the year after—I hope brave Priests can come to these places to aid and guide the people’s rebellion.” Wu Qingsong couldn’t help saying to Nina and Xiella during his daily talks with his wife and child.
“We’ll do our best,” they replied.
And so Wu Qingsong pressed onward, deeper into The Empire’s lands, seeking new opportunities to stir similar upheaval. Behind him, the Elves scrambled furiously for even the faintest trace of him.
"The impact of this is worse than a Ponzi scheme! Your Grace, you must find him immediately—eliminate him! Dispel these absurd and ridiculous rumors!” At the Imperial Council of Elders, the representative of the Royal Family solemnly addressed the Grand Duke of Yagata.
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The Elves had no choice but to leave Padamia’s magnificent and serene Floating City once again, to withdraw from the dense elemental vortices of the Magic University, and return to their fiefdoms to search for and block the despicable ambushes launched by this... or these Necromancers against the Empire.
This kind of predicament was unprecedented for the Empire. The Bardiz People of the past had been too confident and too proud, meeting their demise before they could even employ such tactics. And in the thousand years that followed, the remnants of Bardiz had either never thought to act this way or lacked the strength to do so.
The damage was evident. Wherever the Undead passed, the defensive facilities of cities and fortresses were completely destroyed. Military camps and manors across the land were burned to the ground, and warehouses were reduced to ashes. The stored wealth had vanished without a trace, leaving a horrifying sight. Due to the lack of personnel, it was even difficult to estimate the exact extent of the losses for the time being.
In the regions ravaged by the Undead, it became nearly impossible to recruit enough soldiers—not because there weren’t enough people. In the slums outside major towns, there was never a shortage of Canine Humanoids eager to serve the Empire—but the clumsy excuses had frightened them so badly that they dared not step forward at such a time, at least not until it was confirmed these Undead would not return. This forced the Elves to recruit soldiers from elsewhere and bring them to these regions.
An even bigger problem was the execution of batches of stewards who were loyal to the Empire, familiar with local conditions, and possessed some level of calculation and management skills. A vast amount of foundational documentation had been burned.
Haiwoerns had lost over 800 such key personnel, while Mastibis had lost nearly 250. Replacement manpower could still be recruited or borrowed from unaffected areas, but the numbers in the account books could not be restored. Especially in Haiwoerns, where the ledgers and records stored in the duchy’s inner treasury had all been burned, presenting tremendous challenges for the successors. They couldn’t even determine how many slaves and tenant farmers were registered, how much usury and taxes were still to be collected, or which lands belonged to freeholders and which were part of the lords’ manors.
Restoring the Empire’s control over these regions would inevitably require a long and troublesome process.
The Necromancers could appear anywhere. To the shame of the Legendary Strongholds, they still couldn’t locate or track these evil beings with Magic. The Royal Family had attempted more than once to use the Eye of Truth to pinpoint the location of the Legendary Necromancer and uncover their background, but the result was always chaos—they saw nothing.
Two full months passed, and aside from the increasingly frustrating Bone Dragon, no more Undead appeared within the duchy.
Some Elves began returning to Padamia and the Magic University. Just then, a Marquis of the Arafin family, subordinate to the Duchy of Yagata, was killed and turned into a Death Knight in his manor less than two hundred miles from the Imperial Capital. He led all the other manor members who had also become Undead in an attack on a nearby city, causing over two hundred casualties among the soldiers.
This blatant provocation, happening right under the nose of the Imperial Capital, enraged the Elves. The defiled Elf was purified immediately, and hundreds of Elves poured out, encircling the area from the periphery. But after weeks of searching, Undead attacks erupted hundreds of miles to the north, in Vilrus within the Grand Duchy of Fayel, wiping out the soldiers and officials there once again.
Fortunately, the Legendary Strongholds tracking the Bone Dragon were nearby and quickly restored order. However, after several fruitless days of searching, they had no choice but to leave, once again following the Bone Dragon’s trail.
As wave after wave of Undead outbreaks occurred, the news the Elves had tried so hard to suppress gradually leaked out.
The efforts of Nagrand’s spies and the Dark Moon’s instigation played a part, but what truly spread the rumors far and wide in the countryside were the tenant farmers and serfs who had gained benefits and liberation from the Undead.
In many places, serfs had even begun secretly praying to a completely unfamiliar god named Xuan Yuan, hoping He would direct the Undead tide to their area to kill those who had oppressed them and brought endless suffering. Even commoners eagerly awaited the arrival of the Undead, hoping to receive the distributed food and goods from them and seize the opportunity to occupy the lords’ lands.
Many soldiers also quietly began praying to both Him and the Bone Dragon Aeminides, pleading with Xuan Yuan to spare their location and lamenting their own forced circumstances. After such things were occasionally discovered, the involved soldiers were quickly hanged in public. But afterward, even more soldiers privately prayed to Xuan Yuan and Aeminides.
Wu Qingsong knew very well that, relative to the Empire’s vast scale, the direct impact of his actions was negligible. But if such operations continued relentlessly, the resulting influence would grow tenfold, a hundredfold, until it swallowed the Elves’ Empire whole.
But just as he planned to continue eastward, a piece of news forced him to turn back—even risking discovery by the Elves—and transform into an eagle to fly toward Nagrand.
Harold was dying.
In recent years, Harold had almost completely faded from public view. Aside from occasionally advising Angus and Beck, teaching basic martial skills to the children of nearby commoners, and enlightening them, he mostly just sat quietly in his courtyard, gazing at the Frostplain Sea and the beauty of Nagrand, waiting for death to come.
For a Werewolf’s lifespan, he was already considered long-lived. Most Werewolves in this world died untimely deaths before the age of forty for various reasons, with few living to their natural end. Had it not been for the Xuan Yuan Church raising many Beastgirls with healing abilities, and Wu Qingsong granting Priests the authority to use Healing Prayer after obtaining the Shard of Divine Spark, he would have long returned to the embrace of the Ancestors under the harsh winters of the Northern Territories.
But no matter what, that day had finally arrived.
To Wu Qingsong, Harold was completely different from anyone else.
Perhaps he wasn’t particularly strong or knowledgeable, possessing only the experience gained from a lifetime as a Mercenary. Their bond had even begun as a mere employer-employee relationship. But in the earliest stages of Wu Qingsong’s arrival in this world, at the very beginning of his journey, without Harold’s wisdom and experience—without his repeatedly dousing their enthusiasm, pointing out flaws, and filling gaps—Wu Qingsong might still have reached this point, but at a much greater cost.
To Wu Qingsong, Harold was already one of the few family he had in this world.
Along the way, he kept communicating with Ling and Liuli. Since Harold had never Converted to the Xuan Yuan Church, Wu Qingsong couldn’t use Divine Oracle to speak directly with the old Werewolf and could only stay updated on his condition through them.
He had worried he wouldn’t make it in time for Harold’s final moments, only to find a cold corpse. But thankfully, Harold held on until the very end.
"My Lord, you’ve finally arrived!" The moment Wu Qingsong landed, Morin—who had countless experiences with the dying—hurried to greet him and whispered, "He’s already had his final rally. By all reasoning, he should have died a day ago... He must have something very important to tell you."
"I know," Wu Qingsong said, quickly following his guidance toward the room. "I know."
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"You're here?"
When Wu Qingsong pushed open the door, he saw Harold smiling warmly as he spoke to the children. Liuli stood closest to him, her eyes brimming with tears, while Ling forced a smile as she conversed with him.
Nina, Ram, Angus, Beck, and the others were all present. When they saw Wu Qingsong enter, their expressions became deeply complicated.
Everyone could see that Harold was already at the end of his strength, barely holding on through sheer willpower. With Wu Qingsong’s arrival, he no longer needed to endure, but it also meant the moment of his final departure had come.
"Yes, I'm here." Wu Qingsong managed a strained smile. The children, too young to understand life and death, ran to him giggling, chattering about the recent fun they’d had. Wu Qingsong exchanged a few words with them before Ram and Ling stepped forward, coaxing the children out of the room.
"We’ll wait outside," Nina said softly to them, then led everyone out, leaving the room.
In the time they had waited for Wu Qingsong, they had already said all they needed to say. The remaining moments belonged solely to him.
But once the others had left, Wu Qingsong only felt a sting in his nose, unable to speak.
"There’s no need to grieve." Harold’s voice sounded weak but far from defeated. "Compared to those comrades who died in battle all those years ago, I’ve been incredibly fortunate—living to this age, seeing everything you’ve brought into this world, free from illness and pain, able to move and think clearly. I have no regrets."
"Harold..." Wu Qingsong shook his head, still at a loss for words.
"You must have guessed long ago that I was once part of a Rebel Army," Harold continued.
"Harold?"
"After crawling out of the pile of corpses, I lost all hope. I abandoned the ideals I once held, even avoiding my old comrades, drifting through life in a daze. That is, until I met you more than a decade later."
A strange radiance flickered across Harold’s face. Wu Qingsong recognized it as his final surge of vitality and chose to remain silent, listening.
"I never imagined I’d live to see you reach this point, Wu. What you’ve brought into this world—I don’t know how others see it, but to me, it’s nothing short of a Miracle. And you, the one who brought it all—you are a god! Whether or not you possess a Divine Spark changes nothing!"
"Harold..." Such words left Wu Qingsong unsettled, but Harold’s spirit only grew fiercer.
"But you lack that awareness, Wu. You’ve never acknowledged your own role. Even after obtaining a Divine Spark, you still refuse to see yourself for what you are. You remain merely a passive participant, an observer, rather than the one who carries the weight of the world!"
"You’re too soft-hearted, too unwilling to face death. You strive to avert all sacrifice, unable to bear the loss of those around you. That is your greatest weakness, the very thing that holds you back. If not for this, the Xuan Yuan Church would have already swept across the Northern Territories and begun extending its influence south. Many might have died in the process, even those who died holding fast to their ideals—but it would have been worth it. It is worth it, Wu!" Overcome by emotion, Harold coughed violently before continuing. "Do you truly believe victory against an entity like The Empire can be won without sufficient sacrifice?! Wu, search your heart—you already know the answer."
"Death isn’t something to fear, least of all for a Necromancer like you. You must confront and accept it. You are a god, likely the only one still walking this world. So tell me, Wu—why do you refuse to acknowledge this? What are you so afraid of?"
Harold’s storm of words finally ceased. He panted heavily, as if awaiting Wu Qingsong’s reply.
"I don’t know," Wu Qingsong admitted, shaking his head.
"No, you do know. You simply refuse to face it," Harold pressed. "Will you not speak the truth even to a dying man?"
"I don’t know," Wu Qingsong repeated, inhaling deeply. "I don’t know how to be a god. And I am not a god. Xuan Yuan never existed—you all know this. It was a fabrication, crafted by Morin and me. The legends, the stories—they were nothing but tales from my childhood, twisted beyond recognition. I can’t give people the rewards I promised, the things they were told awaited them. There is no Heaven, Harold. I’m sorry to say this now, but it doesn’t exist. The paradise of the Ancestors, the eternal bliss—none of it is real. It was all a lie!"
Memories flooded him—those he had taken with his own hands, those who had fallen in battle, the countless followers and believers lost over the years. A crushing guilt surged through him, threatening to bring him to his knees.
"It was not a lie," Harold countered. "Wu, I am about to die, but whether Heaven exists means nothing to me. In these past years, I’ve spoken with many on the brink of death, watched many pass. I’m certain they all felt the same. Do you think the people of Nagrand worship Xuan Yuan, weeping with gratitude, solely because of the Heaven you promised? That Priests endure suffering and dedicate themselves blindly for a chance at paradise? No. They believe in Xuan Yuan, pray to Him, not because they expect a better afterlife, but because they’ve already received these blessings in this life—because of what you brought them! Ogrimmar is real! Nagrand is real! The Frostplain Sea, the Galloping Bull Highlands, the Mojina Plateau, the Farith Mountains—everything you’ve given them is real! Every Beastman living there can feel it in their bones. That is why they believe in you!"
"Face death, Wu. Acknowledge who you are—embrace it." Harold smiled. "Only then will you grow stronger. And I... I will gladly watch it happen."
"Perform the rites for me. Let me Convert." He met Wu Qingsong’s gaze. "When I die, don’t bury me. Let me become Undead. My experience and wisdom may be insignificant in the grand scheme of the Beastmen’s future, but I can still wield my sword. Let me fight on—for Nagrand, for Xuan Yuan, for the fall of The Empire!"
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People waited outside the door for a long time before Wu Qingsong finally emerged. By then, Harold had already passed away.
There was no pain on his face, which lessened the grief in the hearts of Ling, Liuli, Angus, and the others somewhat. Yet his expression was not peaceful either—it seemed as if he had some unfulfilled wish, as if he were still hoping for something.
But Wu Qingsong said nothing, and so they did not ask.
"In his final moments, he was baptized and became a believer," Wu Qingsong murmured, standing blankly at the doorway for a moment.
In his palm, he clutched a translucent Soulstone tightly. Perhaps it was his imagination, but Wu Qingsong felt it was larger and clearer than any he had seen before. This made him believe that, though Harold had never presented himself as a follower of the Xuan Yuan Church, deep down, he had long been a Devout Believer.
Why Harold had waited until the last moment of his life to request baptism from him, the creator of Xuan Yuan, was something Wu Qingsong could not understand. But Harold’s death and the words he spoke before dying did not bring him a moment of sudden clarity—instead, they left him with more confusion and helplessness.
The most difficult thing for him to accept was Harold’s final request.
Transforming a corpse into an Undead was as instinctive to Wu Qingsong as eating or sleeping. Especially for someone like Harold, who lacked strong psychic power, it would take no more than a few minutes.
Yet, faced with that all-too-familiar body, he found he couldn’t do it.
This was different from converting others.
Among the Undead, there were indeed oddballs like Artemis, but most were gloomy, indifferent, emotionless, and dismissive of life—utterly different from how they had been in life. A few even displayed bloodthirsty and murderous tendencies so unsettling that Wu Qingsong dared not send them out on missions alone, much less leave them unsupervised with ordinary Beastmen.
Even Bolder, whom he considered a companion, was often cold to an unpleasant degree. His contributions to Wu Qingsong and the Xuan Yuan Church were not born of personal conviction or sentiment—they were merely instinct, a byproduct of passing time.
As he had told Wu Qingsong countless times: he was Wu Qingsong’s summoned creature, sustained by Wu Qingsong’s power, and that was all.
Wu Qingsong had no doubt that if one day, the connection between him and these Undead was severed by someone as powerful as the Silver Dragon Queen, they would no longer serve him. Worse, they might even become his enemies again.
This made it impossible for him to imagine what Harold would become as an Undead.
The case of the Silver Dragon Queen, Aeminides, was far too exceptional to serve as a reference. After obtaining the Book of the Dead, Wu Qingsong had gradually resurrected hundreds of thousands of Undead, giving him a clear understanding of what happened during the process.
Becoming an Undead would strip Harold of nearly all his memories and emotions. Since his power was too weak, he might not even retain his own will, becoming nothing more than a puppet. So if he lost everything that made him Harold, existing only as a mindless Zombie, what would be the point? It would only destroy the precious memories Harold had left behind in this world.
I can’t do this.
He told himself.
Yet, looking at Harold’s expression in death, he couldn’t simply dismiss the matter.
Ling had Ram and the tearful Liuli take the children away, then began preparing Harold’s body for the funeral with sorrow. Watching her, Wu Qingsong finally made a decision.
"Xiella?" he reached out through Divine Oracle.
"What is it?" she responded quickly.
"Do you know anyone who can properly preserve a body?"
Xiella fell silent for a brief moment before answering, "If you mean the methods once used by the Bardiz People, then I should be able to find someone who knows how."
"Please do," Wu Qingsong said. "As soon as possible."
"What are you planning?" Xiella finally asked.
Wu Qingsong hesitated.
He didn’t want to share Harold’s last wish with others—but Xiella?
As a remnant of Batiz, her attitude toward death had always been different. Some even called her cruel, indifferent to life. But in this moment, fresh from bidding Harold farewell, Wu Qingsong suddenly wondered if that could instead be seen as a frank acknowledgment of death.
As Harold had said.
According to the Book of the Dead, the Bardiz People did not shy away from speaking of death. On the contrary, they saw it as the beginning of a new life, a journey everyone must face. And the Undead played a vital role in their lives—indeed, they were an indispensable part of it.
Perhaps she would understand this better than anyone.
"Harold asked me to turn him into an Undead, but I haven’t decided yet," he told Xiella.
"I see," Xiella replied at once. "I’ll find the person you need as quickly as I can."
Wu Qingsong quietly watched as people busied themselves with the necessary arrangements, then reached out to Bolder with a question: "How is the translation of the Book of the Dead coming along?"
"Almost no progress," Bolder answered.
The script of the Bardiz People was alphabetic, making it nearly impossible for Harold to deduce more from the limited reference materials available.
"Make me a copy," Wu Qingsong said.
"Alright," Bolder replied.
As usual, he did not ask why. But Wu Qingsong couldn’t help adding, "I want to trade it with Aeminides. Do you think she’ll accept?"
"The Dragon Crystal you brought back from the Endless Green Sea might hold more value to her," Bolder said.
"I think she might be able to read the Bardiz script," Wu Qingsong mused. "She easily severed the bond between Frostfang—Artemis—and me, and even channeled power into her. She may have studied Bardiz magic herself."
"Perhaps," Bolder said.
Once again, the conversation ended abruptly and awkwardly, further dampening Wu Qingsong’s resolve to fulfill Harold’s wish. In the end, he could only end the Divine Oracle call and join in the funeral preparations.
Most of the work was handled by Angus and Beck. The arrival of the Elves forced everything to be simplified, and the others silently accepted Wu Qingsong’s decision.
Harold’s body was preserved for several days in ice conjured by the Beastgirls’ innate magic, until Xiella arrived with several Sand Bandits. They brought the tools, spices, and linen strips needed for the embalming and were brought in through an entrance far from Undercity.
From that day onward, they would remain in Undercity until the Elves departed—or until the city’s secrets no longer mattered.
Wu Qingsong watched as they carefully removed Harold’s body from the coffin, cleaned it with ointments, and extracted the organs with minimal damage, clearing away most of the congealed blood. They even removed the decay-prone matter from the skull, replacing it with special medicinal and aromatic packets before coating the entire body and wrapping it meticulously in linen.
The entire ritual carried an indescribable solemnity. The demeanor and movements of the men were so natural and sacred that even as they cut into Harold’s body, no one felt revulsion—it seemed only right.
"Normally, the body would be placed in a completely dry location for two to three years, treated annually before final burial," they explained to Wu Qingsong and the others.
This was likely a custom developed after the fall of the Kingdom of Batiz. From what Wu Qingsong knew, the ancient Bardiz People had actually waited two or three years before transforming the dead into Undead. By then, they would shed their former identities entirely, becoming puppets serving their families or country, thus beginning a new life.
He looked at Harold’s body. After their careful ministrations, it was now wrapped in linen, only the face exposed. He looked as though he were merely asleep, not dead.
Give me time.
He silently pleaded with Harold.
If I cannot let you live with dignity, then I would rather defy your will and let you rest in peace. Forgive me for this, but I believe it is the right choice.
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Tracking the Silver Dragon Queen was no easy task.
Wu Qingsong could easily gather information about her recent attack locations—where she had struck last time, the time before that—and draw a chaotic curve on a map. Yet, predicting her next target remained impossible.
Perhaps even the Silver Dragon Queen herself didn’t know where she’d go next. It was precisely this unpredictability that had prevented the Elves from successfully setting a trap to eliminate her.
That said, even if Wu Qingsong somehow knew her next destination, he couldn’t just walk up and greet her.
Otherwise, the Elves would be overjoyed to eliminate two major nuisances at once.
What Wu Qingsong sought was Artemis.
Perhaps realizing she couldn’t draw power from people’s fear, or perhaps deeming it too dangerous to bring Artemis along—risking a repeat of the tragedy a millennium ago—the Silver Dragon Queen had acted alone after the initial few attacks.
Wu Qingsong had witnessed her love for her daughter firsthand, a maternal bond so deep it overshadowed her cruelty and ruthlessness. He believed she had hidden Artemis somewhere safe, a place she could return to swiftly if needed.
He ordered Xiella’s spies to collect every report on the Silver Dragon Queen’s attacks and even enlisted Dark Moon’s help. In the end, he compiled nearly two thousand attack records. She typically struck two or three places in a single outing, and after being confronted by Elves, she’d retaliate
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