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The alchemist's answer left Grand Duke Fidget slightly disappointed.
The cost of this Soulflare Elixir was, of course, not low, but it wasn’t so exorbitant that other Grand Duchies couldn’t afford large-scale purchases. The key issue was that the alchemists had no intention of keeping the formula to themselves or selling it at a high price. According to them, any alchemist with over twenty years of experience could quickly master the production method. With sufficient materials, each alchemist could produce enough elixir for twenty to thirty people daily. Given the Elven Empire's resources, producing tens of thousands of doses per day wouldn’t be a problem if they had enough raw materials.
However, Grand Duke Fidget soon devised a solution. He planned to have his stewards anonymously establish a merchant guild specializing in the trade of materials needed to produce the elixir. Ideally, they would discreetly monopolize one or several key ingredients through commercial means. This way, this new power would soon indirectly fall under his control.
Perhaps he wasn’t as skilled as Saentars in managing territories or training armies, nor as accomplished as Yakata in studying magic or mentoring young elves. But when it came to earning money, no elf could match him. Not to mention, he was an excellent alchemist himself—even if he hadn’t produced any truly valuable results in the past thirty years.
The elves quickly conducted a test nearby, using a random half-elf as the subject. As a servant, he had clearly never received any combat training. Yet, after drinking a vial of Soulflare Elixir at the elves' request, he managed to withstand an Earth Elemental’s attacks for over ten seconds before suddenly dying, crushed into pulp under the elemental’s foot.
"Honored masters, how much of this elixir is currently available?" Grand Duke of Yagata asked more proactively.
Compared to other Grand Duchies, Yagata had suffered the most attacks from Death Knights, making their need for this elixir far more urgent.
Since soldiers faced certain death against the Undead, some might be willing to sacrifice their lives to save their comrades. If the families of these sacrificing Beastmen could be generously compensated, it might encourage more soldiers to choose to die fighting rather than perish pointlessly—thereby benefiting the Empire.
Most Death Knights were at the level of Novice Magic Swordsmen to intermediate Spellswords. Soldiers who drank the Soulflare Elixir could reach that same level. Therefore, if the elixir were distributed to every barracks, ensuring two or three soldiers would use it simultaneously, they might kill unprepared Death Knights during the elixir’s effective window—or at least inflict enough damage to weaken these vile Undead and gradually wear them down.
"Before returning to Padamia, we had already produced two thousand doses of Soulflare Elixir at the Magic University," Wano Bardasi replied. "The Imperial Council of Elders will decide how to allocate them."
Since the formula would soon be disclosed to all elves, there was no scramble for this batch of elixir. The Yagata People acquired the majority and generously donated a substantial sum to the Royal Magic Association’s Alchemy Division to compensate the two masters for their efforts and the elixir's value. Other elven nobles also contributed funds to express their gratitude and respect.
During the Empire’s hardships, those who selflessly stepped forward to solve problems without political motives always earned the most sincere admiration.
The elixir was quickly deployed to the frontlines, and the Yagata People soon devised a management and usage protocol.
The biggest challenge was determining the optimal time to drink the elixir. Drinking it too early would give the enemy time to escape, wasting the precious dose. Drinking it too late meant the Undead’s strength might prevent the soldier from even retrieving the elixir. Ultimately, this elixir could only partially compensate for the elves’ lack of mid-to-low-tier combat power—using the lives of soldiers, deemed expendable, and the elixir’s effects to somewhat curb the Undead’s rampage. To truly resolve the Empire’s crisis, more practical methods were needed.
This incident, however, served as a wake-up call for the Royal Family and the Imperial Council of Elders. They jointly issued a bounty, soliciting similar solutions from the elves.
In recent times, they had relied too heavily on the power of Legendary Strongholds and resorted to brute-force methods too often. The results had proven unsatisfactory. With the Elven Empire’s centuries of accumulated knowledge and the elves' superior intellect compared to other races, there was no excuse for being helpless against such harassment.
Yet, the Soulflare Elixir didn’t yield immediate results. It turned out that low-ranking soldiers sorely lacked a sense of honor and duty. Even when the elixir was distributed to squads, soldiers still hoped others would drink it first, sparing them from certain death.
Fortunately, the Undead remained unaware of this new elixir capable of turning the tide. After slaughtering the soldiers as usual, they burned barracks and manors, looted warehouses, and fled before elven reinforcements arrived.
The elves were forced to revise military orders again, mandating a strict drinking sequence within squads: the vice-squad leader first, the squad leader second, and the highest-ranking soldier third. If a soldier higher in the sequence survived while a lower-ranked one died after drinking the elixir, the survivor and their family would be executed. In larger units, the squad leader’s orders determined the sequence in advance.
Under the threat of collective punishment and the promise of hefty rewards, the Soulflare Elixir finally saw its first success. Three soldiers from a squad drank the elixir and managed to slay an attacking Death Knight.
The elves extensively publicized this victory and relocated the fallen soldiers’ families to the Imperial Capital—at least in their propaganda.
After these multi-pronged measures, similar successes began occurring repeatedly. Over a dozen Death Knights were slain, and Wu Qingsong finally took notice.
He had no choice but to regroup Death Knights for joint operations to ensure sufficient combat strength. They even recovered unused Soulflare Elixirs from dead soldiers, but unfortunately, the mages and craftsmen of Nagrand were utterly unable to analyze or replicate the formula.
The best they could do was devise more flexible tactics to counter the elixir’s limitations—luring soldiers into drinking it before retreating to demoralize the Empire’s forces and deplete both the elixir and the number of willing sacrificial soldiers.
Both sides continually refined their tactics. But at this moment, the Saentarsians’ avenger team—composed entirely of Legendary Mages—finally departed the Imperial Capital once more, heading stealthily toward the Northern Territories.
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"Things aren’t going well," Lia Vanderweil said helplessly to Wu Qingsong.
"Is someone obstructing you?"
"Not entirely," the Ratfolk Shaman replied.
The situation was not progressing as Wu Qingsong had hoped. Over the past few years, Wu Qingsong had been too preoccupied with dealing with the threat of the Elves to devote much attention to the affairs of the Demi-gods, delegating them instead to Imotos and the other Twelve Apostles. The result was that when the strongest among the Demi-gods united, no other Demi-god could withstand their attacks.
After their initial collaborations with Nina, Alice, and Lia to spread the faith and eliminate Demi-gods who opposed the Xuan Yuan Church, they had secretly begun acting on their own. Wu Qingsong had hoped to incorporate as many Demi-gods as possible into Xuan Yuan’s system—even if they couldn’t be named Saints, they could at least serve as Divine Emissaries or Angels. But in practice, aside from their own group, not a single other Demi-god had survived.
Demi-gods existed in a divine form, without physical bodies, making them difficult to engage directly. Nina, Alice, and Lia had been so focused on rapidly expanding the Church’s influence and spreading Xuan Yuan’s glory that they hadn’t even noticed what was happening.
When Wu Qingsong sent Lia to search for the remaining Demi-gods, she was shocked to discover that their work—alongside the other Demi-gods—had been too thorough. It was now nearly impossible to find Beastmen who still worshipped Demi-gods outside Xuan Yuan’s system, let alone locate their Apostles. Without those leads, there was no way to track down the surviving Demi-gods Wu Qingsong had hoped to find.
If not for a stroke of luck—finding several weakened Demi-god Apostles in a mine, forced into labor after refusing to convert to Xuan Yuan—she might never have learned of the Saints’ unsanctioned actions.
"Perhaps a few traces of divinity linger within the Empire," she said. "But I suspect they’re barely hanging on. With my abilities, it’s unlikely I’ll find them."
Lia’s expression darkened slightly. The fact that the Twelve Apostles had exterminated all the Demi-gods in the Northern Territories right under their noses weighed on her. Though she wasn’t the primary party responsible, she couldn’t deny her share of the blame.
"This isn’t your fault," Wu Qingsong said, taking a deep breath. "None of you are to blame."
A searing sense of betrayal burned within him. Had he trusted Imotos and Cybermont too much? Did they think him a fool?
Lia instinctively glanced around, and Wu Qingsong immediately understood her concern. "I can sense them. They wouldn’t dare spy on me or eavesdrop on my conversations."
"They did this to seize Divinity Fragments from those Demi-gods and strengthen themselves," Lia said. "But they must have also realized long ago that you intended to keep those Demi-gods as checks and motivators. So they eliminated them entirely, cutting off any future threats."
Wu Qingsong remained silent.
"How will you handle this?" Lia asked. "They must know about my recent movements and are waiting to see how you respond. But from a logical standpoint, they’ve done nothing wrong—in fact, they’ve performed a service. They destroyed enemies hindering the Church’s expansion on the Plateau. We can’t prove whether those Demi-gods were resisting or ready to surrender, so we can’t condemn them. And with a major enemy at our gates, we can’t afford to cause internal turmoil."
"Is this your own opinion," Wu Qingsong asked, "or do Alice and the others share it?"
"Since we can’t be sure whether the Saints are monitoring us, we’ve avoided discussing them privately within their territories," Lia replied. "But I believe Nina and Alice would agree."
"I see. I’ll give this careful thought." Wu Qingsong nodded slightly. "You’ve done well. If you’d like, rest in Undercity for a few days."
"I’ll return to the Plateau tomorrow," Lia said. "There’s too much work there right now. The girls are exhausted. This old woman may not be much help, but I can at least share some of their burden."
"Do as you see fit," Wu Qingsong told her.
Only after she left did he finally slam his fist onto the table.
What were Imotos and the others trying to do?
He couldn’t comprehend or accept this.
Because the Divine Oracle had been constructed with their help, he didn’t even dare use it now to discuss the matter with Nina or Xiella. Who knew if they had left some backdoor to eavesdrop—or worse, eliminate those who spoke against them?
Rage clouded his thoughts, but he forced himself to calm down and reconsider Lia’s warning.
Those Demi-gods couldn’t possibly defy him, but if he moved against them now, they wouldn’t go down quietly. Wu Qingsong didn’t know how much of their power they’d regained or what Divine Arts they could still wield. A direct confrontation would inevitably cause chaos across the Plateau—or even the entire Church—even if he emerged victorious in the end.
Without external enemies, such fallout might be tolerable. But according to the latest reports, an unknown number of Legendary Stronghold Elves had left Padamia, heading toward the Northern Territories. The Church needed unity now more than ever. A crisis of faith could have devastating consequences.
Divide and conquer?
But now, he no longer knew whom among them he could trust.
Even Cybermont—rescued by Wu Qingsong from near oblivion, restored to divinity through his bond with the Silver Moon Wolf Clan—had concealed his involvement in this. If even he had betrayed Wu Qingsong’s trust, who remained? Willost?
Wu Qingsong shook his head. Imotos had handpicked him. Who could say whether Willost felt more loyalty to Wu Qingsong as Xuan Yuan or to Imotos for granting him the opportunity?
Just how many deals had Imotos struck during the selection of the Twelve Apostles?
Wu Qingsong struck the table again, harder this time. And then, at last, he remembered the one Saint who hadn’t joined their corruption.
The guardian of Gale Island, the Ancestor of the Harpies—the Storm Goddess Harigan.
Wu Qingsong had spoken with her only a handful of times. She didn’t even fully endorse the Xuan Yuan Church’s structure, accepting it only because her Believers had been coerced or enticed into joining. To survive, she had submitted.
After Wu Qingsong confirmed her obedience and named her the Twelfth Apostle—the only one not of the Beastfolk—she hadn’t once set foot on the mainland.
She might not necessarily be more trustworthy than the other Saints. But as the goddess of the Birdmen, she naturally stood apart from the Beastfolk Demi-gods. There might even be deep-seated enmity between them, making collusion nearly impossible. Perhaps she could be the key?
"I’ll tour the Plateau to inspect preparations," he announced via the Divine Oracle to the relevant parties. "Then I’ll visit the southern parishes to assess their progress."
"Today?" Ram sounded surprised.
"First thing tomorrow," Wu Qingsong replied.
A thorn embedded in flesh might not be removable at once—but it could no longer be ignored, nor allowed to fester deeper.
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The Saints must have been carefully observing Wu Qingsong’s actions.
Lia’s movements couldn’t have escaped their perception, and they surely knew the results of her inquiries. Yet, they all maintained a deliberate silence, only stepping forward to accompany Wu Qingsong in inspecting the work in their territories when he arrived.
This made the anger in Wu Qingsong’s heart grow even fiercer. Was this a forced confrontation? A test of his limits? Or did they simply not care about such matters at all?
“What’s wrong with you all?! The progress is too slow!” He rarely lost his temper with the Priests and Knights, but his attitude was even worse toward those Priests who had converted from the Saints’ Apostles. The Saints should have sensed his dissatisfaction from this behavior, yet they remained silent.
An alliance of offense and defense?
Fine!
Wu Qingsong muttered to himself.
The population of the Plateau was concentrated mainly in the west, particularly in the narrow coastal plains of the western region. That area was no longer truly part of the Plateau, but because it was the farthest from the core regions of the Elven Empire, it was still classified as part of the Mojina Plateau. This was the territory of six of the Twelve Apostles and had been the focus of the Church’s efforts in recent years. Yet, from Wu Qingsong’s perspective, despite repeated orders to excavate more complete Underground Passages for the Beastmen to take shelter, the progress here was still far from adequate.
In contrast, the mountains and numerous valleys of the eastern and central Mojina Plateau had seen the Beastmen frantically constructing underground cities after the previous massacre. Combined with the natural caves and the intricate terrain, these areas could already largely meet the Beastmen’s needs for hiding.
Most of the Underground Railway leading to Undercity had also been completed. Even if the Elves launched an immediate attack on these regions, casualties could still be kept within an acceptable range.
“More sweat in training means less blood in battle! Don’t you understand this basic truth?” At first, Wu Qingsong was only pretending to be angry, but faced with the dense population and the severely insufficient Underground Passages, his fury finally erupted in earnest. “The Elves are coming soon. What do you plan to do then? Wait to die?”
“Your Excellency, the Elves rarely venture this far...” A Priest of the Dark Cloud Koning couldn’t help but argue.
“You’re pinning your hopes of survival on the enemy’s laziness?” His words only made Wu Qingsong angrier. “Don’t you know how many they slaughtered last time?!”
“Thunder can drive them away,” the Priest retorted resentfully.
He likely didn’t know that Wu Qingsong was the true form of Xuan Yuan, which made him lack sufficient respect when facing this seemingly too-young “Chosen One.”
“Thunder?!” Wu Qingsong didn’t even want to speak to him anymore. Using Divine Oracle, he left it to Koning, who was floating nearby, to deal with this fool. After issuing demands to the Priests sent by the Church and the Beastmaid Knights, he transformed into a Giant Eagle and flew to the next location.
“The Elves may not reach your area immediately, but if they fail to achieve sufficient results on the Plateau, it’s only a matter of time before they push west. You must seize this final opportunity to rally the Beastmen and work desperately for survival!”
Anger turned to worry, and finally to disappointment.
The Beastmen of this land had rarely suffered the Elves’ slaughter. Aside from the tribes bordering Ramna in the south, most Beastmen dismissed the idea that the Elves were coming.
They gladly accepted the seeds, iron tools, advanced farming implements, improved methods of cultivation, and better living conditions brought by the Church, and thus actively joined the Xuan Yuan Church as Believers. Yet they paid no heed to the warnings of the Priests and Knights, unwilling to abandon their newly built terraced fields and irrigation channels or their freshly constructed homes. Deep down, they believed the Elves would, at most, burn and pillage the Galloping Bull Highlands and eastern Mojina before leaving, unlikely to come as far as their land.
The Priests and Knights, having borne the brunt of Wu Qingsong’s anger, felt wronged. That night, they prayed to Xuan Yuan, pouring out their hardships and frustrations. Wu Qingsong happened to hear their prayers and learned of their struggles. Yet all he could do, in his identity as Xuan Yuan, was tell them that no matter how difficult it was, they must do everything possible to save more people.
“We cannot save everyone, and it is not our duty to save them,” Xiella told him when he complained. “This is also a test. The foolish, the arrogant, and those of insincere faith will be killed. Their deaths will reinforce the authority of the Clerics, solidify the resolve of the survivors, and help us identify our most steadfast and obedient Believers.”
“At such a cost...” Wu Qingsong knew she was right. People had the right to be foolish, but he still couldn’t bear to watch so many willingly remain in danger.
“Do not waste precious time and energy on those unworthy of your concern,” Xiella said. “Otherwise, you will save neither these people nor those you are meant to save.”
Her words finally convinced Wu Qingsong, and he quickly corrected his earlier mistakes, issuing a new Divine Revelation.
God helps those who help themselves.
This freed the Priests and Beastmaid Knights from endless persuasion and debate, allowing them to focus their energy on more meaningful tasks. Wu Qingsong, too, forced himself to shift his attention away from the Beastmen who thought they had outsmarted fate. He reluctantly halted his own plans for the time being and returned to the Frostplain Sea.
The Elves had arrived.
This time, their goal was clearly more ruthless. Powerful Magic caused numerous tunnels to collapse, burying alive countless Ratfolk and Rabbitfolk who had no time to escape. Fires burned everything on the surface, while fierce winds carried vast amounts of grit, turning the painstakingly cultivated fertile lands into deserts.
The Frostplain Sea was inundated with massive amounts of pathogens. Driven by the Elves’ powerful Magic, these pathogens rapidly spread, consuming all life in the beautiful lake and turning it into a festering wasteland.
Wu Qingsong had been waiting for clouds to gather in the sky, but the Legendary Wind Mages and Water Mages among the Elves were also watching the skies closely. The moment even a few clouds appeared, they either blew them away or used powerful Magic to drain their Water Elementals. The skies remained cloudless, rendering Wu Qingsong’s most potent Magic unusable.
Within days, the Frostplain Sea became a lifeless wasteland, reeking of death, with all its creatures wiped out.
The Elves’ direct casualties were few, but the destruction they caused would leave Nagrand unable to recover for decades. If not for the ability to draw relatively clean water from deep underground, this malicious tactic could have left the hiding Beastmen to die of thirst.
The Elves continued west into the Galloping Bull Highlands, driving away every cloud in their path, preventing any rain from forming.
Soon, the wildfires that had once raged there burned anew. This time, with the intervention of more Legendary Mages, the flames spread even faster and farther.
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Wu Qingsong was waiting for the Saints to compromise once again.
Previously, it was due to their excessive losses that they had been forced to surrender part of the secrets of Divine Art to him, allowing him to ultimately construct the immensely powerful Thunderstorm Divine Art.
This time, what would they hand over?
Using the lives of believers as bargaining chips didn’t bring him the slightest joy. But he and the Church’s direct subordinates—the Priests and Divine-favored Knights—had already done their utmost to avoid such casualties. Yet the Saints would rather hoard knowledge that might very well be enough to drive away the Elves, watching coldly as believers died. If responsibility was to be assigned, they bore far greater blame than he did.
“The Elves learn quickly.” As he followed the Elves’ trail along the hidden Underground Passage to the Galloping Bull Highlands, Imotos and Cybermont approached him as usual.
But they acted as if nothing had happened, behaving no differently than before, showing no intention to explain or mend the rift.
Wu Qingsong sneered coldly but said nothing.
He could sense the Demi-gods existing in their Divine forms but couldn’t see them, let alone discern their expressions. The two clusters of pure Divinity in the air, existing as spiritual entities, showed almost no fluctuation. A moment later, Imotos’ calm voice continued to transmit directly into his mind.
“For now, it seems we can only avoid their momentum temporarily.”
Among the Twelve Apostles, only Imotos, Cybermont, and Willost claimed the Galloping Bull Highlands as their territory. Wu Qingsong had once believed there were many more Demi-gods here, but now it appeared that the original Demi-gods of this land had long been purged, turned into nourishment for the Saints.
Was this why they colluded with the other Saints?
The Beastmen of this land had already suffered immensely under the Saentarsians’ cruelty—vast forests burned, countless Beastmen slaughtered. Though nature’s power had intervened, with new sprouts rising from the ruins, full recovery would take at least a decade or two.
Come spring, these mountains stripped of vegetation would likely face massive mudslides. The animals that once lived in these forests had either burned to death or fled. Under the relentless threat of the Elves, they couldn’t even return to the surface to farm. A large-scale famine seemed almost inevitable.
But compared to the imminent danger, such things mattered little.
Thankfully, having witnessed the Elves’ savagery firsthand—even experienced their cruelty—the Beastmen of this land had made full use of the brief period of peace. With the help of Undead sent by Wu Qingsong, they frantically expanded the Underground Passages. Combined with the underground facilities built over the years, while not all could hide in passages that met full safety requirements, they were at least no longer as helpless as before—able to quickly evacuate through the passages to nearby safe zones.
This might also explain Imotos and Cybermont’s composure.
Wu Qingsong’s mood only soured further at their calmness. Among the Twelve Apostles, they were the ones he trusted most, yet this was the treatment he received. His anger toward them far surpassed that toward the other Saints.
“The Elves will surely continue west!” he said to them. “Thunderstorm is no longer effective. What do the Saints plan to do this time?”
“They are still devising solutions,” Imotos replied.
“Solutions?” Wu Qingsong sneered.
Would it take another hundred thousand believers dying before they willingly surrendered that knowledge?
But he couldn’t force them. With the Elves so close, he couldn’t afford to create chaos and give them an opening.
“Fine,” he said to Imotos. “I hope they don’t take too long. Every believer is a source of Faith Power. Every death weakens the Church and slows the rate at which they gather Faith.”
“I actually wanted to speak to you about this,” Imotos said.
“What?”
“Given the current situation in the Northern Territories, some Saints wish to establish their own Temples in the newly formed southern dioceses,” Imotos said. “Personally, I believe this is an opportunity to show goodwill and gain their trust.”
Rage instantly flooded Wu Qingsong’s body. At a time like this, they weren’t thinking of protecting their own believers in the Northern Territories but instead scheming to secure new territories?
Were they proposing a trade or trying to blackmail him?
He nearly rejected the idea outright but managed to suppress his fury.
“It can be considered, but not now,” he told Imotos. “With the enemy at our gates, the priority is eliminating the Elves’ threat and protecting more believers. We can discuss this after driving them out.”
“But—”
“Tell any Saints with such ideas to speak with me directly,” Wu Qingsong snapped. “They can use Divine Oracle to communicate with me. If they have demands, why not approach me instead of using you as a messenger? It puts you in an awkward position unnecessarily.”
“You’re absolutely right,” Imotos replied swiftly. “I overstepped. Then I will inform them to contact you directly.”
The Saints likely had their own means of communication, and his words must have spread quickly, yet no one approached Wu Qingsong about the matter in the following days.
The fires soon consumed the Galloping Bull Highlands’ last remaining forests, turning the land to ruins. The Elves found few Beastman hideouts here and clearly had no intention of wasting time, effort, or Magic digging them out. Instead, they tainted the Plateau’s already scarce rivers and lakes with their foul bacteria before driving the flames further west.
Casualties surged. Vast swaths of land were engulfed in smoke and fire, even affecting the snow caps of distant mountains. Glaciers visibly melted, triggering severe floods and mudslides—ironically empowering the Legendary Water Mages among the Elves.
The Elves mercilessly slaughtered Beastmen with nowhere to hide, herding them, using their desperation to expose hastily dug shelters.
Then came the floods, earthquakes, toxic fumes, plagues... The Elves experimented with every means to find the simplest, most efficient, deadliest Magic to obliterate the Underground Passages.
The skies still lacked the clouds Wu Qingsong needed for Thunderstorm, leaving him frantic. But this time, the Saints never made demands as before—nor did they step forward with solutions.
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"They are waiting for you to step forward first," said Alice in a simple underground temple. It had been several years since she last met Wu Qingsong in person, having communicated only through the Divine Oracle until now.
She was no longer the girl Wu Qingsong remembered, but neither had she aged into a matronly figure like other Rabbit Girls of her age.
Most Beastmen at her age would have given birth six or seven times, becoming bloated and aged from repeated pregnancies. But as the first Saintess of the Xuan Yuan Church and the best-known among believers, she had long devoted her entire being to Xuan Yuan. Time seemed to have left little trace on her, much like the Divine-favored Knights—matured, yet not visibly aged.
Among the Beastmen, it was said that those blessed by Xuan Yuan gained such grace, and they themselves believed this to be true.
Wu Qingsong wasn’t sure how to explain this, but for him, it was the best possible outcome.
His own appearance had remained unchanged since he first arrived in this world. To the believers who had met him years ago, this was yet another proof of his divinity. But for Wu Qingsong, it meant he might have to watch his loved ones gradually age and die before his eyes.
Whatever the reason, any delay in that fate was something he welcomed.
Alice, second only to her father Morin in the Xuan Yuan Church and having long handled missionary work on the Plateau, had become Wu Qingsong’s top candidate to succeed as Pontiff.
Unable to consult Xiella, Nina, or Ram directly through Divine Oracle, he had sought out Alice instead, who was also on the Plateau.
Her words immediately soured his mood. Alice made it clear—the Saints hadn’t suddenly grown indifferent to the deaths of believers. They were simply enduring, waiting for Wu Qingsong to crack under the weight of the casualties first.
This was a gamble with believers’ lives as the stakes. Whoever cared more, whoever could bear the losses less, would falter first—putting themselves at a disadvantage in this game.
The thought made Wu Qingsong grit his teeth, but Alice pressed further, "Then, my Lord, will you step forward first?"
He met her gaze, and she held his without flinching.
Years had stripped away the fervor she once had in Ogrimmar, yet something in her eyes told Wu Qingsong that deep down, she hadn’t changed at all.
"Of course," he said, taking a deep breath.
Perhaps it was a flaw in him, but he couldn’t coldly treat believers as bargaining chips—even if, as Xiella put it, they weren’t truly devout.
Otherwise, over all this time, they should have long completed the Underground Passage under the guidance of Priests and Knights as per Xuan Yuan’s Divine Revelation.
Maybe they weren’t devout, only casual believers, or even opportunists drawn by the perks of faith—but life was irreplaceable. Once gone, it couldn’t be regained.
Faith couldn’t be reduced to a naked transaction. As a deity, Wu Qingsong couldn’t protect only those who fully trusted him while ignoring the rest. What would that make him? How would he be any different from them?
Even from the most pragmatic view, all believers started somewhere—pretenders, casuals, then Devotees. If they died now, any chance of their conversion died with them.
"I will go to them," Wu Qingsong said again.
Alice’s challenge had forced a choice, but strangely, he didn’t feel burdened. Instead, a weight lifted—the suffocating gloom he’d carried since leaving the western Plateau suddenly dissipated.
Xiella might be right, but in this world, not everything could be decided by cold calculation. To march forward despite countless obstacles, to act knowing success was unlikely—that wasn’t folly, but conviction. If they had always acted based only on gain, they wouldn’t have come this far. They’d never have challenged the leviathan that was The Empire, or else, like Dark Moon, remained forever preparing, never acting.
If he stood by, watching believers die just to avoid losing face against the Saints, what right had he to condemn them?
"I will go to them!" he repeated.
"My Lord," Alice asked, "in your heart, what place should these Saints truly hold? Can you tell me?"
Wu Qingsong hesitated—not to withhold an answer, but because he didn’t have one.
The Xuan Yuan Church was meant to be monotheistic. That much he was certain of, having seen how monotheism eclipsed polytheism time and again.
But beyond that? He had no ready answers, not even clear thoughts.
His original world had no Magic or Deities. Though he’d brought much from it that reshaped this land, not all could be transplanted wholesale. Could supernatural beings coexist under monotheism? How to balance them? He’d have to find those answers himself.
He didn’t know if lasting peace was possible—perhaps the thought was hubris. But if it was to happen, monotheism seemed the surer path.
War might never vanish entirely, but with the Xuan Yuan Church’s influence, transcendent status, and proactive mediation—especially with the looming threats of Mermen and Insectoids—conflicts among Beastmen could be minimized.
If this world collapsed into chaos after overthrowing the Elf rule, what would it all have been for? For that alone, he couldn’t let the Saints forge their own systems. Keeping them under Xuan Yuan risked unpredictability. So—eliminate them entirely?
The thought shocked even him.
Yet it took root stubbornly, crystallizing rapidly.
They bring this world no good... They feel no pity for Beastmen... They don’t deserve godhood...
Voices warred in his mind.
If you do this, how are you any better than the Elves? Or them? How many more ‘justified’ purges would follow?
He fell silent for a long while. Alice didn’t rush him, waiting patiently.
"What do you think I should do?" he finally
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