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Everyone stared at White Jade Skeleton, waiting for his decision.
Zhang Yang wore a faint smile.
The ghostly figure radiated coldness.
Only Yaoruoxian appeared deep in thought. Her gaze wasn’t fixed on White Jade Skeleton but occasionally flickered toward Zhang Yang. A doubt haunted her—why had his words earlier mirrored her own thoughts? Was this man deliberately provoking her through his argument with the ghostly figure?
Others, like Jin Zhilong and Yue Guilong, watched in sheer astonishment.
No matter what, Zhang Yang’s maneuvering had snatched back a chance to win from what they all believed to be certain defeat.
Martial arts meant defying the heavens.
This shook them just as profoundly.
"Who am I? What was my former self like? Where did I come from?" White Jade Skeleton murmured, lost in thought. "The Abyss of the Buried Immortals... Life and death in one wheel of reincarnation... What immense risk did I take? What resolve did it require to board the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals? I truly long to know."
"Perhaps it was a choice forced upon me... for my family."
"Perhaps I yearned to seize grand opportunities from the brink of death, to rise above my limitations."
"Perhaps... far too many perhapses."
"I once pondered deeply, yet all memories are lost. Only remnants remain: I was once flesh and blood. I once walked beneath sunlight. I surely once witnessed majestic mountains and rivers, witnessed all creation’s spirit, experienced love in life."
"But here... there is only darkness. Only death. Only humiliation. Only wretchedness. Only the slow, helpless watching as one skeletal being after another fades into nothingness. Trapped here. No future. Pitiful. Lamentable. Laughable. And now, confronted with a slender thread of hope, I still hesitate."
"Yes! Even a skeleton deserves a tomorrow!"
His words sounded like an outpouring of emotion, a surge of self-realization. Finally, he handed the Moonlight Saint Stone to Zhang Yang and declared: “I long for the sunlight.”
Five words decided it.
Yaoruoxian, witnessing it all, momentarily closed her stunning eyes. When they reopened, previous traces of emotion had vanished, replaced only by that familiar detachment—as if nothing touched her. She turned away slowly, her cool voice hanging in the air:
“The sixth competition: realm advancement. Before leaving Ghost Island, we see who ascends the furthest.”
The statement struck everyone like lightning.
Jin Zhilong almost roared “Madwoman!” again.
With the Moonlight Saint Stone in Zhang Yang’s possession, his breakthrough was virtually guaranteed.
And she chose this for the contest?
Was this placing herself in mortal peril to survive?
Wait!
Her direction—
Jin Zhilong gasped, horrified: "Death Crossing! You’re going to Death Crossing to cultivate! You’re insane! That’s a place where nine men enter but one doesn’t return!"
Not just him—everyone else mirrored his shock.
Even Blood Skeleton, White Jade Skeleton, and the others stared, wide-eyed and disbelieving, at the petite silhouette. For a fleeting instant, they felt a sharp jolt of inspiration.
Placing oneself in mortal peril to survive!
Cultivating within Death Crossing itself!
This was actually quite similar to Zhang Yang's description of defying heaven and seizing life.
Creating possibility from the impossible.
Yaoruoxian understood this truth far more profoundly than them and dared to try it.
Truly magnificent spirit!
Zhang Yang stared at her, a faint smile touching the corners of his mouth. He casually tossed the Moonlight Saint Stone into his storage bag and declared, "Yaoruoxian, from this moment, you've earned my respect!"
"To show you that respect, I, Zhang Yang, absolutely refuse to gain an unfair advantage using the Moonlight Saint Stone."
"I will defeat you with my own strength!"
The onlookers were even more astonished.
The Moonlight Saint Stone was more than just an opportunity; in a place like Ghost Island, it was practically a small cheat device for realm cultivation. Yet he abandoned it.
However, Zhang Yang saw Yaoruoxian's fragrant shoulders tremble slightly. Her steps quickened, and in the blink of an eye, she vanished. A slight curve lifted the corner of his mouth.
"Brother Zhang, it really wasn't necessary," Yue Guilong felt Zhang Yang was being too radical.
Without the Moonlight Saint Stone, to compete against Yaoruoxian, who had been tempered through life-and-death trials at the Death Crossing, Zhang Yang would also need to seek out a similarly perilous place for rapid improvement. Wasn't this essentially pushing himself to the edge of life and death as well?
Zhang Yang took out the Moonlight Saint Stone again and handed it to Yue Guilong.
Yue Guilong took it doubtfully. Then, with a start, he exclaimed, “There’s no moonlight essence left?”
Everyone was stunned.
The White Jade Skeleton rasped, “I used it. However, the Moonlight Saint Stone itself remains perfectly intact, undamaged by the River of Death.”
Many of the people and skeletons felt a surge of disdain towards Zhang Yang. He sounded so gallant, yet it was clearly not by choice.
Zhang Yang ignored them, his gaze still fixed on the direction Yaoruoxian had departed.
He knew this little woman was incredibly strong, ridiculously strong. Especially formidable was her heart. And yet, somewhat ironically laughable, she was still like a flower in a greenhouse. She had never truly weathered any real storms.
From the moment she first set foot in the Daybreak Phoenix Ruins, being defeated by him – even beaten despite him lacking holy power martial arts techniques – shattered the aura of invincibility she had built since childhood. The combination of her early success and mastering the Saints' laws had led her to look down on all under heaven, certain she was destined to Become an Immortal.
She had never tasted failure. No one had ever truly challenged her. She was the prized treasure of the Demon Sword Forbidden Area, where would she have had the chance to face genuine danger?
Therefore, he realized his earlier judgment had also been flawed. Perhaps from their very first clash, when he, without any holy power techniques, defeated Yaoruoxian, it had already planted a shadow in her heart. Only, she was unaware of it, and Zhang Yang hadn’t known it either.
"Yammering on about killing me to Become an Immortal."
"That's why the third battle started with that arranged contest to comprehend martial arts technique on the path of a saint, which I rejected."
"And the fifth battle was a competition for the Moonlight Saint Stone."
"Your heart was already unsettled then. You should realize that now."
He grew increasingly curious about what would become of this Yaoruoxian, whom he had repeatedly defeated and provoked, yet who now seemed influenced by newfound understanding and insights about life. He wondered how she would emerge after the Nine Battles Tribulation.
While he was lost in these thoughts, laughter erupted.
It was piercing, heart-stabbing laughter.
"Hahahaha..."
"So amusing. Here on my island, among the skeletons I enslaved, there was actually one measly little skeleton that managed to cause me a setback here. Hahaha, this is too rich."
The ghostly figure's laughter was malicious. His gaze, sharp as knives, fixed on the White Jade Skeleton, radiating intense killing intent.
The White Jade Skeleton, now resolute, assumed a stance of reckless abandon. At most, the soul fire within his eye sockets flickered briefly before calming.
"I fear death, but I yearn even more for the sunlight."
His attitude was unshakable.
The ghostly figure snarled, "Good! Very good! So you yearn for sunlight, huh? I can help you with that. I can send you to your death. Maybe there really is reincarnation in this world, and you'll come back as a beast – you might still see sunlight then."
Zhang Yang stepped forward, shielding the White Jade Skeleton. "I'm now seriously doubting whether you are truly the great terror from the cabin of the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals. Your stature, your vision, your courage, your spirit, your breadth of mind... all seem remarkably low-tier."
The ghostly figure said coldly, "You dare insult me."
Zhang Yang sneered, "I'm merely stating the truth. You've made my opinion of you plummet."
"You are courting death!" the ghostly figure roared.
Zhang Yang scoffed mockingly. Since the ghostly figure appeared, he had been intent on killing him. Was Zhang Yang supposed to fear him?
The ghostly figure snarled, "Ignorant fool! Brainless skeleton scum! You have no idea who you have offended! You will pay for this!"
He let out a thunderous roar and abruptly exploded, shattering into wisps of dark energy that shot down into Ghost Island.
The next moment, Ghost Island violently shook. Dark, eerie light surged into the heavens. Death energy billowed furiously. Even the waters of the River of Death churned and boiled as if seeking to rise and engulf the island.
The ghostly figure's voice echoed from everywhere on the island.
"Now, I will let you know who I truly am."
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Who was the ghostly figure?
This had always been a mystery.
He was discovered by Yaoruoxian when she stepped onto the deck of the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals, emerging from absorbing the dark aura and the death aura of the River of Death.
Nobody knew his specific name or where he was from.
However, Zhang Yang remembered that he was also afraid of the Annihilation Wind, and the power he displayed was insufficient to deserve the title of great terror.
But now, he felt danger, great danger.
That feeling like the great terror staring at him once again welled up from the depths of his heart.
Zhang Yang, Jin Zhilong, Yue Guilong, and other flesh-and-blood beings had not felt particularly oppressed, but numerous skeletons panicked and became agitated; in fact, some skeletons knelt directly onto the ground out of fear, screaming in terror, as the death intention on their bone bodies rapidly expanded.
The ghostly figure’s voice sounded again.
"That's right, Zhang Yang, you are very correct. I am not the Great Terror in the Cabin."
"I am... Ghost Island!"
Many people were slightly baffled upon hearing this.
Ghost Island?
Zhang Yang froze for a moment, then his eyes became intensely bright as he exclaimed with a shout, "Are you a life entity born from this island?"
Those who heard this felt a chill in their hearts.
The ghostly figure was this Ghost Island?
"Hahaha, correct! I am Ghost Island, and Ghost Island is me!"
"Everything on Ghost Island is under my control."
"If I want someone to die, they die!"
"If I want someone to live, they can live!"
"This group of lowly skeletons is merely trash parasitic on my body. Granting them life was nothing but a pastime of boredom, yet they felt no gratitude for my gift and dared to disobey my command—truly reckless."
Numerous skeletons knelt and begged in horror.
The White Jade Skeleton also retreated in terror.
Nobody had ever imagined that the ghostly figure was actually Ghost Island. Was he an island?!
So, this meant he definitely was not the Great Terror in the Cabin of the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals. Thinking of this, Jin Zhilong, Yue Guilong, Nie Bahuang, Liu Yuewu, and others could not help but tremble with fear.
They had mistakenly assumed that the ghostly figure was an incarnation of the great terror, while underestimating the great terror in the cabin.
"You lowly White Jade Skeleton, do you regret it now?" The ghostly figure addressed the White Jade Skeleton directly; he resented how, even on his own territory, he had lost—especially to a skeleton he viewed as lowly trash that caused his defeat.
The soul fire inside the White Jade Skeleton's eye sockets violently surged and stirred, displaying fear and restlessness. But soon it calmed down again, and said, "I had long detested the darkness; I yearned for sunlight!"
Ghost Island suddenly began to shake violently.
Horrific sounds of death even erupted on Ghost Island.
The River of Death surrounding Ghost Island also started to boil, being affected.
This was the ghostly figure going berserk. He snarled, "You want to die? No! I want you to live a life worse than death. I will take out your soul fire and wash it in the River of Death for a thousand years!"
He went mad.
The earth trembled violently, as if infinite dark power was being unleashed.
All the skeletons were terrified.
Zhang Yang also furrowed his brows warily, observing and looking for a way to counter him.
At that moment, he found there was no way to begin.
The ghostly figure was Ghost Island!
An island—how do you fight it?
Could it be necessary to blow up this island with punch after punch?
Just then, an unusual sound came.
"Huu... haa... Huu... haa..."
It was the sound of heavy breathing, overpowering the rushing water noises of the River of Death.
The skeletons did not react.
Zhang Yang, Yue Guilong, Jin Zhilong, and others who had descended from the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals were startled.
Even the rioting Ghost Island instantly quieted down.
Clearly, the ghostly figure was also startled.
They all looked toward the source of the sound.
Their gaze passed through Ghost Island, into the vast River of Death, and saw the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals floating in the water.
"Great Terror in the Cabin!"
Jin Zhilong swallowed his saliva and shouted in terror.
At first, they were terrified because they didn't know and had never heard of the great terror inside the cabin. Later, when the ghostly figure appeared, its actions made them underestimate the Great Terror in the Cabin. Now, they were chilled to the bone.
The breathing sound overwhelmed all other noises.
The breathing sound compelled all breathing; everyone with life was driven to breathe in sync with it, so that even if you resisted hard, you couldn't stop it.
As their breathing synced up, each person's heartbeat also seemed pulled to beat in the same uniform rhythm.
This was exactly the state caused when the Great Terror in the Cabin made its breathing sound for the very first time.
Everyone got goosebumps and felt a chill in their hearts.
The ghostly figure had fallen utterly silent.
As Ghost Island, it was slightly odd that he could board the ship, but even more incredible that he could merge with the ship's planks. Now, as the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals stirred suddenly at the moment he merged with Ghost Island and spoke in Ghost Island's voice, it was more shocking than ever. Was this revenge?
"Huu... haa... Huu... haa..."
The breathing sound grew louder, actually pressing down and gradually calming the boiling River of Death water around Ghost Island, pressing down to cause violent trembling in Ghost Island, and pressing down as the darkness on the island slowly receded.
The pitch-black Ghost Island surprisingly became translucent.
Everyone looked down.
With a start, they discovered that dim scenes had appeared within Ghost Island, growing clearer with each breath.
When everyone and the skeletons saw clearly, they couldn't help but gasp in shock.
Inside the island, there lay a corpse, pierced through by a dark sword.
"An immortal sword!"
Jin Zhilong and Yue Guilong exclaimed in unison.
Both their great imperial dynasties possessed legacies surpassing even holy weapons, granting them considerable knowledge.
A Dark Immortal Sword!
Even more astonishing was that streams of sinister dark aura emanated from the sword, seeping into the island and spawning tendrils of darkness. Then, they glimpsed a hazy figure beneath the translucent surface of Ghost Island, anchored amidst this dark aura.
That figure was unmistakably the ghostly figure!
A thought flickered in Zhang Yang's mind as he shouted: "Ghostly figure! You are not Ghost Island itself! You don't even realize, you are merely an evil lifeform condensed from the dark, sinister aura released by that Dark Immortal Sword! You sprang from Ghost Island, a mere phantom wisp of evil air! You don't even qualify as a true life, that's why you could board the ship!"
"No! Impossible! I am Ghost Island! Everything within Ghost Island obeys me!" The ghostly figure shrieked shrilly.
Zhang Yang said: "You are truly pitiful."
The ghostly figure roared insanely: "This is all fake! Fake!"
He exerted his power wildly.
Yet, under the terrifying breath of the Great Terror in the Cabin, he was utterly unable to move even a fraction of Ghost Island's power. Instead, inch by inch, he dissolved into a wisp of dark, sinister aura.
A shudder ran through Zhang Yang as he murmured: "Is this the punishment for impersonating the Great Terror in the Cabin's avatar?"
His gaze shifted, noticing more and more areas of Ghost Island growing transparent.
Whether it was solely to punish the ghostly figure or if something else lurked within, he couldn't tell.
He saw the corpse impaled by the Dark Immortal Sword was still bleeding. The blood, tainted by the sword's evil aura, mingled with the waters of the River of Death. Bubbling up onto Ghost Island, it formed the... yin and yang spring that could decide the skeletons' life or death!
He saw beneath the corpse what looked like a spring-eye connected to the River of Death's water. A greater evil seemed to shriek inside, suppressed only by the corpse's weight.
He watched as water from the spring-eye overflowed, flowing to a corner of Ghost Island. Water, blood, and dispersing breaths mingled there, colliding with the true River of Death, forming the Death Crossing. The figure of Yaoruoxian became faintly visible within it.
He strained to see more, but the terrifying breathing suddenly and abruptly ceased.
Everyone's breath caught, their minds growing briefly dazed. Zhang Yang, quick to react, immediately looked towards the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals outside the island. With a shock, he saw the river where the ship rested churning violently, surging into monstrous waves that threatened to engulf it. Within those towering waves, a colossal, terrifying human silhouette took form.
Seeing that figure, Zhang Yang felt an intense sensation, akin to when he faced the final strike of his Ascending to Heaven calamity and witnessed the Ten-Thousand-Meter Ghost King manifesting calamity to slay him.
Though clearly different, his sensitive intuition screamed fiercely that these were one and the same!
To his further astonishment, upon seeing the giant figure within the surging River of Death, Jin Zhilong shrieked a name.
"Tai Huang!"
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Supreme Emperor!
A peerless saint who, since the onset of the Eternal Night, rose like a meteor, illuminating the skies over the Western Desert and influencing the vast world.
He founded the Taixu Dynasty.
He ruled over the Western Desert for three thousand years.
After the Eternal Night, he was a saint whose brilliance was worthy of lighting up the pages of history.
His name was heard and mentioned by all, anywhere in the vast world, who practiced martial arts or were involved in martial arts.
It was said he did not die of old age; he mysteriously vanished.
It was said he laid out a development plan spanning over ten thousand years for the Taixu Dynasty, and according to this plan, the Taixu Dynasty step by step grew into the most formidable power in the Western Desert today, thus harboring its current ambition to dominate the Western Desert.
The Taixu Dynasty was akin to the Ghostly Divine Platform of the Southern Region, yet it was far weaker than the absolute might of the Ghostly Divine Platform.
Now, the founder of this Taixu Dynasty, the Supreme Emperor, actually gave Zhang Yang a feeling very close to one of the founders of the Ghostly Divine Platform, the Ghost King.
This struck him as incredibly strange. Why was this so?
No one could explain why the Supreme Emperor's figure appeared within the giant waves churned up by the River of Death.
He was immensely majestic, as if he were the master of the River of Death.
The colossal wave he stirred sought to smash the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals to pieces.
His raging form radiated an annihilating power.
In the eyes of those watching, the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals, which was enormous and filled with a terrible, mysterious dread, seemed pitifully small.
However, light suddenly burst forth from within the cabin of the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals. It was a brilliant light, brilliant enough for the people and skeletons on Ghost Island to faintly discern the silhouette of someone sitting within the cabin.
Immediately afterward, the enormous wave crashed down.
The Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals was submerged.
The immense figure of the Supreme Emperor also vanished.
Only the River of Death remained, surging turbulently, as if in rage, as if roaring.
Occasionally, light would pierce upwards from beneath the water.
Occasionally, an enraged roar of the Supreme Emperor would resound.
This state endured for a full half-hour.
The surging waters calmed to their normal state.
The overwhelming power dissipated.
The Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals reappeared, unchanged in appearance, its cabin dark and emitting no light, hiding the true nature of the great terror within. The river water grew calm, giving no sign of the Supreme Emperor's fate.
Everything returned to normal.
The Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals, just as before, slowly circled Ghost Island.
Zhang Yang, Jin Zhilong, Yue Guilong, the Blood Skeleton, the White Jade Skeleton, and others rose into the air, hovering high above, gazing out towards the River of Death.
Yet they could perceive nothing.
Only the boundless river water rose and fell.
They had no choice but to give up observing. The gap in cultivation realms was too vast; it was normal not to see anything. Besides, everyone and all the skeletons shared this peculiar feeling. Was it a battle between Sages? Or beings beyond Sages?
No one could provide an answer.
The Abyss of the Buried Immortals, the River of Death—filled with profound mystery and the unfathomable.
Everyone remained in shock, pondering.
The Abyss of the Buried Immortals! The River of Death! Ghost Island! The corpse inside the island! That Dark Immortal Sword! The Supreme Emperor!
All these things combined made Zhang Yang vaguely feel it still seemed connected to the Eternal Night.
Slain by the Dark Immortal Sword—if it were a Sage, they would have long been destroyed.
Yet the corpse was still bleeding—did that mean it was still alive?
This undeniably proved the corpse was... an immortal!
Moreover, what was the deal with the Great Terror in the Cabin?
Revenge against the ghostly figure?
That didn't seem right either. For an existence like that, was it necessary to bother with the actions of a minor ghostly figure?
Furthermore, if the corpse was an immortal, could it not be suspected that the Great Terror in the Cabin was also one, considering how terrifying it was?
And what about the Supreme Emperor?
If everything was explained by the Eternal Night, it seemed plausible. But then, why had the Great Terror in the Cabin chosen to act? Didn't it know about the Supreme Emperor? Didn't it understand this would unleash dreadful consequences?
Peculiar!
Zhang Yang racked his brains but couldn't fathom it.
Just then, a shrill, agonized scream shattered his train of thought.
The crowd looked over.
They saw the ghostly figure, a life entity condensed from a wisp of sinister aura released by the Dark Immortal Sword, disintegrate bit by bit amidst unwillingness and agony, before finally vanishing completely with a loud "poof".
The next moment, vibrant life energy surged through all the skeletons, and the deathly patterns etched onto their bone frames silently faded away.
"I'm free! The shackles limiting my cultivation are gone too!"
The one letting out the frenzied cry of excitement was unmistakably the Blood Skeleton.
Though he seemed to reign over the other skeletons, he too had been enslaved by the ghostly figure.
The Blood Skeleton laughed maniacally, "He's dead! Now I am master of the Ghost Island! The yin and yang spring is mine! Hear this, all skeletons: Honor me, live! Disrespect me, die!"
He intended to become the lord of Ghost Island.
Immediately, the skeletons were thrown into commotion. Those who recovered from the shock of the ghostly figure's demise quickly began making their choices.
Before long, seven or eight hundred skeletons of various kinds stood behind the Blood Skeleton.
Another two or three hundred skeletons remained hesitant, uncertain.
The White Jade Skeleton spoke, "Everyone, allow me to ask you a question: Is there anyone who wishes to stay here forever, with no desire to walk away from this place?"
He looked across all the skeletons. Receiving no response, he continued, "No one. We live here together. We know each other's deepest hopes—that much is known to all."
"Even though everyone knew walking out was a false hope, we always yearned for that day. Why?"
"Because even if the River of Death destroys our flesh and erases our memories, we still couldn't forget the sunlight outside."
"Now that true hope has arrived, why are you giving up?"
"The ones who enslaved us are dead!"
"The death energy that restricted our cultivation and endangered our lives has weakened. This means we can cultivate fully, grow rapidly, without any regard for the yin and yang spring."
"Because our goal is to walk out."
His words were highly inflammatory, and many skeletons voluntarily moved behind him.
In a short while, over two hundred skeletons gathered.
Blood Skeleton sneered, "Just based on him being at the Ascending to Heaven realm? Ridiculous! Even a saint arriving might not solve the problem. Could he?"
Zhang Yang also sneered. Here was another skeleton who revered saints to the core, believing that since saints couldn't manage, nobody below saints ever could.
White Jade Skeleton said, "I also have doubts about Brother Zhang."
The corner of Zhang Yang’s jaw twitched. Even White Jade Skeleton didn't trust him.
"But," White Jade Skeleton continued, "Brother Zhang gave us hope. What if the life-boosting forbidden law inscribed on the Stone Skin tainted by saint's blood combined with the Slaughter Sacred Thunder, which embodies both destruction and vitality? What would happen, everyone?"
Instantly, skeletons stirred again as over two hundred more gathered behind White Jade Skeleton.
Thus, a standoff emerged.
Blood Skeleton had over six hundred skeletons.
White Jade Skeleton had over four hundred. Though a gap remained, it no longer seemed significant.
"Very eloquent," Blood Skeleton scoffed coldly. "But I still see no hope for you. Abandon the yin and yang spring, and you die! I’ll be right here by the yin and yang spring, waiting for you to come begging!"
He led his followers away.
Zhang Yang inwardly praised Blood Skeleton's shrewdness. Seeing White Jade Skeleton rally over four hundred skeletons with just a few words, staying here risked more skeletons being swayed. Leaving was actually the best move.
Seeing this, Jin Zhilong also quickly led his people away.
White Jade Skeleton did not pursue, turning his gaze instead to Zhang Yang.
"Brother Zhang, the Sacred Thunder was exchanged with my Moonlight Saint Stone," White Jade Skeleton said. "Though their values differ, I trust you’ll honor our agreement. Now, regarding the Stone Skin..."
He turned to the gathered skeletons. "Those willing to contribute, offer your holy treasures and holy weapons in exchange. Let us make a trade to seize our own fate."
Over forty skeletons took out their treasures.
Most were damaged; the few intact pieces weren’t what Zhang Yang needed.
Still, he chose to trade the Stone Skin. At White Jade Skeleton's request, Zhang Yang infused the Stone Skin with the Slaughter Sacred Thunder.
After the exchanges concluded, White Jade Skeleton proposed heading to the Reincarnation Well.
The Reincarnation Well was both the birthplace of all skeletons on Ghost Island and an exceptional place for cultivation.
Zhang Yang and Yue Guilong readily agreed.
They arrived near the Reincarnation Well together.
With the death of the ghostly figure, the cultivation restraints on White Jade Skeleton and others had lifted. They were already eager to train, for only a sufficiently high realm could convince them they could completely sever death using the Stone Skin and Slaughter Sacred Thunder.
Previously, they had reached the Touching Heaven realm, beyond which cultivation became excruciatingly difficult. Now freed from that shackle, their thirst for power was undeniable.
Thus, upon reaching the Reincarnation Well, little discussion occurred before the skeletons began cultivating.
Yue Guilong hadn't fully refined the bloodline inheritance pearl, and hadn't even begun refining the handleless crescent blade. Filled with anticipation, he too withdrew to cultivate with his followers.
Only Zhang Yang remained unmoved.
He stared dumbfounded at the Reincarnation Well, its surface appearance utterly plain. Yet his bloodline stirred with a faint, indescribable anomaly. It felt similar to being called by that Tiny Flame illuminating the Firmament.
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The calling sensation was incredibly faint. Had the White Jade Skeleton not chosen to approach the Reincarnation Well, Zhang Yang might have missed it entirely.
He stood before the well, concentrating intently to sense it.
A subtle summoning, elusive as a whisper, made his bloodline tingle. Beyond that, nothing else manifested.
The Reincarnation Well appeared utterly ordinary, resembling any common well dug by mortal hands.
He stepped to its edge and peered inside.
As the birthplace of skeleton beings, it naturally held boundless mysteries. At least for skeletons themselves, without this well, their existence would be impossible—a significance beyond measure.
Standing close, he lowered his gaze into its depths.
Misty. Gray.
With his visual acuity, he couldn’t discern what resonated with his bloodline.
His Nine Extremes True Essence surged, channeling into his eyes to amplify his sight explosively.
The mist below grew translucent, and his vision stretched to its limits. Yet only a hazy scene emerged—this time, he faintly glimpsed... a lamp!
Exactly like the lamp he’d once seen illuminating the heavenly court.
A small oil lamp.
Its base was cracked and damaged.
The flame flickered no larger than a soybean.
"Another Tiny Flame."
"Could it be, as Black Tiger claimed, that fully awakening my bloodline requires me to seek various flames across the Falling Star Mountain Range? All like this one?"
"This discovery is pure coincidence. If not for—"
His expression shifted abruptly.
He jerked his head up, staring at the distant, vast river where the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals drifted aimlessly forward.
"Coincidence!"
"How could it possibly be coincidence?!"
"It’s the Great Terror in the Cabin!"
A grave realization struck him.
The Great Terror’s retaliation against the ghostly figure made no sense. Would a dragon soaring through the Nine Heavens care about an ant’s provocation?
Of course not!
Therefore, its vengeance over the ghostly figure’s "identity theft" was illogical.
Yet how to explain its earlier breath that had rendered this Ghost Island transparent?
Transparent!
Nearly ninety percent of the island’s features had been exposed—except the Reincarnation Well. For it hadn’t yet become transparent here, hadn’t yet revealed itself to him. Instead, the silhouette of the Taixu Dynasty’s founder, the Supreme Emperor, had manifested, directly flooding the river to submerge the Ghost Ship of the Buried Immortals.
"What if I interpret it this way."
"'The Great Terror in the Cabin, awakened by my bloodline and having glimpsed a sliver of mystery, sought to aid me in finding that lantern, while the Supreme Emperor intervened to prevent the lamp from emerging.'
'Could that be it?'
He had a strong intuitive feeling about this assumption.
Zhang Yang, whose five senses and six perceptions were innately hyper-sensitive, vaguely sensed that this could well be close to the truth.
Of course, there was also the possibility it was mere delusion born of his own excessive self-centeredness.
For instance, why would a place so profound as the Abyss of the Buried Immortals undergo a mutation solely for his sake?
'Supreme Emperor! Great Terror in the Cabin!'
He murmured these words to himself, persistently feeling that there was a deeper, profound scheme hidden within, though he couldn't quite grasp the thread of it just yet.
He reined in his wandering thoughts and looked once more into the Reincarnation Well.
Mist swirled thick within the well, obstructing his view.
Without concern for potential danger, he simply leaned his entire upper body into the well, determined to gain a clearer perspective.
The hazy image sharpened considerably.
The lamp presented itself in a deep, dark green hue, radiating an oppressive aura. Intense, ancient vibes emanated from its broken lamp stand.
The lamp rested upon a massive stone. This stone exuded an even heavier sense of bygone eras, as if it had weathered the ages since time immemorial.
'There seems to be an impurity within that Tiny Flame.'
'Could that be... black impurities?'
He strained to see clearly, only faintly perceiving wisps of what appeared to be dark impurities affecting the tiny flicker of flame.
He pondered for a long while before forcefully stimulating his bloodline.
His bloodline roared to life, surging like a mighty river.
Wisps of sanguine light began to seep out.
Just as it had when illuminating the Shattered Heavenly Realm with the initial Tiny Flame, this sanguine energy surged forth uncontrollably the moment it manifested, pouring directly into the deep green ember within the well.
The ember, after receiving it, trembled violently, striving to flare up, to erupt. Its sudden burst of light forced the surrounding mist to recede, finally granting Zhang Yang a much clearer view.
The burgeoning eruption of the flame, however, was forcefully suppressed by the dark impurities within it, only allowing a limited outburst.
The dark impurities resembled minute black specks, holding the fledgling flame in check. This made Zhang Yang frown deeply, for they looked unmistakably identical to the emanations from the Dark Immortal Sword that had pierced the corpse reflected within the Ghost Island.
There was a connection between the two.
Then, did that corpse have a connection to this lamp as well? Was it guarding it?
A sense of irritation washed over him. As more sanguine energy poured in, his bloodline resonated ever more fiercely. Frustrated by the potency of the dark impurities' suppression, he exerted tremendous force to stimulate his bloodline further, determined to help the lamp flame cleanse away the dark stain.
However, his bloodline, not yet fully awakened, offered far too limited assistance. The cleansing of the dark impurities progressed at an agonizingly slow pace; after a considerable time, not a single trace was utterly eradicated.
This made Zhang Yang scowl deeply. Could it be he truly couldn't manage this?
His thoughts churned, and his focus shifted back to the Tiny Flame flickering within the remnant 'Xiao' hall of the Shattered Heavenly Realm that appeared within his bloodline. Though the flame itself remained elusive and unseen as if viewed from the wrong angle, the light it cast did illuminate the Heavenly Realm.
He began to concentrate intensely—thinking, willing, attempting to communicate, trying to stir his bloodline—in hopes of drawing out the power of that fire, its emitted light, to illuminate the deep green lamp flame below, testing if it would have any effect.
This was merely an idea, a desperate hope.
Incredibly, as he focused his intent, it was as if he'd issued a command to his own body. The light emanating from within the 'Xiao' hall abruptly intensified, flaring brilliantly. Its radiance pushed outwards, illuminating the Heavenly Realm, then poured down into his very bloodline.
The sanguine light released by his bloodline suddenly took on a faint, gently glowing halo.
What happened next was astonishing. The blood-borne sanguine light transformed into countless deadly sharp swords, radiating terrifying edge. They ripped through the void between realms and slammed into the tiny green ember in the blink of an eye.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
The dark impurities, which had utterly thwarted Zhang Yang's efforts before, were instantly shattered, blasted into dust, obliterated into nothingness.
The dark green ember erupted violently.
What was once a faint resonance instantly crescendoed into a startling, thunderous hum, mirroring the incredible surge of the very first Tiny Flame he'd encountered.
Now, without any conscious effort on his part to stimulate it, his vast reserves of sanguine energy surged forth uncontrollably. They poured towards the ember, causing it to swell exponentially into a roaring conflagration. The inferno scattered the mist, its violent heat even seeming to ignite the massive stone beneath the lamp stand. The stone itself began to glow lightly, revealing three intricate patterns etched upon it.
As even more sanguine energy flooded in relentlessly, the dark green flame exploded with a resounding 'BOOM!'. It shattered into countless tiny burning sparks. These fiery motes streaked directly into Zhang Yang's body, diving deep into his bloodline.
Within the channel of his lifeblood, these sparks became fiery meteors. They descended like a celestial shower from the heavens, arcing slowly across the lofty, fractured sky of the Shattered Heavenly Realm. Unerringly, they all converged upon one impossibly dark and desolate region far beneath the floating ruins of the Heavenly Realm.
Previously, when Zhang Yang observed the Shattered Heavenly Realm within his blood, it appeared simply as a broken celestial palace suspended in darkness.
Now, he realized with a jolt it was only a portion.
Concealed deep beneath the Shattered Heavenly Realm, something else existed, something colossal and profoundly hidden. Yet, it was cloaked in pitch-black gloom where the light from the 'Xiao' hall's fire couldn't penetrate, rendering it utterly invisible.
As the Tiny Flame reassembled itself within this shadowed abyss, coalescing back into a distinct, albeit small, flicker of fire... it suddenly erupted with intense, blazing brilliance. Its light erupted violently, cutting through the darkness to illuminate the expanse above it.
Then, Zhang Yang finally saw what the light revealed... within this newly lit section of his bloodline world... countless bodies.
The image projected by his bloodline resembled a fractured, incomplete world.
The sky above was raining corpses—immortal corpses, slain violently.
The heavens were stained a somber crimson by torrents of immortal blood.
The terrain below was too indistinct to see clearly, yet rivers of deep, life-like red—undoubtedly rivers of immortal blood—coursed through the murk. Mountains rose, formed from vast accumulations, piles upon piles, of immortal corpses.
This Tiny Flame, drawn from the depths of the Reincarnation Well, had finally illuminated the realm of death within him.
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Chapter 305: The Eye on the Massive Stone
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It was difficult to imagine that dark green flames could actually illuminate death.
It was even harder to imagine that such a scene was being revealed within his lineage.
Those were immortals, one by one!
Moreover, Zhang Yang couldn't tell if it was an illusion or a sensing from his lineage, but he actually believed those were even more invincible immortals than the so-called Thunder Saint Monarch of the Great Path Palace realm on the immortal path.
They had been killed.
A light sorrow emanated from it, making him feel inexplicably sad and wanting to shed tears.
But then, a light warmth also came out, as if the dead immortals felt warmth because of him.
Moreover, he felt an inexplicable closeness, as if every immortal had an extremely intimate connection with him.
He took a deep breath, endured that inexplicable sorrow, and carefully examined.
The immortal corpses covered every corner of the sky above the world where the Shattered Heavenly Realm lay.
There were too many immortals.
All kinds of immortals.
He even saw dozens of dragons, the true kind that had existed before the Eternal Night.
He also saw a group of phoenixes, all real, and of various types including golden phoenixes, Daybreak Sun phoenixes, ice-fire phoenixes, and so on—all the phoenixes were also dead.
The sky and earth weren't scattering blood, but floating immortal corpses!
After a long, long time, Zhang Yang finally awoke from his contemplation. He felt that his face was wet, and when he wiped it, he found he had been crying.
"'I don't know why, but sorrow fills my heart and mind.'"
"'Perhaps I should delve deeper into the secrets of my lineage.'"
"'Perhaps I bear a special mission.'"
"'No matter what, I will let all of this fully manifest itself.'"
"'The world within my lineage is still unclear and incomplete, meaning it still needs fire.'"
"'The Falling Star Mountain Range probably has some kind of flame that can continue to light up my lineage. Once this sorrowful scene is fully lit, my lineage should awaken entirely.'"
This was a kind of sensory perception, very intense.
He let out a turbid breath and wiped away his tears.
He was going to keep moving forward.
He gathered his spirits, and looked again at the Reincarnation Well, clearly sensing a kindred feeling coming from that massive stone.
After a moment's thought, he suddenly flew into the Reincarnation Well.
Originally, it hadn't looked deep, but upon actually entering, he found it was as vast as a world.
He flew for a while before landing on the massive stone.
Around the massive stone, it was misty, with very thick fog that subtly carried an air of death; in terms of feeling, it seemed even stronger than the River of Death.
As for the lampstand, after the flame entered his lineage and illuminated death, it had turned into ash and dissipated.
This sense of intimacy came from the massive stone.
He caressed the stone.
Discovering the stone seemed boundless, its edges vanishing into the mist.
He cautiously ventured toward the surrounding fog. As it churned, it emitted a terrifying, overwhelming pressure, even carrying a bone-chilling killing intent. It felt as if unspeakable horrors lurked within, hidden from his sight.
He found he could only move within the faint radiance cast by dim green lanterns.
Looking back at the massive stone.
Earlier, when the surge of vital energy entered it, it had illuminated three patterns.
In truth, many patterns adorned the massive stone, and though he was right next to it, looking and touching, he still couldn't discern what any of their shapes were.
Finally, he had no choice but to focus all his attention on those three illuminated patterns.
The three patterns were: an eye, a pair of wings, and the character for "immortal".
He lightly traced them with his fingers, feeling a faint warmth emanating within, along with an incredibly subtle and minute fluctuation of power. It was as if these things held a profound mystery.
Closest to him was the eye pattern.
He concentrated intently on observing this eye. To his astonishment, a single glance produced an indescribably profound sensation; it was as though his own eyes fused as one with this eye.
Then, something miraculous occurred.
It felt as though he had opened a supreme divine eye originating from beneath the earth.
Wherever this gaze fell, it pierced through the murky skies above the River of Death within the
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