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The cavern was silent, save for the bubbling of the small pot, which emitted a strange but not unpleasant odor.
"I know the Beastmen have failed many times, but I don’t believe those failures were worthless. They pointed the way for those who came after, showing them which paths were impossible and forcing them to seek others. Why did the Elves succeed? Why did the Beastmen fail? I don’t know if the wise among you have ever considered these questions. The Beastmen once had glory—how did it come about? How did so many mighty individuals arise? Is there a way to rediscover and replicate the methods of that time? If not, can we find a new way to create such strength?"
"Surrendering is easy. Just identify the problems, the difficulties, repeat to yourself a hundred times that it’s impossible, and then choose to give up. Success is hard. It requires not only identifying the problems but also finding solutions, persevering, and overcoming every obstacle one by one. Compared to success, admitting failure is far simpler and more comfortable. It’s all too easy to find reasons why we can’t succeed—but is that what we should choose? I believe there are no unsolvable problems in this world, nor any insurmountable barriers. What’s lacking is only the determination and perseverance to keep challenging and trying, the courage and wisdom to rise again and again from failure and move forward. Our predecessors used their failures, their blood and lives, to mark the paths that lead nowhere. All we must do is draw strength from their attempts and choose a different road from theirs."
"Perhaps we’ll succeed. Perhaps we’ll fail. But as long as someone continues to try after us, the right path will eventually be found. And those who die in the search will not have wasted their lives. Nothing will be without value or meaning."
He was trying to convince the three people before him, but in truth, he was also convincing himself, warning himself. He loved history, and what he knew of the Republic’s founding was a tale of hardship and extraordinary struggle.
Countless exceptional individuals had fallen along the way, eventually forging the nation he knew. And the enemies they faced, in some ways, were no weaker than the Elven Empire.
He had said enough, yet he couldn’t stop himself from continuing: "I believe everyone has the right to pursue a better life. What I must do is devote all my strength to helping them realize that dream. Maybe you’re right—Nagrand’s emergence has brought suffering to many Ratfolk. But this suffering wasn’t inflicted by Nagrand. It was created by millennia of so-called tradition, by the powerful Beastfolk who never saw them as equals, by their own reluctance to resist or attempt change, and even by those of you who understand everything yet accept it as natural and never seek to alter it!"
"Was Nagrand wrong? Is granting people equality, justice, freedom, and a good life wrong? No, I don’t believe so! The fault doesn’t lie with Nagrand, but with the deep-seated fear and despair that shackle the minds of every Beastman on this land! You fear all change because of your ancestors’ failures, dread further suffering, and even reject beneficial transformations, leaving this Plateau lifeless and hopeless. As sages and leaders, instead of guiding the Beastfolk toward change, you wish them to remain ignorant and accept this so-called ‘happiness’? Grandmaster Dexter, you were wrong about one thing—the Ratfolk’s suffering didn’t begin with Nagrand. It was always there. You simply pretended it didn’t exist and hoped they’d do the same. Faced with such a hopeless existence, they had no choice but to resign themselves to it."
"If Nagrand has any fault, the only one I’ll admit is its limited power—its inability to extend this life, this hope, to more people, to free them from their self-deceptive ‘happiness’ and let them pursue true fulfillment!"
His voice finally fell. His heart pounded fiercely, and every pore of his body seemed to cry out, every hair standing on end with excitement.
He looked to those around him.
Ling was crying. Nina’s fur bristled, her fists clenched.
Lia’s eyes shone brighter, making her appear younger, while the Bearman and Werewolf’s fur stood on end—though Wu Qingsong couldn’t discern their thoughts from their expressions.
"...You speak well," the elderly Bearman said slowly after a long pause.
Wu Qingsong shook his head. "I believe my actions outweigh my words. But often, I think more than I can execute, lacking the resources and hands to turn ideas into reality. So, I use words to convey them, to make people understand what we should do, why we should do it, and what we might achieve. If you’ve been watching Nagrand, you should know this."
"I wouldn’t know," the Bearman replied. "Perhaps you’re right, but my wisdom is insufficient to judge. However, someone surely knows the answer."
He picked up the small pot simmering over the fire, tossed in a handful of the red stargrass they’d brought earlier, and stirred. Soon, the liquid inside turned blue.
"Didn’t you question whether the Beastmen’s gods exist?" He ladled a generous portion of the blue liquid into a wooden bowl and handed it to Wu Qingsong. "Drink this. Then, our doubts will be resolved."
After a brief hesitation, Wu Qingsong took the bowl.
To his surprise, the blue liquid didn’t repulse him—its scent was almost soothing.
Hagil sprinkled an unknown powder over the fire, and as he chanted, the air around them seemed to thicken, growing dense and sluggish.
Wu Qingsong glanced at Nina and Ling, raised the bowl, and downed its contents in one go.
The world around him drained of color. Seconds later, everything vanished. The cave became cramped and muddy, its entrance overgrown with moss.
"Nina? Ling?" he called out instinctively, then stood and walked toward the cave mouth.
Sunlight poured in—it was the finest season of early summer on the Plateau.
"Wu Qingsong~" A voice called from a great distance, and his body slowly rose, drifting toward it.
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"Wu Qingsong~" The voice lingered in his ears, distant yet intimate.
"Who are you?" Wu Qingsong shouted. A flicker of panic rose within him—he had never revealed his true name to anyone in this world. How did it know?
But the voice never answered, only continued to call him, guiding him until his body lifted into the air and flew southward.
Wu Qingsong had no control over his body. He could only submit to whatever was happening. The landscape below was familiar yet utterly alien, devoid of any traces left by the Beastmen, as if everything had reverted to its primal state.
This surreal detachment made him wonder: what kind of being awaited him? What would he witness?
The gods of the Beastmen? So they truly existed?
"Wu Qingsong~" The voice spoke again.
Wu Qingsong looked up and saw a massive white bear atop a snow-capped peak, watching him. The unseen force gently lifted him until he floated before the bear.
"Who are you?" Its sheer size rivaled the mountain beneath it. The enormous airship Ling had summoned would be no larger than a ball resting in its palm. Wu Qingsong doubted whether it could even see him.
"My name is Imotos, traveler from another world," the great bear's voice echoed.
Contrary to Wu Qingsong's expectations, it wasn’t deafening. In fact, he never saw its mouth move—the words seemed to emanate directly from its mind.
"Imotos?" Wu Qingsong repeated softly.
"I apologize for summoning you this way, but my power is nearly spent. I can do little else."
"How did you know my name?"
"You must have guessed—this isn’t reality but a journey of the mind. When you drank that Arcane Elixir, Wu Qingsong, our spirits merged. Many of my questions found answers, and now, yours shall too."
"You peered into my memories?" Wu Qingsong gasped.
"It is one of the few abilities I still possess. Forgive me, but I had no choice," the bear said. "Your body is unique. You cannot remain in this state for long. Wouldn’t it be better to spend the remaining time on something more meaningful?"
Wu Qingsong fell silent. He had countless questions about the gods of this world, yet faced with one, his thoughts tangled into knots. Where should he even begin?
"This world originally had no gods," Imotos said, as if reading his mind again. "Where it came from, where it is headed, how the Beastfolk, Insectoids, Scaled Tribe, Feathered Tribe, and Dragonkin came to be—who created them? We never found answers. All we knew was that when consciousness first emerged, the world was already as you see it now. Except back then, the Insectoids dominated the land, while other races barely survived in the barren corners they despised."
"The Northern Wasteland was the Beastfolk’s first home and final refuge. The Insectoids loathed the cold, the thin air, and the desolate Plateaus, allowing us to survive and thrive there. The Feathered Tribes and Dragonkin scattered across the mountains, struggling just the same. At that time, only the Scaled Tribe could contest the Insectoids, but the vast oceans lacked the conditions to nurture many intelligent lives or powerful civilizations. Meanwhile, the Insectoids thrived even underwater, fiercely competing with them in every region."
"Fortunately, the Insectoids were not a single race, Wu Qingsong. You, more than anyone, should understand—the differences among them might be greater than those between us and the Feathered Tribes. They waged endless wars, annihilating countless tribes, while we grew stronger in the shadows. We even allied with some Insectoids, aiding them against their enemies."
"Yet we were no match for their might. Over time, thousands of Insectoid tribes perished. Those that remained were communal, highly organized, immensely fertile, and adaptable. Most crucially, they obeyed a single leader blindly. The entire race became one entity, linked by overwhelming psychic power, unleashing unprecedented strength."
"It was then that gods first emerged."
"Possessing immense power, near-immortality, and the unwavering worship of their kind, they drew strength from their followers and returned a fraction of it. None could explain how this complex system arose, but it did, quickly stabilizing as the sole structure of the Insectoids. Their leaders became the first gods, growing ever stronger by devouring one another."
"The Insectoid tribes we supported were utterly crushed in the escalating war, absorbed by the victors. We retreated once more to the Plateaus, Ice Plains, and mountains, bowing to the dominant Insectoid clans. When all seemed lost, Artis proposed a way to steal power from them."
"Artis? The Elf goddess of light and hope, Artis?" Wu Qingsong couldn’t help but interject.
"Correct," the bear shifted slightly, as if shaking off insects.
"We tried mimicking the Insectoids but failed. Some of us achieved near-immortality and power. We compelled our people to worship them, even granting power to their Believers. Yet the crucial step eluded us—we couldn’t draw strength from them."
"Divine Spark?" Wu Qingsong offered.
"If you wish to call it that, so be it," Imotos said. "Artis’s breakthrough was suggesting we might seize this power from the Insectoid leaders, giving us a fighting chance."
"By then, every Insectoid leader was formidable. We bided our time until two factions clashed. As their vassals, the Beastfolk, Feathered Tribes, and Dragonkin joined the war, fueling it at great cost until one side triumphed. Artis signaled the moment to strike. All our strongest warriors ambushed the victor, slaying it and claiming both Divine Sparks."
"A war for godhood nearly erupted among us. Artis shattered the two Sparks, distributing the Shards of Divine Spark to all survivors, quelling the strife and granting us divinity."
"But seeds of discord were sown. The fragments were unequal. Artis claimed a large share for her contributions, but the Dragonkin took the biggest Shards, leaving the rest to Beastfolk and Feathered Tribes. All fragments let us draw strength from Believers, but efficiency varied."
"Each of us fostered faith among our kin, growing stronger over centuries. We repeatedly ambushed isolated Insectoid leaders, seized their Shards, and finally drove them into the Abyss."
"Victory was short-lived. Thirst for power turned us against allies. The Dragonkin, mighty but few in number, were first. Why should they hoard the largest Shards? Then came the Feathered Tribes—why should their sparse Believers claim so much? Our adaptability and numbers gave us the most faith, ensuring our resilience in prolonged wars."
"Once we purged all rivals, thinking the world ours, war returned—this time amongst the Beastfolk."
"You can guess what followed. The Elves were few but craved more Believers beyond their kin. We dismissed them, considering them no threat. They stoked this misconception, inflaming conflicts, joining wars to claim more Shards. By the time we united against them, Artis and her children had grown too powerful to overcome."
"Then where are they now?" Wu Qingsong pressed. "If they exist, why have I never seen them?"
"Be patient. That is precisely what I’m about to tell you," Imotos said.
Wu Qingsong fancied he saw the bear smile.
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"In the process of establishing the Elven Empire, Artis and her children hunted down and annihilated us, the demi-gods who stood between deities and mortals, seizing and devouring all the Shards of Divine Spark. They forcibly concentrated the world’s faith onto the eight of them, growing unprecedentedly powerful—so much so that they gained the ability to destroy this world with ease," Imotos said. "Then, one day, they awakened the world’s primal force."
"Primal force?" Wu Qingsong repeated the term. It wasn’t unfamiliar to him, but this...
"It’s difficult to explain what it is. The only thing we know is that their existence threatened the world itself, so they were rejected and banished from it. They still live somewhere, their power remains, but they can only return to this world under restricted conditions, through certain means."
Wu Qingsong could tell Imotos was laughing heartily, but he couldn’t bring himself to join in.
Perhaps he could breathe a sigh of relief, since the greatest power the Elves could wield was no longer something he needed to fear. Yet this did nothing to improve his current situation—in fact, it made things worse.
"Are you saying this 'certain means' is like what the Demon Lords of the Insectoids did—pouring a portion of their power into their followers to instantly create powerful warriors?"
"That’s one of the methods available to them," the massive polar bear finally regained his composure.
"One?" Wu Qingsong seized the word he didn’t want to hear. "So they have other ways to use their powers?"
"Even a demi-god like me, who lost my Divine Spark and even my life, reduced to nothing more than a faint remnant of consciousness, can still use Divine Revelation to seek out my Apostles. What they can do is far greater," Imotos said. "Listen, Wu Qingsong, now that you know the history of the deities, you should understand why I summoned you here."
"Of course," Wu Qingsong nodded.
In a way, the Xuan Yuan Church was retracing the same path they had once taken.
Of course, Wu Qingsong was far from powerful, yet he had already achieved a form of immortality prematurely. While there were deviations, he had amassed a large number of Believers, drew power from them, and selectively bestowed a portion of that power upon chosen followers. He had accomplished all this.
Would he shape a god? Or would he become one?
Even though this was an illusion, Wu Qingsong’s heart pounded with unprecedented intensity.
"I now know that Xuan Yuan does not truly exist," Imotos said. "I am not a demi-god of wisdom, so I cannot predict how this will end. Will this non-existent deity gradually become real? Or will you, Xuan Yuan’s sole Divine Emissary, absorb the power from your Believers and ultimately ascend as a god? That is for you to discover. All I care about is whether you can wield this power wisely—and avenge me."
Wu Qingsong stared at him, and the immense figure stared back.
"Do you know why Melinis commanded his Apostle to oppose you?"
"Melinis?" Wu Qingsong had never heard the name, but he quickly realized who Imotos meant. "You mean Bolder?"
"Bolder, yes, that’s the name," the great polar bear rumbled. "Let me tell you a secret, Wu Qingsong. When we devoured the Shards of Divine Spark, what we gained wasn’t just immense power, immortality, or the ability to absorb Faith Power. After coexisting with them for millennia, our minds resonated with the fragments, adopting some of their traits."
"Though we were ultimately defeated one by one, slain by Artis and her children, who took back the Shards we had consumed, these traits allowed remnants of our consciousness to survive. Not the mindless Soul Fragments you Necromancers collect and wield—but Divinity Fragments, with self-awareness, fragments of memory and thought, even the ability to absorb Faith Power and exert some influence."
"Compared to when we lived, our power has greatly diminished. But as long as we still have Believers, we can draw strength from them, slowly restore ourselves, and perhaps one day return to this world."
"But it’s not easy," Imotos continued. "Wu Qingsong, you can imagine—after our crushing defeat, with our people and followers slaughtered and the survivors forced into the Elven Empire, compelled to worship Artis and her kin, our flow of Faith Power was cut off. We had to carefully ration what little remained, choosing the right individuals to empower, so they might spread and sustain belief in us, preserving our existence."
"We had to grant them some power, so they could use it to maintain and expand their following. But without the Shards of Divine Spark, the Faith Power we could draw was pitifully small. Most of the time, it wasn’t worth the cost. Many failed—caught by the Elves’ hunts, or killed in conflicts with other Apostles—taking the power we’d given them to the grave. If this happened too often, we’d exhaust our reserves, unable to seek or train new Apostles, and fade into oblivion."
"Some tried to have their Apostles conquer as many Beastmen as possible, hoping to amass more Faith Power. But in the process, they burned through too much strength, made too many enemies, and perished long before achieving their goals."
"Many failed, Wu Qingsong. Since the Elves turned on us, over two hundred demi-gods have dissipated entirely. Those who remain are mostly clinging to life, too weak to even issue the simplest Divine Revelation. If I hadn’t been among the last slain, and if my people hadn’t persisted to this day, I too would have burned out centuries ago."
"Has Xuan Yuan threatened your existence?" Wu Qingsong asked.
"Melinis has fallen silent. His complete dissolution is only a matter of time. He gambled everything to save his mightiest Apostle, pouring in too much power and losing it all," Imotos said. "What you said earlier was interesting—Melinis, with his life, showed me the wrong path. That’s why I won’t oppose you. I want to work with you."
"Work together?"
"I will issue a Divine Revelation, ordering Hagil and Dexter to assist you with all their strength."
"And then?" Wu Qingsong pressed.
"I know you’ve fabricated many Saints in Xuan Yuan’s doctrine. Add my name—make me the only Bearman among them. Then, out of a peculiar pride, perhaps all Bearmen who follow Xuan Yuan will also worship me. That could give me the means to survive."
"Will it work?" Wu Qingsong asked.
"I don’t know," Imotos admitted. "But I have no better options left. If I can regain strength this way, Wu Qingsong, I’ll share more with you—how to claim a Divine Spark, wield its power, and ultimately ascend as a deity. I’ll also persuade the remaining Divinity Fragments of other demi-gods to join me in supporting the Xuan Yuan Church."
"If I succeed, they’ll have no reason to refuse. Under their Divine Revelations, the entire Plateau will open its arms to your Church. Your ambitions will unfold without obstruction."
Wu Qingsong studied the colossal polar bear for a long time, uncertain whether its words were true.
Perhaps its motives ran deeper. Perhaps its offer concealed some ulterior scheme. But for Wu Qingsong, this was an offer he couldn’t—and had no reason to—refuse.
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Wu Qingsong wanted to ask more, but the massive white bear illusion in front of him suddenly trembled and grew indistinct.
"Your physique is even stronger than I imagined, Wu Qingsong. You are about to awaken. Please do not refuse me. Let me become..." The white bear's form twisted, and the next moment, Wu Qingsong abruptly regained consciousness.
"Wu?" Ling's voice asked.
He found himself resting in Ling's arms, with Nina nearby.
"How long was I asleep?" Wu Qingsong asked.
"About half an hour," Nina replied.
Wu Qingsong raised his head and noticed the Bearman Shaman and the Werewolf Shaman both collapsed by the fire, deep in slumber, while Lia Vanderweil watched them with a complicated gaze.
"Did you meet the deity they worship?" Perhaps noticing Wu Qingsong's glance, she looked up and asked.
Wu Qingsong nodded. He recalled Lia once saying she did not worship any deity but the world itself. So, was the source of her power the same force that had driven the Eight Primary Deities of the Elves out of this world?
"They might need some time before waking up," Lia said. "Now would be a good time for you to tell us what you saw. If you don’t mind?"
"There’s nothing I can’t share," Wu Qingsong said.
Of course, he omitted some details. After all, certain truths would be meaningless to them and might even cause trouble.
Even so, the tale of the deities and the world’s upheaval completely overturned Nina and Ling’s understanding. The earliest gods, or Ancient Ones, turned out to be hive-mind leaders, while their Ancestral Spirits were merely Beastfolk warriors who had stolen Divine Sparks from them. What was hardest for them to accept was that the deities they worshipped were far from benevolent—greedy, ruthless, willing to betray allies for gain, even attacking their own kin.
Even Lia was surprised. As a shaman who followed the natural path, she did not receive Divine Revelations and thus had no knowledge of this past. Naturally, no deity would willingly share such dishonorable history with their apostles or followers.
"Best not to speak of this carelessly, especially not to Beastfolk who worship the Ancestral Spirits," Lia said. "This is especially true for shamans. Otherwise, I fear the Xuan Yuan Church will quickly become a target."
Unlike Nina and Ling, she seemed invigorated after hearing Wu Qingsong’s account. Clearly, she had considered the same possibility as Wu Qingsong, reinforcing her faith in nature.
"But if Imotos wishes to ally with Xuan Yuan, why not approach Him directly instead of going through you?" she immediately raised another question.
"Perhaps his remaining power prevents direct contact with Xuan Yuan, forcing him to relay the message through me," Wu Qingsong offered a somewhat flimsy excuse.
He couldn’t possibly tell them Xuan Yuan did not exist. In the church’s early days, this was an unspoken understanding among the core members. But as one miracle after another occurred, many had since changed their minds.
Perhaps the doctrines and scriptures of the Xuan Yuan Church were indeed crafted by Wu Qingsong and Morin, but surely that was merely Xuan Yuan’s ordained method to spread His glory. If not, how else could Wu Qingsong have known so many legendary tales and the intricacies of founding a religion?
Even Morin himself had grown convinced he was merely a tool chosen by Xuan Yuan to record these truths, believing every stroke of inspiration was a Divine Revelation bestowed upon him.
"Do you think Xuan Yuan will accept him as one of His Saints?" Lia asked.
Wu Qingsong longed to discuss this with someone, but now that Xuan Yuan’s existence had gradually become accepted through "miracles" and the church's growth, no one remained who could share this burden. He was on his own.
"I believe He would agree," he finally answered after hesitating for a few seconds.
"Wu." Nina suddenly spoke, her voice uneasy and hesitant. "Do you think... our Silver Moon ancestors..."
According to Wu Qingsong, Demi-gods who had long withheld Divine Revelations had either perished or exhausted most of their power, teetering on the edge of oblivion. So, the Silvermoon progenitor, who had not communicated for centuries—had He met the same fate?
"The next time I meet Imotos, I will ask him this and request he search for the Divinity of the Silver Moon Wolf Clan’s ancestor," Wu Qingsong said. "Nina, I believe He still exists somewhere. If you wish, I can also... share His name with Xuan Yuan and ask for Him and Imotos to be enshrined as Saints together."
"His name is Cybermont..." Nina said gratefully.
Though she now knew the nature of the so-called Ancestral Spirits, this was still the progenitor of her Silver Moon Wolf Clan, the deity her people devoutly worshipped. She could only hope He was not the kind of god Imotos had described.
The group continued chatting while waiting. Nearly an hour later, Hagil and Dexter finally awoke, their expressions revealing they had received revelations they struggled to accept.
"The Great White Bear Lord bade me tell you that Cybermont has not perished," the Bearman Shaman said uncertainly. "He merely exhausted His power in the War of the Deities and fell into a long slumber."
"War of the Deities?" Wu Qingsong asked. Then he realized what Imotos had told them likely differed from what He had shared with him. Perhaps, before His own apostles, He had embellished Himself and twisted past events.
He glanced at Lia. Maybe she was right—this matter should end here.
"And what of Imotos?"
"He has ordered us to assist you fully, Siddell," the Bearman Shaman said. "As for the reason, you must already know?"
"I will bring back results as soon as possible, Hagil," Wu Qingsong said.
These two shamans of Imotos might still struggle to comprehend why their god would become another’s Saint—a massive blow to their faith. But it was surely better than revealing the full truth.
"What do you need us to do?" the Werewolf Shaman asked.
"I hope you can follow Lia’s example and separately seek out the powerful among the Beastfolk. Explain the true nature of the Xuan Yuan Church and our intentions. Even if we cannot secure their direct support, I wish to prevent misunderstandings and conflicts."
"That won’t be a problem," Hagil said. "Once the White Bear Lord delivers another Divine Revelation, we will begin immediately."
"You can start preparing," Wu Qingsong said. "I believe Xuan Yuan will soon accept Imotos’ proposal, and you will become members of the Xuan Yuan Church."
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Xuan Yuan's so-called decision was merely for show. With Alice's cooperation, revising the scriptures of the Xuan Yuan Church was as easy as lifting a hand. The previously vague mentions of Bearman and Werewolf Saints were clarified, and new content was compiled based on the experiences of Imotos and Cybermont. However, disseminating these changes to every temple and having the Priests relay them to the believers would still take at least several months.
Whether this would be effective, whether it would restore their powers, or whether there would be any side effects remained unknown. All they could do was wait. Wu Qingsong didn’t spend much more time on this matter. After returning to Nagrand and spending a few days with his children, he and Ling set off into the night with the newly selected regional Bishop candidates, flying toward Gale Island.
Unbeknownst to him, Morin had already stayed on Gale Island for nearly four years, missing most of the Divine Favor Knight Order's development. If his successor hadn’t been his daughter Alice, this prolonged absence might have created enough discord between Xuan Yuan’s Divine Emissary and the Church’s leadership.
The Church was about to undergo another major transformation, and under such circumstances, Morin absolutely shouldn’t have been absent.
Throughout the journey, Wu Qingsong briefed the Ratfolk who would succeed Morin on everything about Gale Island, as well as key points for interacting with Bolder. This Ratfolk had once been one of the most zealous Priests. After years of tempering, Wu Qingsong believed he now possessed the qualities to stand on his own. At the very least, his starting point and abilities were far superior to Morin’s back in the day. Even if he couldn’t outperform Morin, he shouldn’t do any worse.
"Your most important task is supervision and balance," he told the Ratfolk Priest. "The work of preaching will be carried out by the Penguin Folk Priests and Harpy Priests. You only need to oversee the process and effectiveness of their efforts."
Morin had originally had another crucial task—monitoring Bolder’s actions. But after a series of events, Wu Qingsong had developed enough trust in the Death Knight and now had full confidence in his ability to suppress him. For Morin’s successor, this task was no longer necessary.
"You must carefully balance the relationships between the Penguin Folk, the Harpies, and the Harpy," Wu Qingsong continued. "I believe you’ve gained ample experience in this during your mission in the Galloping Bull Highlands. The Penguin Folk are the most numerous, so we must fully consider their demands. But the Harpies are the focus of our development—almost every one of them is a potential ability user. You must do everything in your power to turn them into Devout Believers."
"Rest assured, I will spare no effort to ensure Xuan Yuan’s glory truly illuminates this land."
"Wu?" Ling suddenly spoke up.
"What is it?"
"Up ahead!"
They should still have been some distance from the Seven Archipelago, but several dark spots had already appeared in the sky ahead.
Were they Harpies?
"Fly closer!" Wu Qingsong ordered.
The other party must have noticed them too, as they began flying straight toward them. As they drew nearer, Wu Qingsong began to sense something amiss.
They certainly looked like Harpies, but what was with their astonishing speed and enormous size?
He immediately prepared for combat, but the strangers soon adopted a protective formation, flanking their aircraft in a V-shape. Six massive Harpies flew alongside them, escorting them toward the Seven Archipelago.
They soon signaled Ling to land on the largest island to the north, but Wu Qingsong had her circle all seven small islands once.
Apart from a few Undead, no trace of the Sea Clan remained in these waters. Wu Qingsong saw countless Penguin Folk foraging in the shallow seas between the islands, while ordinary Harpies soared at low altitudes, searching for opportunities to dive and catch fish. Along the shores of several islands, dense clusters of nests and egg-incubating Penguin Folk were visible.
A peculiar Temple, seemingly constructed entirely of seashells, coral, and piled rocks, stood on the island where the Harpies had directed them to land. By the time they circled back for a second pass, many had already emerged from the Temple, cheering and awaiting their landing on the flat ground outside.
Wu Qingsong’s last visit had been over half a year ago. With his children still young
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