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"Chi Yue has really sent us a moderately troublesome problem!" Wu Qingsong couldn't help but smile wryly and shake his head as he read the contents of the letter brought by the girls.
Ram’s expression was quite unpleasant. The tutor she had envisioned was a middle-aged or even elderly woman—strict, meticulous about etiquette, and with extensive teaching experience. Yet, what Charlotte sent them were all young women. What was even more infuriating was that the one Charlotte strongly recommended, in terms of appearance alone, wasn’t much worse than Xiella.
"Honorable Tagready, we’re merely following orders. As for the details, we..."
"Don’t be nervous. I was just making an offhand remark, nothing more," Wu Qingsong shook his head. "Aside from escorting them here and delivering this letter, do you have any other tasks?"
"No, everything is at your discretion."
"Then rest for a few days. If it’s convenient, share what you’ve seen and heard along the way with our intelligence personnel," Wu Qingsong said. "This time, I’ll send a new liaison to accompany you to Polopolor. I’ll have to trouble you to look after them on the journey."
The messengers quickly agreed and then withdrew.
Ling and Xiella were away on business, while Liuli had taken the children swimming by the lake. Only Nina and Ram were present. Wu Qingsong turned back and saw Nina whispering something to Ram, but the latter’s anger remained unabated.
From Wu Qingsong’s perspective, there wasn’t much he could say about such a matter. He could only hand the letter to them and offer an awkward smile.
This could probably be considered a moderately mischievous prank from Charlotte. She had undoubtedly deliberately screened the candidates, but in the letter, she at least provided reasonable explanations... Of course, to Ram, these reasons were absolutely unacceptable.
"Let’s discuss this after Ling and Xiella return," he said softly, holding Nina with one arm and Ram with the other. "Regardless of whether we ultimately choose them as the children’s tutors, I won’t have any contact with them. In short, the decision is entirely up to you."
"The others might be tolerable, but that Elisa... Charlotte clearly knows what kind of person she is and what her intentions are, yet she sent her anyway! And even specially recommended her! Isn’t this just deliberately trying to disgust us?"
Wu Qingsong didn’t dare to speak. Nina quickly skimmed the letter she hadn’t had time to read earlier and also shook her head.
"According to her, the girl shouldn’t pose any real problem—just someone lost in her own wishful thinking, harmless. Charlotte is indeed being a bit deliberately troublesome, but if the girl were to stay with them, the outcome would be as she described... For someone like her..."
"And what difference does it make sending her to us?!" Ram glared at Wu Qingsong with irritation, as if he were the one who had asked Charlotte to send the girl. "We’d still have to assign someone to watch her to prevent her from causing trouble! Otherwise, we might as well lock her up!"
"So, Charlotte also said that making her the children’s tutor would actually be the best solution. It gives her a place to belong, and there’d be no need to assign someone specifically to monitor her."
"Nina, whose side are you on?! I absolutely refuse to let someone like her be the children’s tutor!" Ram snapped. "And I won’t rely on that fox to handle anything for us ever again!"
However, after reading the letter and observing the half-elf girls, Xiella and Ling didn’t react as strongly as she did.
"She understands court etiquette, has a solid cultural foundation, meets the standards in grammar and mathematics, knows several musical instruments and dances, and grew up as the companion of a Marquis’s heir. She might even offer some valuable advice. No matter how you look at it, isn’t she more suitable than those daughters of merchants or estate stewards?" Xiella remarked.
"What’s so bad about those other girls? At least they’re not here as spies!"
"If you’d heard their conversations, you probably wouldn’t hold them in such high regard," Xiella shook her head. While others observed from a distance, she had gone invisible to listen to their private talks and observe their behavior up close, giving her more authority to comment. "Their greatest life goal is to become the concubines of elf nobles or wealthy men. If the other party’s status is high enough, they’d be perfectly content even as bedchamber maids. Even now, their ideal isn’t to be tutors but to find opportunities to seduce the lord and fulfill their ambitions."
Wu Qingsong scratched his nose awkwardly.
"Compared to them, this Elisa at least has some ambition. If we have to choose, I’d rather have her teach my son. Those delusional women? Forget it!"
"You... you understand nothing!" Ram dug her fingers into the table, leaving deep marks out of sheer frustration.
"Aren’t you just afraid we’ll gain another sister?" Xiella said nonchalantly. "If Wu were that kind of man, no amount of guarding would stop him—what’s meant to happen will happen. There are so many young girls in the Knights Order; which one could you possibly guard against? If he’s not that kind of man, what’s the point of all this vigilance except to make everyone uncomfortable?"
Wu Qingsong was about to give her a "you get me" look when she added, "If I were you, I’d at least pick this one—easy on the eyes, weak-willed, and easy to keep in line. You wouldn’t have to worry about her climbing over your head. If it were someone like Laura or Joanna—temperamental and tougher than you—you’d really have a hard time."
Cough cough cough cough—! Wu Qingsong choked on his own saliva and burst into violent coughing.
Liuli, beside him, was laughing so hard she almost slipped under the table. Ling stood up to pour Wu Qingsong a glass of water, then sat back down and quietly urged Liuli to tone it down so Ram wouldn’t be further embarrassed.
"But I really can’t help it~" Liuli replied between giggles, her shoulders still shaking with laughter.
"So I’m the only petty, jealous one here! Fine, you’re all such saints!" Ram’s face flushed with humiliation. "Do whatever you want! Pick whoever you like!"
She sprang to her feet and stormed out of the room. Wu Qingsong hurried after her, while Nina, who had half-risen, sighed and sat back down.
"Xiella, after all these years, you know Ram’s temperament. Why provoke her like this?"
"Nina, don’t you think she’s being ridiculous?" Xiella countered. "If she has no confidence in herself or in Wu, why drag us into it?"
"Yeah!" Liuli chimed in. "If we’re talking about this, I was the first one to meet Wu, you know! And if we’re talking about that, Liuli was also the first!"
Seeing the conversation was about to veer into strange territory again, Nina quickly turned to Ling. "Ling, what do you think? Are these girls usable? If we do pick one, which one should it be? Three children, three mothers—let your vote decide."
This put Ling in a bit of a dilemma. After a moment’s consideration, she said to her sisters, "I don’t think they’re entirely unsuitable. Why not let each of them teach the children one lesson and see whom the children prefer?"
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The outcome was, of course, the one Ram dreaded the most.
The four Half-elf girls all understood that this was the greatest test of their lives. In this world, there was no such thing as being sent back unharmed if they weren’t selected. After living in this city called Nagrand for a few days, even the dullest among them understood clearly that this was a city of Beastmen. And judging by the reactions of the few Beastmen they had interacted with, they were about to face a figure of immense influence and control over this city and its inhabitants.
This influence and control weren’t just about power and might—it was a kind of fervent reverence they found hard to comprehend, something they had never witnessed among the subjects of the Elven Empire.
These people would never simply send them back to their homeland safely. Whether they were chosen or not might determine what kind of life they would lead for many years to come. The girls couldn’t yet grasp the complexities of the relationship between this city and the Empire. They treated this as a life-or-death situation, putting their all into preparing for the future they were about to face and doing their best to present their best selves to the lord’s wives and children.
Elisa held an absolute advantage in this regard. Her appearance was naturally her biggest asset, but her other trump card was that for the past thirty years, her greatest—perhaps only—skill had been reading people and pleasing her masters.
The lord’s wives included Beastmen, Half-elves, and even a Half-Blood, which surprised her at first. But she quickly focused entirely on observing and analyzing their expressions and attitudes.
Compared to the unpredictable Elves, Wu Qingsong’s wives and children were far easier to understand. For Elisa, it took almost no effort to figure out who held the most authority in this matter, who was satisfied with her, and who bore her ill will.
Perhaps because they shared the same heritage, and because Elisa was confident in her own beauty, the beautiful Half-elf girl named Xiella seemed quite fond of her. She decided to make good use of that. The raccoon-like woman, for some reason, harbored intense hostility toward her, so Elisa made sure to act meek and submissive in front of her, playing the victim to win the others’ sympathy. The Wolf-girl and Catgirl clearly had no strong opinions on the matter—especially the Catgirl, whose amusement was written plainly on her face. As for the Hybrid Houndgirl, Elisa had initially mistaken her for a servant of one of the wives, but she soon realized that this girl might actually be the key to winning favor.
Things took an even more astonishing turn when the children arrived. Through their body language, Elisa quickly deduced who their mothers were, and what she discovered left her utterly shocked.
A Half-elf could bear children?! A Half-Blood could bear children too?!
What in the world was happening in this place?
Her mind reeled from the impact, and she couldn’t help but recall the words of the Ratfolk priest: “You have arrived in Nagrand—the land promised by the gods.”
Something long dead inside her suddenly stirred back to life. She didn’t know what it was, but for a fleeting moment, she felt an overwhelming urge to cry.
“Let’s begin,” Xiella, the Half-elf, said.
Elisa had no idea what the other three girls planned to teach the children, but she suspected that the lord of this prosperous land beyond the Elven Empire’s borders had gone through the trouble of bringing them from the Empire’s heartlands because he wanted them to teach his children something that wasn’t available here—something they believed Half-elves could provide, and something they envied and desired.
“Hello, my name is Elisa,” she said, forcing herself out of her daze and walking toward the three children with the most elegant poise she could muster. “May I know your names?”
......
“Ram gave in that easily?” Wu Qingsong was mildly surprised.
“The differences between those girls were simply too vast. Even Ram couldn’t overlook them,” Nina said with a hint of helplessness. “Don’t blame her. She’s just always been insecure, so she clings desperately to everything she can.”
Nina knew all too well that Ram had always struggled with feelings of inadequacy.
In terms of lineage, Nina was the princess of Silvermoon, while Xiella was a princess of Batiz. Though both were merely remnants of fallen royal houses, the Beastmen still placed great value on such things.
In terms of appearance, Ram couldn’t compare to Xiella—or even Nina. And when it came to intimacy, Ling was undoubtedly the closest, followed by Liuli, leaving Ram potentially at the very bottom among the five wives.
Even in terms of ability and contribution, after Nina took charge of the Divine Favor Knight Order and Xiella controlled the spy network, the only ones Ram could compete with were Liuli and Ling. But Ling’s ability to create objects was unparalleled—the Xuan Yuan Church and much of Nagrand’s infrastructure depended on the airships and aircraft she produced. Nagrand could easily replace its lady, but Ling was irreplaceable.
Liuli didn’t care about anything as long as she could stay by Wu Qingsong’s side, but Ram couldn’t adopt the same attitude. As the one who managed Nagrand under the title of Wu Qingsong’s first wife, she held herself to high standards and feared losing everything even more intensely.
“If anyone’s at fault, it’s me, not her,” Wu Qingsong said, shaking his head as he pulled Nina into his arms. “I’ve never given her the sense of security she needs. But I’ll do my best to change that.”
Nina shook her head slightly, as if wanting to say something but ultimately holding back. Instead, she leaned into his embrace, savoring this rare moment of tenderness.
“I want to return to the Plateau,” she finally said after a long silence.
“Why? Nina, didn’t we already agree?”
“Wu, I agreed to rest in Nagrand for a while—not forever. The girls are all over there, and Alice has too much to handle. I can’t just sit here doing nothing, especially not at such a critical time,” Nina said. “I’m fine—perfectly fine. Wu, I know you care about me, but you should also know I’m not some fragile woman who needs to hide under your wings. You think you’re protecting me, but in reality, you’re making me feel useless.”
“Nina...” Wu Qingsong didn’t know how to convince her otherwise. She pressed a kiss to his lips and hugged him tightly.
“I’ll be fine, Wu. I’ve always believed in you. Can you believe in me too?”
Left with no choice, Wu Qingsong relented and let Nina return to the stage she loved. And after months of delay, he finally picked up his previous plans, setting off with Frostfang toward the Dead Ice Plain.
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After leaving the northernmost village, Frostfang could finally revert to its original form, which thrilled it beyond measure.
"I never want to turn into those things again!" it exclaimed cheerfully as it flew through the sky, addressing Wu Qingsong, who had transformed into an eagle. "Never-ever-again!!"
Wu Qingsong ignored it, instead relishing the sensation of soaring through the air in his new eagle form.
During his time in Nagrand, he hadn’t been idle. He dissected and studied avian anatomy to develop new Polymorph spells, used Divine Oracle to oversee the integration of various demi-gods into the Xuan Yuan Church, remotely guided missionary efforts in the south, and discussed the establishment of his divine magic system with Bolder, who now resided permanently in Undercity.
The three basic divine arts—Lighting Spell, Divine Oracle, and Healing Spell—had already spread widely. They inspired Priests to devote themselves more fervently to missionary work and stirred the Beastmen across the lands to join the Xuan Yuan Church.
Holy Light Blessing, refined through Bolder’s tireless research, had also become a divine art that more Priests could master, significantly boosting their prestige. However, the biggest issue remained the lack of direct offensive divine spells.
High-quality double-barreled Firearms specially allocated to the Priests somewhat mitigated this shortcoming, but they didn’t solve the root problem.
If the Apostles of the Twelve Apostles could wield powerful divine spells to attack and destroy enemies, it would pose a major threat for the devout messengers of the one true god Xuan Yuan to lack such abilities.
Wu Qingsong hoped to convert his most proficient and frequently used skills—Mental Attack and Rock Golem control—into divine arts for the Priests. Bolder chose to reconstruct and develop the latter, as he was already familiar with the spell, while Arbat and Asem were assigned the former task.
Of course, this was fundamentally different from their expertise in wind-based magic. But since they had little else to occupy their time, having such a task to spend what was, for the Undead, always an excess of time, was far better than idling like the Death Knights Elkolani and Olivie.
But these things couldn’t be rushed. Fortunately, Wu Qingsong had grown accustomed to this reality.
You couldn’t expect everything to work like in a game, where you’d quickly know if you succeeded or even your odds of success. In reality, you never knew whether your time and resources would yield results, or whether the outcome would be beneficial or disastrous. Nor would you ever have a schedule telling you how long a research project would take or who was best suited for what.
Most of the time, you could only rely on that unreliable sixth sense and test your luck.
Just like what they were about to do: search for the remains of the Silver Dragon Queen, lost deep in the Frozen Sea.
The Frozen Sea had an average depth of over three thousand meters, with strong ocean currents to boot. Worse still, they didn’t even know if the underwater currents a thousand years ago, when the Silver Dragon Queen fell in battle, were the same as they were now.
Her remains could be anywhere beneath that vast Ice Plains.
Even more critically, having been stripped of her Divine Spark, she lacked the protection Frostfang enjoyed. Her body had likely decayed, leaving only the Keel behind. After a thousand years, it might even have been buried under something, making it even harder to find.
This was truly like searching for a needle in a haystack.
We’re looking for Dragon Remains, Wu Qingsong told Frostfang. It had already witnessed him raising many Undead, so this was no longer an unacceptable concept.
You said it has a connection to me?
Wu Qingsong hesitated briefly but decided to tell it the truth.
She was the queen of the Silver Dragonkin. Your mother.
My mother?! Frostfang cried out in shock and excitement, even letting out a screech in reality loud enough to rupture eardrums. You mean, I have a mother? A real mother? Like how Xiella is Daniel’s mother, Ram is Beth’s mother, and Ling is Meg’s mother?!!!
Yes, exactly like that, Wu Qingsong replied, somewhat guiltily.
Then what are we waiting for!! Frostfang demanded impatiently. Why aren’t we searching yet?
This sea is too vast. Just the two of us could never find her, Wu Qingsong answered. We’ll need many Undead—not low-level Necrotic Fish, but higher-tier Undead capable of handling more complex tasks.
All right, just tell me what we need to do! Frostfang said.
We need to raise Mermen, Wu Qingsong replied. To accomplish this, we’ll need at least a few thousand of them.
Where are they? Where can we find these—Mermen? Where do we go to kill them? Frostfang asked without hesitation.
Mermen were scarce in the Northern Territories. They disliked cold weather, and though the deep sea was far warmer than the surface in winter, the Ice Sheet covering the entire ocean made it hard for algae, microorganisms, and other marine life to survive, leaving little food.
To the Mermen, the Frozen Sea of the north was like an oceanic desert.
This allowed semi-aquatic Beastmen like the Sealmen and Walrusmen to thrive and multiply in these lands.
But during the thousand-plus years Frostfang slumbered beneath the Frozen Sea of the Dead Ice Plain, storms ravaged the Northern Territories, making survival extremely harsh. Many were forced to migrate east and west, skirting the continent’s edges to head south, where they competed with Mermen for fertile shallow waters. When the northern winds abruptly grew milder, they followed schools of fish and shrimp back to these lands.
Wu Qingsong and Frostfang easily obtained detailed intelligence about the Mermen from them. The Mermen living on the fringes of the Frozen Sea were all larger, faster, more ferocious, and bloodthirstier—precisely what Wu Qingsong needed.
They traveled west, skirting the northwestern lands where glaciers and snowfields intermingled, then turned south. Soon, they spotted Mermen locked in combat with a group of Walrusmen.
Before Wu Qingsong could issue orders, Frostfang dove straight in.
The Walrusmen were trapped in a cove, teetering on the brink of defeat, but the arrival of Wu Qingsong and Frostfang swiftly turned the tide. Eager to find its kin, Frostfang slaughtered the Mermen with astonishing efficiency, carefully avoiding Dragonflame and excessive mutilation to ensure Wu Qingsong could raise them as Undead. Meanwhile, Wu Qingsong dispatched the remaining Mermen in his own, even more efficient manner.
"Praise Xuan Yuan! Praise the Dark Cloud! Thank you for your aid!" To Wu Qingsong’s surprise, as they reached the shore, the lead Walrusman warrior immediately spoke these words. He also spotted a fresh Wu Sacred Statue hanging from the warrior’s chest.
Dark Cloud? So this is already Koning’s territory?
This place was at least twenty-five hundred miles from Nagrand in a straight line. Though he’d received progress reports from Alice and the Saints, the unfamiliar place names hadn’t given him a clear picture. Only now did he realize the Church’s reach had far exceeded his expectations.
The warrior had obviously recognized him by the specialized Wu Sacred Statue on his chest.
"Praise Xuan Yuan!" Though it felt odd, Wu Qingsong replied like any normal Clergy would. "I am the Chosen One, Siddell Wu. I wish to speak with the local Priest."
The Walrusmen already revered him, and hearing this only deepened their respect.
"Please, follow me," the warrior said. Several young Walrusmen clumsily rushed across the sand to notify the Priest of Wu Qingsong’s arrival.
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The tribe consisted of around a thousand people. Before Wu Qingsong’s arrival, nearly two hundred warriors had already died valiantly in battles against the Mermen.
They seemed quite accustomed to such a life and did not show much sorrow. Instead, they celebrated their victory. Almost all the Mermen in this region had been wiped out by Wu Qingsong and Frostfang. For the next few months, they would be able to fish freely in these waters, stockpile enough food for the winter, raise more children, and train more warriors. By next year, the tribe would undoubtedly grow stronger.
The Priest was a Werewolf, his robes stained with blood. Clearly, he had been busy tending to the wounded. Wu Qingsong stopped him from bowing and asked to be led to the sanctuary.
It was a crude tent constructed from whale bones, fish skin, and shells, with tapestries depicting Xuan Yuan’s creation myths hanging inside. Due to the limited space, most of the wounded were laid out on the beach outside the sanctuary.
Dark Cloud’s power might far surpass that of Imotos, but it was not a deity adept at healing. Its Apostles excelled in savage attacks rather than mending wounds. This was perhaps the biggest reason why Xuan Yuan’s Priests could quickly integrate into the tribe and persuade them to embrace new beliefs.
No matter how much the Beastmen disregarded death, surviving was undoubtedly more meaningful than entering the nebulous ancestral homeland.
The Priest looked utterly exhausted, likely having worked nonstop since the battle began. The tribe’s ability to hold out despite the overwhelming odds was largely due to his efforts. Though Wu Qingsong far surpassed him in status and power, the Walrusmen revered the Priest much more than they did Wu Qingsong.
This was exactly what Wu Qingsong wanted to see.
His power might far exceed that of these Priests, who relied on him to wield Divine Arts, but he was still just one person. Across this vast land, he alone couldn’t help many. It was only because thousands of Priests spread his beliefs and will that the faith in Xuan Yuan had grown so rapidly.
So he smiled at the Priest, casting a Healing Prayer to relieve his fatigue and raising his rank within the Shard of Divine Spark by one level. Then, he spread his arms and sent dozens of Healing Prayers toward the wounded.
The Walrusmen stared in awe as what seemed like a Miracle unfolded before them. Even in broad daylight, they could clearly see countless glowing orbs flying from Wu Qingsong’s hands, enveloping everyone like warm sunlight. Instantly, the injuries of all the wounded began healing at an astonishing rate.
"Praise Xuan Yuan!" the Werewolf Priest was the first to react, shouting loudly. Soon, all the Walrusmen knelt before Wu Qingsong.
Wu Qingsong could almost physically feel the Faith Power flowing from them toward him. But stronger than that was an indescribable sense of fulfillment and purpose, so intense it nearly dazed him—though he quickly snapped out of it.
"May Xuan Yuan bring you a better future," he said, addressing the crowd but mostly himself.
By the time the Walrusmen rose, Wu Qingsong and Frostfang had already vanished, further deepening their reverence for Xuan Yuan and the Chosen One—unaware that they were one and the same.
[This feels strange.] Frostfang swam slowly through the water beside Wu Qingsong, watching as he transformed the corpses that had sunk to the seabed into Undead. Unlike usual, he wasn’t darting around playfully.
[What? Don’t you like this feeling?] Wu Qingsong asked.
[No. Even though they aren’t worshiping me, it still makes me happy.] Frostfang replied.
[Giving brings more satisfaction than taking. Building brings more fulfillment than destroying. Respect yields more power than fear.] Wu Qingsong said. [At least, that’s what I believe.]
[I think you’re right!] Frostfang agreed. [Though killing other creatures feels exhilarating in the moment, being worshiped like this is much more pleasant.]
[Then join me in helping more people!] Wu Qingsong said.
[But there’s nothing in it for me!] Seemingly having resolved his inner conflict, Frostfang began swimming around Wu Qingsong playfully again. [Even those useless guys get to be Saints and be worshiped. What do I get?]
[A Divine Beast? Xuan Yuan’s pet?] Wu Qingsong teased.
[Go to hell!] Frostfang immediately spat a huge stream of water at him in protest, sending him tumbling backward dozens of meters. It took Wu Qingsong some effort to swim back.
[The Twelve Apostles exist because they need people’s faith to gain power. You don’t.] Wu Qingsong said seriously.
[But I still want to be worshiped!] Frostfang grumbled.
Wu Qingsong shook his head with a smile.
[We’ll figure something out. For now, let’s focus on finding your mother.]
This battle had netted them nearly three thousand Mermen of various kinds. But considering the difficulty of their mission—and to benefit the Beastmen living in these waters—they continued southward, wiping out more Mermen settlements. Only after amassing over ten thousand Undead did they finally turn back north.
Most Mermen were weaker fighters than Beastmen, but their numbers and rapid reproduction made up for their lack of quality. Without these traits, they wouldn’t have been able to oppose the Insectoids since ancient times and remain one of the Elven Empire’s greatest enemies.
Wu Qingsong and Frostfang led their massive Undead army around the northwestern cape of the continent through the open sea. After more than ten days, they finally returned to the Dead Ice Plain—the origin of everything.
[Let’s begin.] Wu Qingsong commanded the Undead.
The Mermen Undead were divided into five hundred teams, each led by the slightly more intelligent ones. Using the spot where Frostfang had once slept as the center, they designated five hundred search zones based on the islands and Reefs as natural boundaries. The Undead were ordered to comb the seabed, inch by inch, in a thorough carpet search.
In theory, Frostfang’s body was already too massive to overlook, and the Silver Dragon Queen—his mother—should be as large as a small island. But to ensure nothing was missed, Wu Qingsong instructed the Undead to meticulously sift through the seabed’s millennia of accumulated sediment.
This slowed progress considerably, but Wu Qingsong believed it was better than having to start over later.
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Over ten thousand Mermen Undead searched tirelessly in the icy depths of the Frozen Sea, which averaged three thousand meters deep, but they found nothing.
The islands on the Ice Plains gradually froze over, their ice expanding until they merged into one solid mass. All living creatures had left the area, leaving only Wu Qingsong and Frostfang behind.
Fortunately, though it was still bitterly cold, it was far more bearable than when Frostfang had possessed the Divine Spark.
At the very least, the storms would occasionally cease, and the temperatures were much higher than before. On calm days, they often witnessed the dazzling, multicolored auroras painting the sky of the Northern Territories like the wildest of canvases.
The Beastmen couldn’t comprehend this wondrous spectacle. Perhaps such auroras had appeared over these lands before, but the relentless storms had obscured them, for no one would gaze at the sky’s marvels amidst howling icy winds. Many tribes near the Ice Plains worshipped this as a Miracle of Xuan Yuan, and the Demi-gods and Priests did nothing to dispute this belief.
Wu Qingsong could only sigh helplessly at this outcome.
He might have been the only person in this world who understood and could explain such natural phenomena. Yet even Frostfang, who stayed by his side, struggled to accept his esoteric explanations. For them, attributing all wonders to the divine was the simplest answer.
Ignoring Wu Qingsong’s warnings, Frostfang even attempted to fly high into the sky to seek the source of these miraculous lights. But upon reaching a certain altitude, neither its wings nor its magic could support it any further, forcing it to retreat sheepishly.
[Wu, do you think my mother would know about these?]
During these long days, Frostfang spoke most often of the Silver Dragon Queen. No matter the topic, it always circled back to this question.
And Wu Qingsong’s reply was always the same: [We’ll know soon enough.]
They found many enormous bones beneath the Frozen Sea, most of which had already decayed. Wu Qingsong eventually identified them as whale bones.
Beneath layers of sediment, the Undead uncovered the remains of strange creatures, revealing an evolutionary history distinct from that of Earth.
Wu Qingsong attempted to reanimate them, but they were all too primitive and far too feeble after the passage of time.
Using the small islands on the Frozen Sea as reference points, they slowly adjusted their search area. During this time, Wu Qingsong even had to leave briefly to attend to matters on the Mojina Plateau, leaving Frostfang behind to oversee the search.
Wu Qingsong was somewhat uneasy, worried it might cause trouble again. But perhaps Frostfang had finally learned restraint, for it stayed put and caused no issues until his return.
When spring arrived once more, and the Undead returned to the Ice Plains for the tenth time to replenish their soul energy, they finally made an unusual discovery.
[Giant bones!] Wu Qingsong received this message from a group of
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