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​
By the time things had been laid out this clearly, even if Julian were a pig, he should have understood.
"So, these hundred thousand Renal?" Julian asked.
"They gave it to me to grease the wheels," Wu Qingsong replied. "But Your Highness, Marquis Osaga has shown me immense kindness. Consider this money yours to take!"
Julian stared at him, then finally gave a slight nod. "Is it really that simple?"
"I wouldn’t dare hide it from you. Crimson Plains City did suffer some losses at our hands."
"What happened between you?" Julian pressed.
"They tried to rob us, and we fought back," Wu Qingsong answered. "Crimson Plains City lost quite a few men. That’s why they were so furious—they threatened to report us and have the noble elves wipe us out."
This, of course, had never happened. But to plant the idea early in Julian’s mind that Crimson Plains City’s reports couldn’t be trusted, such a lie was absolutely necessary. As long as they could muddy the waters and make the elves believe it was just a matter of clashing interests and pride, Nagrand would gain more time.
"What a bunch of incompetents!" Julian cursed.
Back then, he had once considered Crimson Plains City and the even more southern Palovodi, hoping his uncle, the Duke of Lapusia, would lend him these places as bases to train troops and conquer Beastman territory to secure his own land. But he had been mercilessly refused. Because of that, he had no love for either place. Hearing that Crimson Plains City had been humbled by Wu Qingsong even gave him a faint sense of satisfaction.
"You don’t need to worry. With the situation at Abyss Gate being so dire, who has the time to care about some trivial matter up north?" Julian said. "But if you could defeat Crimson Plains City’s forces, is your place really just some backwater town?"
Wu Qingsong forced an awkward laugh.
If Julian had been a seasoned politician, he might have kept beating around the bush, probing Wu Qingsong’s motives and waiting for him to reveal his cards one by one. But Julian was still a young elf, and no one had ever taken this path before him. He lacked experience in such matters. Combined with Wu Qingsong’s acting and Chi Yue’s influence, he gradually convinced himself that he had pieced together the whole picture.
This half-elf called Tagready might not truly want to rescue Marquis Osaga, though Julian did believe his uncle had been far too lenient with the damnable man.
His real goal was likely to find a protector to cover up his crimes.
Crimson Plains City probably hadn’t tried to annex them only to be beaten back. To have established themselves in that godforsaken Northern Wasteland, this Tagready must have been knee-deep in smuggling, even if he hadn’t committed treason. If he dared kill half-elves encroaching on his "territory," was there anything he wouldn’t do?
And he certainly wasn’t sincerely seeking to return to the Empire’s rule. Most likely, after clashing with Crimson Plains City, he feared brutal retaliation and had no choice but to come to Fantali City to find a way out.
Julian didn’t believe Wu Qingsong would collude with the Beastmen, let alone stand on their side—it simply didn’t make sense. At the end of the day, as a half-elf with higher status and greater opportunities within the Elven Empire, and once a noble of the Empire, he had no reason—nor any need—to willingly sink so low.
So after some brief consideration, Julian cut straight to the heart of the matter: "I can act as your patron. What’s the name of that ‘small town’ of yours?"
"Nagrand," Wu Qingsong answered.
"I can ask my father to place that land under my name. He shouldn’t refuse such a request," Julian declared proudly. "But why should I do this?"
"We can pay you an annual endowment in exchange for Nagrand’s autonomy," Wu Qingsong said carefully, keeping his expression in check—this was the critical moment. "What do you think, Your Highness?"
"An annual endowment?" Julian mulled it over.
This wasn’t uncommon, especially along the eastern coast beyond Fantali. Umber, Phoenix, Lille, Polopolor, Noah, Tuledore—he could easily rattle off a long list of trading cities that had bought autonomy from their lords with yearly payments.
But given his temperament, he’d rather follow his uncle’s example and manage the territory himself—he was confident he could do it well.
The problem was, he had bigger priorities at the moment, and this land was being willingly offered under his name. As a proud elf, outright seizing their city didn’t sit right with him.
Perhaps after rescuing his uncle, he could raise an army and take the lands around this... Nagrand, then justifiably revoke their autonomy?
"Your Highness?" Wu Qingsong prompted.
"How much?" Julian asked.
"Twenty... no, thirty thousand Renal a year?" Wu Qingsong asked, his face twisted in visible pain.
"Fifty thousand Renal!" Julian immediately countered.
Wu Qingsong strained to contort his muscles into an expression of conflict and agony. He had practiced this in the mirror for a long time before coming to Julian, but now he struggled not to laugh.
"Your Highness, it really is a very, very small town. There aren’t many trading opportunities in the surrounding area either," he said, taking a deep breath and forcing a pained look.
"Fifty thousand a year, and that’s separate," Julian declared, cold and assured. "The hundred thousand Renal will be the initial payment to get things moving."
"Your Highness..." Wu Qingsong groaned again. "You must know that even a historic trading city like Umber only pays two hundred thousand Renal in annual endowment?"
"But they also handle procurement and host Nessar’s garrison," Julian countered. "I’ll turn a blind eye to whatever shady dealings you have—just don’t push it too far."
The truth was, he had few people he could rely on, and he didn’t want to associate too closely with these lowly smugglers lest it tarnish his reputation.
"If that’s the case..." Wu Qingsong strained to convey his inner turmoil. "Can you guarantee that Crimson Plains City and others won’t interfere with our... business?"
What illegal activities was this guy involved in beyond smuggling? Slave trading? Selling contraband?
Julian was mildly curious, but he didn’t press further. As the son of Duke Fantali, it was better for him to remain ignorant. That way, if things went south, he could honestly claim he knew nothing and mercilessly deal with these outlaws, reclaiming this Nagrand place in the process.
"I’ll send someone to Crimson Plains City to warn them—to keep their mouths shut and stay out of it," Julian said. "As for elsewhere... Speaking of which, where exactly is this Nagrand? Anton, bring me the map!"
His valet quickly fetched a map. As a Grand Duchy bordering the Northern Wasteland, their cartography was fairly detailed, with major terrain features marked. However, Beastman tribes weren’t labeled, and the farthest place noted was Crimson Plains City.
Wu Qingsong hesitated briefly before placing his finger on a stretch of wilderness south of Nagrand and west of Crimson Plains City.
"Bleak place," Julian muttered in disappointment. "With a location like that, who could possibly interfere with you? Tagready, don’t be so greedy!"
"Yes, Your Highness," Wu Qingsong answered, bowing his head.
"Then it’s settled," Julian said. "But I must warn you—don’t overstep. If you do, I’ll flatten that filthy place of yours myself before anyone else gets the chance."
"Rest assured, I promise nothing like that will happen!" Wu Qingsong replied.
"Go," Julian said. "Deliver the hundred and fifty thousand Renal as soon as possible. Once I have the money, I’ll resolve this matter for you promptly."
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Perhaps Julian's desire for money truly had become uncontrollable, or maybe he simply had nothing else to occupy his time.
When Wu Qingsong delivered the agreed-upon one hundred thousand Renal to him a few days later and repeatedly assured him the remaining fifty thousand would be sent as soon as possible, Julian showed him a document. The Grand Duchy of Fantali had declared the Frostsea Region as part of its territory, granting it to Julian Fantali and appointing him as Baron Eisfield. From then on, Julian would officially become one of the Empire's meritorious nobles guarding the border, and his name would change to Julian Fantali Eisfield.
"If you fail to pay the annuity on time, I will personally lead men to collect it!" Julian said gloomily.
What Wu Qingsong would never know was that things had proceeded so swiftly thanks to Julian's dearest elder brother.
Upon learning that his beloved younger brother desired a stretch of land in the bleak and frigid Northern Territories, the elder brother had kindly handled everything for him, even going so far as to generously bestow the entire Frostsea Region under his name—before swiftly severing all ties between Julian and the Grand Duchy.
Now, Julian had no reason to remain at home, nor could he extract so much as a single Copper Coin from the Grand Duchy. What drove him nearly mad was that, thanks to his brother's "thoughtful" intervention under the pretext of stabilizing the Abyss Gate, he was denied even a basic guard force and seed funding. All he received was a two-hundred-man detachment—bolstering his existing retainers—along with the estate he currently resided in, located in Fantali City, and all its furnishings.
The Duke of Fantali, overwhelmed by the Abyss Gate crisis, at least had his steward quietly slip Julian twenty thousand Renal as a small favor to his youngest son. Beyond that, nothing more came.
Adding his attendants, steward, maids, and errand boys, Julian was horrified to realize he was suddenly responsible for the livelihood of nearly three hundred people. Had Wu Qingsong been a day late with the money, he would indeed have drawn his sword and gone after him personally.
The one hundred thousand Renal had alleviated his immediate crisis, but it was a drop in the bucket compared to what he needed to accomplish next. Boosting the morale and confidence of his followers, establishing his own administration, training troops to properly occupy and tax his lands, rescuing his uncle, and—most importantly—maintaining his dignity and honor were all endeavors far beyond what one hundred thousand Renal could cover.
"Baron," Wu Qingsong first congratulated him, then assured him, "I have already sent men back to raise funds. Rest assured, even if we must resort to robbery, the first annuity installment will be in your hands within two months at most!"
"By then, I'll already be in Padamia," Julian said irritably.
"I will deliver it directly there," Wu Qingsong replied. "The journey from the Frostplain Sea to the Imperial Capital isn’t much farther than to Fantali City. It won’t delay you."
"What’s the current state of the Frostplain Sea?" Julian suddenly fixed his gaze on Wu Qingsong and asked.
"A wilderness," Wu Qingsong answered after a slight hesitation.
Julian asked him many questions, and from them, Wu Qingsong could clearly sense a mad idea forming in his disordered mind—to lead his tiny two-hundred-man guard directly to the Frostplain Sea, relying on Wu Qingsong and his forces to conquer the land.
Julian fervently hoped that with his own strength, he could subjugate the Seven Clans Wu Qingsong had described, forcing them to pay him tribute and thus resolve his current predicament.
If a half-elf like Wu Qingsong could establish himself there with a Mercenary Corps, why couldn’t a noble and mighty elf like him?
Wu Qingsong had no choice but to glance at Chi Yue before methodically describing the Ice Plains' long and brutal winters, the harsh life in that region.
To add drama and credibility, he even included the anecdote about needing a stick to urinate.
The abundance of details and vivid imagery made his account highly convincing—though Wu Qingsong naturally omitted that these were either conditions from years past or experiences from the stubborn Beastman tribes unwilling to align with Nagrand.
Julian might have shrugged it off; in the eyes of a young man like him, hardship was merely fodder for future accolades and stories. But his guards, steward, valet, and maids were horrified.
What nonsense was this? Why should they suffer such misery?
What had they done to deserve such misfortune from the gods?
Before Wu Qingsong could say more, they were already scrambling to offer myriad reasons to dissuade Julian from the idea.
"The critical issue remains Marquis Osaga," Chi Yue, who had remained silent until now, suddenly interjected. "Once his name is cleared, given his past conduct and reputation, wouldn’t he be able to secure more manpower and resources from the esteemed lords? By then, assembling an entire legion might not even be difficult, and subjugating the savage Beastmen of the Frostplain Sea would be child’s play."
"Yes, yes!" Julian’s entourage immediately echoed her, adding more arguments.
To rescue Marquis Osaga, they had to return to the Imperial Capital. Once there, perhaps the Baron would abandon his sudden dream of glory and conquest.
"Two months. Fifty thousand Renal," Julian finally dismissed his impulsive idea and heeded their counsel. But he turned to his valet and said, "Anton, I appoint you as the Tax Chancellor of the Barony of Eisfield. You will represent me in... Nagrand, oversee their operations, and ensure this sum is raised."
"Your Highness?!" The half-elf named Anton was stunned by this dreadful assignment. While elsewhere this might be a coveted post, the Northern Wasteland was another matter entirely.
"You will also serve as my representative, delivering the documents to formalize the handover with Crimson Plains City," Julian continued. "Perform well, and the position of Grand Steward will be yours."
Anton had no idea how to make Julian retract the order. Meanwhile, Julian addressed Wu Qingsong: "I appoint you as Chief Constable, Tagready. Will you refuse me this time?"
"I would brave fire and water for Your Highness!" Wu Qingsong swiftly replied. "Rest assured, I will ensure Anton’s safety. Those savages will not harm him!"
This assurance did nothing to comfort the wretched half-elf. Forcing a smile, he nearly wept as he stammered, "For Your Highness... I... I will... undoubtedly..."
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"Lord Anton, Stonekeep lies ahead. From there, it’s just three or four more days north to Crimson Plains City," Beck said obsequiously.
"Another three or four days?!" Anton Charles, Tax Chancellor of the Barony of Eisfield and future Grand Steward, felt his mental endurance had reached its limit.
As a half-elf raised since birth to be a servant, he had always dreamed of escaping a life of servitude and becoming a powerful lord in his own right, free to act as he pleased. For the first thirty years of his life, he had worked tirelessly toward this goal.
But he never imagined that his master, Julian Fantali of the Grand Duchy of Fantali, would be swayed by a group of northern bumpkins, impulsively demanding a stretch of borderland—and that his once-beautiful dream would turn into this nightmare!
Why had he introduced them to Prince Julian for a mere five hundred Renal?
If he could turn back time, Anton would have hurled their filthy money right back into their faces, spat on them, and declared he was nothing like the man they took him for!
"My lord, this stretch is the easy part! We’ll rest properly in Crimson Plains City, take care of business, and then it’s just three more days to Nagrand. Once we reach Nagrand, we can rest for good," Beck said innocently, cruelly testing the Tax Chancellor’s frayed patience.
"Another six days?!" Anton couldn’t believe his ears.
They had left Fantali City by boat, carefully skirting the regions affected by the Abyss Gate, reaching Mozarica, the northernmost navigable city on the Benaris River. From there, they had taken to horseback, trekking through mountain paths—marking the beginning of Lord Anton’s nightmare.
To be fair, the road was relatively smooth. But Anton, who had spent his life as Julian’s personal valet, had never ridden a horse for so long. His inner thighs were soon rubbed raw with blisters, the pain unbearable.
Had their destination been a pleasant, prosperous, and developed place, he might have gritted his teeth and endured. But the further they traveled from the Empire’s heartland, deep into the wilderness—possibly never to return—the more unbearable the pain became, until he could barely go on.
At his insistence, Wu Qingsong found him a carriage, but this unimproved mode of transport on poorly maintained roads was hardly better than riding. Poor Lord Anton Charles felt like a rat tossed around in a cage, convinced his life would end on this endless road.
Since birth, he had only ever been to two places: Fantali City and the Imperial Capital. As Julian’s valet, he had even lived for a time in Padamia.
To him, Mozarica was already a backwater. After three grueling days, they arrived at Heron—even worse than Mozarica. By the time they reached Stonekeep, the Empire’s largest northern military fortress, Anton was on the verge of collapse.
Chaotic, filthy, reeking of waste and garbage—outside the towering but grimy fortress were only lifeless soldiers who looked like beggars and sprawling slums. Not a single halfway decent inn was in sight. With the local commander leading reinforcements south, no one was there to receive them.
Wu Qingsong didn’t bother telling him that Stonekeep’s elite troops had been redeployed to reinforce the Abyss Gate, leaving only second- and third-rate units behind, chronically undersupplied for years. The dismal sight served their purpose well—Anton could hardly imagine what lay further north.
"Is Crimson Plains City like this too?" he asked, his voice trembling.
"Of course not!" Beck exclaimed loudly.
"Well, that’s a relief..." Anton sighed.
"Crimson Plains City is much smaller and poorer," Beck said. "Though I suppose it’s just as dirty—hard to get worse than this. If anything, it’s slightly livelier since they’re constantly fending off Beastman raids—"
"My lord! My lord?!" Anton’s attendants cried out as he finally fainted.
In a panic, the group set up camp by the roadside in the cleanest spot they could find. When Anton came to, he grasped Wu Qingsong’s hand weakly and said mournfully, "Lord Tagready... it seems I must disappoint Prince Julian’s expectations. Curse this frail, sickly body of mine..."
"Don’t say such things, my lord," Wu Qingsong said with feigned concern. "Focus on recovering. Leave the rest to me. If needed, I can take the party ahead to Nagrand to secure the funds while you recuperate here?"
"I leave it in your hands!" Anton said hurriedly, coughing violently. "Once I’ve recovered, I’ll join you in Nagrand at once!"
"Very well," Wu Qingsong said. "Beck! Arrange proper accommodations for his lordship. Stonekeep’s conditions are poor, so use the remaining funds to settle him somewhere comfortable."
"But how could I—"
"Your health comes first, Lord Anton. Trust me."
After exchanging hollow pleasantries, Wu Qingsong finally obtained the documents needed for Crimson Plains City’s transfer—while Anton successfully feigned illness.
"He’s more tenacious than I thought," Beck muttered. "I expected him to start pretending back in Heron."
Had he insisted on continuing north, they would have had to poison his water to make him truly ill.
"Keep a close eye on him," Wu Qingsong ordered. "Make sure he stays in Heron—or better yet, returns to Mozarica. Learn their true intentions. If they suspect anything or make any moves, be ready to act if necessary."
"Understood."
"The task may seem simple, but every detail matters. Stay vigilant for Nagrand’s sake—no mistakes!"
"You have my word!"
As Wu Qingsong led the group northward, vanishing from sight, Anton suddenly sprang up from his cot.
"My lord? You’re better?" Beck asked, playing dumb.
"Cough—of course not!" Anton wheezed dramatically. "I feel terrible—can hardly breathe! The air here must be poisoning me!"
"So...?"
"We must head south at once!" Anton declared. "And that money Lord Tagready gave you—it’s improper for you to hold it. Hand it over immediately!"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 404: Preventive Measures
[image: ]


​
As soon as Wu Qingsong entered Crimson Plains City, he received a report sent by Beck. Anton had fled all the way to Mozarica before stopping to "recuperate." This important inland port city on the Benaris River was relatively prosperous among the northern territories, barely meeting Anton’s expectations. However, the money Wu Qingsong had left him wasn’t much, insufficient to support a decent life there, so Anton was still hesitating about what to do.
Striking the right balance was indeed difficult. For Nagrand, which had effectively become a city-state on the Frostplain Sea, fifty thousand Renal a year was hardly a burden. But if they gave the money too readily, it would defeat their original purpose of portraying the place as barren and inhospitable, discouraging Julian and his half-elves from wanting to go there.
"Have Ram prepare a batch of deer hides and send them there," Wu Qingsong finally thought of a solution. "Tell Beck to convince Anton to sell the hides for money."
Deer hides were practically the only local product of the Frostplain Sea, and even a large supply wouldn’t attract attention. They shouldn’t be hard to sell in a place like Mozarica. The key was to keep Anton busy and tie him down there.
The messenger immediately took Wu Qingsong’s orders and headed for Nagrand, while Wu Qingsong, after a brief rest, swaggered into the city lord’s office with the documents Julian had given him.
"I am Tagready, the Chief Constable of the Barony of Eisfield. From now on, the eastern lands fall under my jurisdiction!" He did his best to act like a villainous underling, arrogantly throwing the documents onto the city lord’s desk. "You’d better wise up and stay out of my way! This is Prince Julian’s territory, understand? I’m warning you—this is deep water. Don’t drown yourself in it!"
The city lord of Crimson Plains City had never met Wu Qingsong before, but he had heard plenty about Nagrand. With his elite troops already dispatched to guard key locations around the Abyss Gate, he lacked the strength to deal with the threat, so he could only gather information about Nagrand through merchant caravans, biding his time to report it.
After Nagrand’s rise, Ram had been careful to keep information from leaking to Crimson Plains City. Caravans from there rarely had the chance to enter Nagrand proper, conducting trade only in outlying towns. Moreover, Nagrand’s most important trade partners had always been the beastmen of the wilderness, not Crimson Plains City.
The two sides had always been fierce competitors, though Crimson Plains City was merely a semi-permanent outpost of the Lapusia Duchy on the frontier. The so-called "city lord" was more like a trade factor sent by the duchy to oversee smuggling operations, with little real authority.
The city lord was skeptical but saw no obvious flaws in the documents. They clearly stated that the entire Frostplain Sea had become the territory of Duke Fantali’s youngest son, the Barony of Eisfield. Though he couldn’t fathom why a noble of high standing would care for such a remote wasteland, Wu Qingsong’s hints led him to suspect some power struggle among the upper echelons. Nagrand’s rapid development and the chaos in the Galloping Bull Highlands suddenly made sense. Deciding it was better not to meddle, he nodded obsequiously, spouted pleasantries, and respectfully escorted Wu Qingsong out.
Wu Qingsong, of course, didn’t assume everything was settled.
Long ago, Ram had planted spies in Crimson Plains City, running a small trading post that specialized in purchasing deer hides, rare herbs, and materials. This time, Wu Qingsong sent additional personnel to strengthen their network.
Their task was not only to monitor the city lord and garrison troops for any further espionage against Nagrand but also to keep an eye on strangers arriving from the south. Wu Qingsong planned to establish intelligence posts in towns along the line from Crimson Plains City to Stonekeep and Mozarica, vigilantly tracking any suspicious individuals to provide early warnings for Nagrand.
"We’ll also build a town here," he told Ram after returning to Nagrand, pointing at a map. "Make it slightly larger than Crimson Plains City, but deliberately filthy and disorderly, like the other border towns under elven rule. If Julian or Anton ever want to visit Nagrand, bring them here."
"That won’t be easy," Ram shook her head. Nagrand’s craftsmen were accustomed to designing and constructing orderly roads, houses, and canals. Asking them to build ramshackle structures might stump them. Worse, the town had to appear functional—no simple deceit.
"What if they insist on going further north?" Xiella asked. "From there, it’s less than half a day to villages under our control. The lie would collapse at once."
"In that case, detain them and cut off all communication. Buy as much time as possible," Wu Qingsong said.
He had no intention of accepting Dark Moon’s offer, but their words held some truth.
Without power to rival the mighty Elven Mages, all their efforts would only delay Nagrand’s inevitable destruction.
"I’m going to the Imperial Capital," he announced to Ram and the others. "First, to deliver the promised money to Julian, ensuring he stays put. Second, to fulfill my promise to Xuan Yue and the others. But most importantly, I need to find something."
"Find what?" Xiella asked.
"Bones," Wu Qingsong replied. "The bones of the strong."
This world might have once teemed with powerful figures, but after so many years, their burial sites were lost to time.
The only place Wu Qingsong could think of where strong bones were certain to be found was the ancient cemeteries of powerful elven families.
Saentars, Yakata, or other ancient houses—over the centuries, they had produced countless strong individuals, which also meant countless strong individuals had died. As far as Wu Qingsong knew, elves didn’t cremate their dead.
"Wu, are you insane?" Xiella exclaimed. "Do you realize what you’re saying?"
"Of course I do," Wu Qingsong said. "But it’s worth the risk. If I succeed, Nagrand gains the power to oppose the elves. Even if I fail, it’ll happen far from here, drawing no attention to Nagrand."
"Then I’m going with you!" Xiella insisted.
"No," Wu Qingsong refused. "All of you must stay and protect our children, our home. This time, I go alone. Trust me—I will succeed."
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Ling had always accompanied Wu Qingsong on his previous outings. The only time she wasn’t by his side was when he and Nina were teleported to the depths of the Abyss by a Magic Circle. This made her extremely reluctant to separate from him again.
Yet they all understood that what Wu Qingsong needed to do might be Nagrand’s only way out. Otherwise, if the Elves ever discovered Nagrand’s true state, years of their efforts would be wiped away in an instant.
Nina was responsible for matters concerning the Knights Order and the Galloping Bull Highlands. Ram handled affairs in Nagrand. Xiella was the most reliable combat asset, capable of swiftly resolving many thorny problems. Ling herself was about to give birth soon. As for Liuli...
"Everything will be fine," Wu Qingsong tried his best to reassure them. "What’s going on? Do you all really think I’m weak and can’t handle things alone?"
In the end, they had no choice but to accept the arrangement. However, Ling insisted on transporting Wu Qingsong to the southeast of the Batiz Desert via Airship so he wouldn’t have to trek through the wasteland.
Wu Qingsong didn’t carry large amounts of Silver Coins with him. Instead, he brought plenty of amber and gemstones obtained from the Galloping Bull Highlands. These were materials favored by Elves for crafting jewelry, and some gems could even be used to make Magic Artifacts, making them highly valuable. Once he reached the Imperial Capital, he could exchange them for Silver Coins through Dark Moon, thus solving Julian’s financial problem.
This wasn’t his first time visiting this place, but each time he returned, it grew more desolate.
The previous military standoff between Saentars and Yagata seemed to have utterly crushed commerce in the region, creating vast uninhabited zones. Some mines and villages that Wu Qingsong remembered had turned into ruins, leaving him with a pang of melancholy.
He believed he was working toward a cause that would benefit all Beastmen across the continent. Yet, in the process, some Beastmen were bound to suffer even more. Though this didn’t shake his resolve, it still left him feeling somewhat powerless.
If only he had greater strength...
He took a detour to visit the military camp where they had lured the Abyssal Lord. The place had been completely abandoned and clearly looted by nearby impoverished people. Anything of slight value had been stripped away, leaving only rubble and trash. However, at the center of the camp, the scars left by the Paragons' battle were still vividly visible.
Giant craters, scorched earth, glass-like sand formed under extreme heat, and shattered trees—these traces stretched far across the camp and even extended into the opposing Yagata People’s barracks. Standing on a nearby hillock, Wu Qingsong gazed at the damage, recalling the events of that day and imagining what had transpired afterward. His yearning for power grew even stronger.
If just one Abyssal Lord could wreak such devastation, what would happen to the world if the Abyss Demon Lords truly arrived?
Without the power to overcome them, recklessly challenging the Elves' rule would be nothing short of irresponsible criminality.
Riding with two horses, he traveled southeast along the Duchy of Yagata’s main road. Thanks to the documents Julian had provided, he encountered no major obstacles. The few reckless Bandits who crossed his path soon became corpses by the roadside, even slightly fattening Wu Qingsong’s purse. He reached the Imperial Capital ten days earlier than expected.
"These are excellent materials," appraised Dark Moon’s expert after carefully examining the amber and gemstones he brought. "140,000 Renal."
"How do you plan to use it?" Chi Yue asked.
Xuan Yue remained in Phoenix to search for opportunities, while Chi Yue had returned specifically for this matter.
"50,000 Silver Coins for Julian—preferably of lesser quality, preferably old and heavily worn," Wu Qingsong said. "10,000 exchanged into Gold Sol. The remaining..." He hesitated briefly.
Chi Yue smirked mockingly, as if amused by his hypocrisy.
"The remaining 80,000 Renal will be at your disposal. I want Marquis Osaga’s case to remain deadlocked for as long as possible—the longer, the better."
Personally, he disliked this approach. But for Nagrand’s sake, the longer Marquis Osaga remained imprisoned, the less time and energy Julian would have to focus on Nagrand. The more resources Julian invested—time, effort, and money—the harder it would be for him to give up, and the
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