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Introduction


When student Falion wakes up in the body of twelve-year-old slave Ethan, he finds himself aboard a ship bound for Purgatory Island—a secret research outpost where the empire’s greatest alchemist, Darragh, forges war golems from rare magical resources. Falion quickly realizes the horrifying truth: servants disappear monthly, their numbers matching the golems shipped out. Armed with a scientist’s mind from his past life, he outsmarts his captors at every turn—cultivating rare magical plants, earning library access through literacy, and trading cooking skills to the elite warrior Hadrian for combat training. As Falion masters Dou Qi energy and rises to head servant, he uncovers a paper trail linking missing children to flesh golems. The chapter ends with Falion slipping into the forbidden valley at night, determined to confirm what he already knows.






Chapter 293


The public carriage traveled south along the main road. After passing through the Labrador Grand Canyon, it entered a well-maintained road, the road became smoother, and the carriage suddenly accelerated.


“We’ll be in Annach in an hour,” the driver’s voice somewhat cheered up the passengers, whose spirits had been dulled by the long journey.

Ethan put down the book he was reading, The History of the Sera Empire, and began to gaze at the distant scenery.

After creating the puppet doll, Ethan didn’t linger. He took Hadrian and Caelin to Annach. This was the twentieth book he had read during his journey. The long fifteen-day trip had given him a comprehensive understanding of the history and geography of the entire southern continent.

“It seems you’re still the same as before, loving to read and desperately seeking all the knowledge you crave… not just alchemy,” Hadrian said to Ethan with a smile.

During this time, Hadrian was also learning the acupoint techniques that Ethan had taught him.

This secret technique of acupoints opened his eyes. Although he wasn’t sure if he could reach the Saintly Realm with this technique, a significant increase in strength was inevitable. To some extent, once he truly unlocked the full potential of his acupoints, even a Saintly Realm member wouldn’t be his match without using their domain.

Hadrian was quite grateful for Ethan’s generous gift.

“Putting aside the praise and praise, it’s not much different from the history of the Northern Continent. Division, unification, more division, more unification—history always repeats itself, and society gradually progresses amidst these contradictions,” Ethan replied without looking up.

“Including the Church of the Cataclysm?”

“Including the Church of the Cataclysm.”

It’s pointless to explain what the Church of the Cataclysm has done or what they possess here. They might differ from the Church of the Holy Spirit in some specific details, such as not having a Pope, only elders, but essentially, they are both the same kind of charlatans. One uses a bright future to deceive its followers, while the other uses a terrifying future to intimidate them.

Of course, considering the Abyss’s existence and the subsequent destruction of the Western Continent, the Church of the Cataclysm might indeed have had its significance, but that was only the founder’s significance. Over the centuries, the ideas of its successors have inevitably changed.

For example, they are now more focused on the struggle for power, on how to expand their influence to the Northern Continent, and how to become the continent’s truly premier church.

In this respect, they might even hope for a real catastrophe rather than try to prevent it.

Even before arriving, Ethan already knew of the divided opinions within the Church of the Cataclysm, and now he was simply even more certain of it.

“So, if I could, I’d prefer to study this,” Ethan said, waving a few sheets of paper in his hand.

Those were fragments of Kael’s notes.

Ethan already knew the origin of these fragments.

About fifty years ago, a monster-hunting party accidentally discovered an area guarded by a powerful monster. After killing the monster, they discovered it was Kael’s secret laboratory.

In this laboratory, besides Kael’s habitual notes, some unique inventions were also left behind.

This could have been the foundation of the discoverer’s lifelong glory, but unfortunately, because the discoverer was not alone, a major problem arose. Former friendships couldn’t withstand the test of immense profit; the adventurers of the monster-hunting party engaged in a bloody battle. They didn’t die under the powerful and terrifying monsters’ claws, but ultimately died by their own men’s blades. In the end, only four members of the twelve-person monster-hunting party escaped alive. They each received a portion of the laboratory’s legacy, while the most valuable notebook was torn into several pieces during the battle.

The piece Ethan held was brought out by one of the adventurers from that time.

Judging from the fragments recorded within, this notebook was exactly what Ethan had always longed for—it recorded the methods of creating and using the troll god.

“Do you really want the troll god to reappear?” Hadrian asked him.

“I don’t know, and I’m not interested,” Ethan replied in the standard tone of an alchemist.

Alchemists, in essence, are no different from many theoretical scientists. They dedicate themselves to exploring the mysteries of the universe, the causes of creation and existence, and possible ways to alter them. They are concerned with what they can create, not the consequences of their creations.

Like Einstein and nuclear weapons, he only cared whether it could be created, not the consequences—if he truly cared, he wouldn’t have supported the invention of such things.

The carriage finally arrived in Annach after a brief conversation.

From afar, this tall and majestic city shone like a jewel in the desert.

Annach’s grandeur and magnificence weren’t reflected in its walls; in fact, Annach had no walls at all.

The Sera Empire was already invincible in the Southern Continent, and its capital no longer needed walls to ensure its safety. What was truly awe-inspiring was Annach’s continuous stretch of skyscrapers and ancient castles rising into the sky, dotting the entire city.

Countless ancient castles stood like sharp swords, their colorful family banners fluttering, displaying the grandeur of a prosperous empire.

If Ethan hadn’t already known the descriptions of Annach from the books, he would have thought he’d stumbled upon an ancient battlefield.

The Sierra people revered martial prowess and loved antiquity; for them, only castles were eternal, trustworthy homes. Annach was a noble city built from the accumulated castles of countless families.

And at the very center of this city, two towering pillars stood majestically, the headquarters of the Royal Palace and the Church of the Scourge.

In contrast to the Church of the Holy Spirit, whose headquarters were nestled deep in the mountains, the Church of the Scourge’s headquarters were located directly in the capital, adjacent to the Royal Palace.

The carriage slowly entered Annach.

Compared to Winrington, Annach had a much longer history. It might not be as bustling and prosperous as Winrington, but it possessed its own magnificent grandeur. Cobblestone streets paved with embroidered flagpoles crisscrossed the entire city, and the carriage traveled on them with a smoothness akin to traveling on a 21st-century national highway.

Annach’s architecture is primarily stone, with various types of stones such as dolomite, white marble, and granite forming the city’s main structure. This gives the entire city a rustic and solemn feel, befitting a capital city.

The public carriage stopped at the stagecoach station. Ethan jumped down and straightened his clothes. Firebirds swooped down, shrinking their bodies to land on his shoulder. Ethan casually took out some food and fed them.

Caelin looked at the firebirds with envy. The two fiery red birds, now smaller, had brightly colored plumage and looked very cute.

“Let’s find somewhere to eat first, then we’ll go see Isador,” Ethan said.

Hadrian and Caelin had no objections; the travel food was simply too terrible.

Based on recommendations from passersby, they easily found a luxurious restaurant. As soon as Caelin stepped inside, he shouted, “Hey, bring some food and drinks!”

“What would you like to order, sir?” a waiter hurried over.

“Do you have any meat?” Caelin asked.

“Of course, we’ll have the finest veal, and also…”

“Veal, two large platters, please. I’m starving, I could eat half a cow. And some wine, the strongest kind.”

“Right away.” The waiter quickly left, while someone else pulled out seats for Ethan and his companion.

The restaurant wasn’t too crowded, but most of the diners were well-dressed gentlemen.

When Ethan and his group entered, many people looked at them with surprise.

As Caelin ordered in his characteristically loud voice, many people frowned.

Ethan even overheard someone say, “A bunch of rude and uncouth barbarians.”

The retro trend brought with it an extreme emphasis on etiquette and manners; if Baron Ivaris were here, he would certainly thrive.

Ethan simply smiled at such disdain.

The veal was quickly served, followed by two bottles of Red Flame Wine, a specialty of the Southern Continent. It was said to be extremely potent, even usable as fuel.

Neither Ethan nor Hadrian liked strong liquor, but Caelin certainly did, downing glass after glass incessantly.

His rude drinking style caused many nobles to frown. In their eyes, such a boorish fellow should be thrown out of the tavern, forbidden to set foot inside.

At a table not far away sat a young woman, opposite her a nobleman.

The nobleman’s son sneered, “I can hardly imagine how I could sit in a restaurant with such a person. Perhaps when I get back, I should speak to my father and ask His Majesty the Emperor to distinguish between the nouveau riche and the true nobles. We cannot allow those money-grubbing fellows who crawled out of the gutter to tarnish our nobility.”

Humans often learn many things without instruction at a very young age, and one of the most important is boasting about their family background.

Having a good father is like having a particularly fun toy for children, something to talk about endlessly, even for a lifetime. For most spoiled brats, a powerful father is the most worthwhile thing to boast about.

The young woman, likely a friend of the nobleman, possessed a haughty air akin to a phoenix: “You’re right. My father long ago proposed establishing a new household registration system. All those lacking manners should be expelled from the capital to maintain its noble image.”

Caelin glanced at the couple and scoffed, “A pair of bastards.”

Then he lowered his head and continued eating and drinking.

The young woman clearly heard this; she turned and glared at them fiercely.

Just as she was about to say something, her gaze fell on the fiery bird perched on Ethan’s shoulder.

The next moment, she cried out, “Fiery bird? It’s a fiery bird! Guards, seize them!”





Chapter 294


The girl’s scream was sharp and loud, and in the blink of an eye, a large group of warriors rushed into the tavern.


The girl pointed at Ethan and issued a haughty command: “That boy is a poacher! He poached the Flamebirds! Go and arrest him!”

The lead warrior looked at Ethan, then at the Flamebird perched on his shoulder, and hesitated slightly: “But those Flamebirds don’t have any magical contract marks on them; they don’t look like they were forcibly captured.”

The girl’s large eyes widened: “Rhydderch, I don’t need you to tell me what’s right and wrong. I only know that you’d better do what I tell you now.”

A cold smile crept onto Ethan’s lips. This was the second time he had been falsely accused of poaching.

He knew very well that the other party was putting on an act, deliberately framing him.

When they came in, the girl had already seen the Flamebirds, and at that moment, her eyes had already shown surprise and longing. However, Caelin’s rudeness made the girl think they were a group of uncouth country bumpkins, causing her to abandon the idea of ​​obtaining the bird through fair means. Instead, in response to Caelin’s insults, the girl chose to falsely accuse others. This would effectively teach Caelin and his group a lesson, while also allowing her to legitimately seize the Flamebird—a clever method indeed.

The only problem was that the girl seemed to have overlooked one thing—the Flamebird was a level nine magical beast; they weren’t something just anyone could capture.

At that moment, Red flapped its wings and suddenly grew larger, transforming from a cute little bird into a terrifying raptor, its eyes fixed on the girl and the samurai, seemingly about to unleash its terrifying stream of fire.

All the samurai simultaneously raised their swords, and the situation in the tavern instantly became extremely tense.

“Please wait a moment!” a middle-aged gentleman called out as he stepped forward. “Esteemed guests, I am the manager of this restaurant. I would like to remind you that this is Lord Iarlaith’s property. He does not wish for any unpleasantness to occur in his restaurant, especially not something like this. I know you are all influential figures, so why can’t we sit down and discuss this calmly?”

Ethan slowly stood up. “Esteemed Manager, as you have already seen, we are not the ones who started this trouble.”

The nobleman also stood up. “Rest assured, if there are any losses in the event of a fight, the Wynfor family will be responsible for all compensation. I guarantee Iarlaith will not cause you any trouble.”

Seeing that his persuasion was useless, the manager could only sigh and retreat.

These people before him were all of great importance, and he dared not provoke them lightly.

As for Ethan, he said nothing, only taking a step back.

Two fiery birds let out a loud cry and simultaneously unleashed flames at the group of warriors.

To Ethan’s surprise, the warriors didn’t use their aura to fight head-on. Instead, they simultaneously pulled out small round shields from their backs and held them in front of them. Seven or eight of them joined their shields together, forming a large shield that emitted a faint glow of aura, blocking the flames from the Blazing Bird.

“Huh?” Even Hadrian exclaimed in surprise. “A combined shield formation? They’re military warriors!”

A combined shield formation is a common defensive tactic on the battlefield. This method of defending against attacks requires close coordination among the warriors, not only in their formation, arrangement, and rhythm, but also in their use of aura.

However, while this shield formation looks simple, it’s impossible to execute without rigorous organization and strict discipline, as well as standardized aura training and usage methods.

The samurai before him clearly exemplified this; they collectively released their battle aura, concentrating it on their shields, yet the amount of aura released was remarkably balanced. Furthermore, having all mastered standard battle aura training methods, their auras didn’t repel each other, forming a unified whole.

No matter the number, they remained a single entity—only soldiers honed through countless trials could achieve this.

This is a crucial reason why sometimes quantity can trump quality. Ordinary, undisciplined samurai, no matter how many, pose no threat to a strong opponent. However, the strength of rigorously trained military samurai is vastly different. The former is less than one plus one, the latter is greater than two.

The girl let out a smug, cold laugh: “Only now do you realize who you’ve offended?”

Ethan’s lips curled into a disdainful sneer: “You may have a powerful background, but you’re certainly not the most powerful person I’ve ever offended. Your backer, in my eyes, is worthless.”

As he finished speaking, Hadrian stepped forward, his longsword unleashing a shower of starlight, condensing into a massive force that swept away the charging samurai. The force slammed into the combined shield array in front of them, causing all eight samurai to tremble simultaneously. Although they had absorbed some of the power from Hadrian’s strike, it was clear they were feeling extremely unwell.

The samurai’s expressions changed drastically. This wasn’t just because even the eight of them combined couldn’t withstand the attack, but also because the strike had completely shattered all their defenses, demonstrating incredibly precise control over the power.

To achieve this, it meant their opponent had actually held back. Judging from Hadrian’s nonchalant demeanor, he certainly didn’t seem to have used his full strength.

“You’re a high-ranking samurai?” the girl’s leading samurai, Rhydderch, exclaimed.

Only high-ranking samurai could possess such exquisite control over their aura.

The girl was stunned by these words, and cried out, “That’s impossible!”

Rhydderch turned back to the girl and said, “Miss, I’m afraid we can hardly fulfill your request. I’m certain this samurai is a high-ranking one, and the few of us are no match for him. If you insist on attacking him, I fear we won’t be able to protect your safety.”

The girl’s face darkened.

The country bumpkin she had originally intended to teach a lesson to actually had a high-ranking samurai under his command.

This made her feel utterly humiliated.

The noble young man was clearly also stunned by this scene. He knew very well the strength of the girl’s samurai. If her men were no good, then his men would be even worse.

Most importantly, he immediately realized that this young man had managed to hire a high-ranking samurai as a bodyguard, which was obviously no small feat.

Even with his family’s status, it was impossible to casually hire a high-ranking samurai to protect him.

Perhaps these people weren’t as easy to deal with as they seemed.

This frightened him—almost all nobles had this flaw: arrogant, haughty, and self-righteous, but when faced with someone potentially more noble, they immediately cowered, becoming humble, all their arrogance vanishing.

So he took the girl’s hand and whispered in her ear, “We’d better leave first; those people might not be so easy to deal with.”

The girl was a little angry: “Taelon, you’re such a coward! You’ve really disappointed me.”

The young man’s pride immediately overcame his fear of possibly encountering someone powerful, and Taelon’s face flushed slightly.

To prove his courage, he said, “Ianthe, you know I’m not a coward. Since that’s the case…”

He stepped forward, drew his longsword, and pointed it at Ethan, saying, “Come out! I challenge you to a duel!”

Another duel!

Ethan really wanted to say, “I hate duels.”

These noble young masters, with nothing better to do than eat and drink, loved to find someone to duel.

And often, on top of that, they’d also add a woman who liked to sow discord.

It seemed the girl before him was this type; she enjoyed having men risk their lives for her, as it satisfied her arrogant and self-righteous nature.

So Ethan merely sneered, then turned away, ignoring them. The mockery on his handsome face seemed directed at the girl; his disdainful attitude deeply insulted her.

“Are you scared?” she screamed.

Seeing that they ignored him, the nobleman named Taelon felt a profound sense of humiliation.

Perhaps in a moment of impulse, he roared and thrust his sword at Ethan, aiming directly for Ethan’s back.

With his back to Taelon, Ethan’s eyes flashed with a chilling killing intent: “This isn’t a duel!”

Just as Taelon’s sword was about to strike, Ethan’s body swayed slightly, and the sword pierced through Taelon’s armpit. Ethan suddenly staggered back, colliding with Taelon. Taelon’s momentum was too great; the impact left him dizzy. Then, a figure flashed before his eyes and vanished—Ethan was already behind him.

“Ah!” Taelon let out a shrill scream.

Ethan’s dinner knife was already embedded in Taelon’s sword-wielding right hand, pinning him firmly to the table where he was eating.

The scene stunned everyone.

“My God! Young Master Taelon!” An old butler rushed forward.

Ethan kicked the old butler to the ground, casually drew his longsword, and pointed it at the girl, saying, “This is just a lesson. Your family may have some power, but that doesn’t mean you can act recklessly. I’ve tolerated your and your companions’ behavior repeatedly, but it’s clear you don’t understand the art of knowing when to advance and retreat, let alone the importance of assessing the situation. I hope your father wasn’t as incompetent as you, otherwise I fear he’ll squander all the best soldiers in the Sera Empire.”

“How dare you insult my father!” the girl screamed, lunging forward, but her subordinate Rhydderch grabbed her, saying, “Miss, Young Master Taelon is injured. We’d better take him back for treatment.”

Given the current situation, it was clear that the three people opposite were not to be trifled with, and Ethan had displayed his terrifying ruthlessness.

He had actually pierced the hand of a noble young master!

No one was sure what even more terrible things he might do next.

The girl finally showed some fear. She glared at Ethan and Hadrian, then yelled, “Let’s go!”

The samurai named Rhydderch cautiously approached Ethan and, under Ethan’s cold gaze, pulled the knife from Taelon’s hand. Taelon screamed in pain and fainted.

Ethan ignored it.

Perhaps knowing that Ethan had already shown mercy—Taelon’s actions deserved much harsher punishment—Rhydderch whispered, “Thank you,” as he helped Taelon away.

Ethan said casually, “No need to be polite. But following a spoiled and ignorant master is more dangerous than going to war, isn’t it?”

Rhydderch froze, head bowed, and left without a word.

The girl had obviously heard this, and she was furious.

Stepping out of the tavern, her face ashen, she said, “Rhydderch, immediately summon my father’s guards.”

Rhydderch was startled. “Miss Ianthe, is it necessary to make such a fuss?”

“That’s my business, none of your concern!” the girl roared. Clenching her fists, she shouted, “No one has ever dared to insult me, Ianthe, like this! No one has ever dared to do this! I will teach them a lesson!”

Rhydderch wanted to say that it was clearly his attempt to bully others that backfired, but ultimately sighed and left.

He only hoped that by the time he arrived with his large force, the other side would be gone.

However, it seemed those “country bumpkins” had no sense of this.

They were still eating and drinking in the tavern.

—————————A large number of warriors quickly arrived, several hundred in total, completely surrounding the tavern.

The girl, Ianthe, sat triumphantly on a horse. In her mind, this time, that wretched boy wouldn’t escape. Of course, the pair of fiery birds would also fall into her hands.

Her simple mind only considered what she could gain, never considering what she might lose.

Beside her sat a young noble general, his face stern.

“Ianthe, were those the ones who injured Taelon?”

“Yes, that blond bastard in the middle.” Ianthe shouted angrily.

The young general waved his hand, and a large group of warriors surged to the stairs.

“Take those three down!” the general pointed at Ethan and the others.

“Wait!” a hurried shout suddenly came from afar.

The general glanced into the distance: “Is that Galadriel?”

Rushing towards them was Galadriel, the Dark Knight of the Church of the Scourge.

“What’s he doing here?” The young general asked, somewhat surprised. He frowned slightly, about to ignore him, when Galadriel shouted again, “Please don’t do it, General Gavriel, stop!”

“Galadriel! I want you to understand that I’m on official business. These men have violated Imperial law and harmed the noble Baron Taelon. According to Imperial law, I must arrest them and send them for interrogation!”

“You’d better abandon that foolish and absurd idea.” Galadriel’s Nightmare charged to Gavriel’s side like lightning, waving to Ethan and the others from a distance. Then he said to Gavriel, “Listen to me, if you don’t order your men to stop attacking immediately, you may never see the sun rise again.”

Gavriel was shocked by Galadriel’s words. Galadriel added, “Believe me, Gavriel, you don’t know who these people are, but that boy in the middle is definitely not someone you can afford to mess with! I mean, Taelon was lucky to have injured his hand; you must admit he was merciful today. Otherwise, including your sister Ianthe, they might not have had the chance to see you again, and that includes you now. If you don’t stop now and provoke him… Gavriel, don’t think you can withstand his wrath; even if you could, you couldn’t withstand the wrath of another great man.”

These words shocked everyone. Who exactly was that boy that Galadriel, the Dark Knight of the Church of the Scourge, would issue such a serious warning to them?

“Another… sir?” Gavriel hesitated. “Which one are you referring to?”

“Me!”

From the other end of the street, an elderly man dressed in the black robes of the Church of the Scourge slowly emerged.

Upon seeing the old man, everyone knelt simultaneously, even Gavriel and the proud young woman Ianthe.

“Lord Neper!”

It was Myrddin, the elder of the Church of the Scourge, who had come in person.
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In the Sera Empire, the Elders of the Church of the Scourge are practically the representatives of the gods. Even disregarding their Holy Domain power, this very status is enough to command the worship of the world. The Church of the Scourge’s scriptures proclaim that only they can save humanity from the apocalypse, placing the fate of humanity entirely on their shoulders. Even the emperor, high above all, addresses the Elders with the utmost respect, addressing them as “Your Majesty.”


At this moment, Myrddin’s arrival is like the emperor’s personal visit, leaving everyone present utterly shocked. In an instant, everyone on the street knelt, no one daring to utter a single disrespectful word.

No, there were exceptions.

Ethan, Hadrian, and Caelin remained standing.

Myrddin’s journey seemed slow, but in the blink of an eye, he was downstairs. Standing beside Gavriel, he first let out an angry snort, then spoke slowly, “Gavriel, you truly disappoint me. Your sister is immature, but are you immature too? Your actions have tarnished the dignity and honor of the nobility. You yourself are unworthy to be called a soldier. Are the soldiers of the Empire merely there to avenge your sister, satisfy her tyrannical nature, or simply to serve your family? If your father knew about this, he would surely be so enraged he’d vomit blood.”

These words terrified Gavriel. Gavriel trembled, about to speak, when Myrddin shook his head, saying, “You don’t need to explain. I know everything. You may be unconvinced, but I must tell you, Galadriel is right. That’s not someone you can afford to mess with. Your sister’s arrogance almost brought you and your family a lot of trouble. You’d better take her back and teach her a lesson, curb her shallow nature, so she can avoid a lot of trouble for herself and her family!”

“Yes, Your Excellency Elder,” Gavriel replied tremblingly.

He had never seen Isador reprimand him so harshly.

After reprimanding the Gavriel siblings, Isado finally looked up at Ethan: “You’ve finally arrived. You know I’ve been waiting for you for a long time.”

Ethan chuckled, emerged from the restaurant, bowed to Isado, and said, “I’m sorry I caused some trouble as soon as I arrived, forcing you to come and resolve this crisis for me.”

Isado shook his head with a smile: “Resolve your crisis? Ethan, you’re too kind. If this kind of situation could stump you, you wouldn’t be Ethan. The reason I rushed over wasn’t to save you, but to save these two lovable siblings.”

At this point, Isado sighed regretfully: “Their father is my good friend…” “Friend, I can’t watch them die at your hands.”

Ethan approached Isador with a grin. “Annach’s hospitality wasn’t very friendly. I did intend to teach them a lesson, but I didn’t expect you to arrive so quickly. It seems the Church of the Scourge’s informants are indeed very well-informed.”

“I apologize for that. As for being well-informed, that’s not quite right. It’s just that if we didn’t know about something happening right under our noses, our reaction would be far too slow. Besides, not everyone can possess a Blazing Bird.”

“I’m already quite satisfied to have a Saint-level being apologize to me. In that case, let’s consider it a closed case.” Ethan shrugged indifferently.

However, this conversation had already terrified everyone around him.

Who exactly was this young man? How could Isador speak to him in such a tone, even apologizing, while the young man seemed unconcerned?

The problem was, he knew almost every famous figure and their young masters in the capital, so why had he never heard of this person before? Stealing a glance, he saw the blond boy and Isador walking side-by-side down the street. Isador showed no sign of unease, instead chatting amiably with Ethan. How many in the entire empire could receive such treatment?

Could it be someone from the royal family? Or perhaps a Saint-level being?

The thought that his sister might have offended a powerful figure he couldn’t possibly afford to offend made Gavriel’s face pale, and he broke out in a cold sweat.

Watching them walk away, Galadriel patted Gavriel on the shoulder and said, “Get up. Tell your sister not to be so reckless in the future.”

Gavriel stood up and whispered to Galadriel, “Lord Galadriel, who was that boy…?”

Galadriel replied seriously, “The only thing I can tell you is: this boy is terrifying, extremely terrifying. According to our latest information, he recently blinded a Saint and caused a change of dynasty in a country.”

“Caused a change of dynasty in a country? You mean…”

“Yes, he’s not from the Southern Continent…” “If you’re interested, you can inquire about his background yourself. You’ve already heard his name, haven’t you? Ask those merchants who frequently sail the seas; they’ll give you an answer, and I’m sure you’ll find it interesting. Don’t say I didn’t warn you; if you underestimate him because he’s an outsider, you’ll be making a grave mistake. And one last warning: as far as I know, that young man isn’t known for his magnanimity. Your sister shouldn’t have coveted his Flamebird, so if he doesn’t want to let you off the hook, you’ll be in serious trouble. If anything really happens to you, I’m sure His Majesty the Elder will not stand up for you.”

With that, Galadriel turned and left.

Gavriel stared blankly into the distance, then glanced at his younger sister’s pale face beside him. He sighed, “Ianthe, I believe that regardless of that boy’s background, you’ve indeed caused a major disaster. The best course of action now is to return immediately and tell Father, so he can handle this matter. If I’m not mistaken, given Father’s personality, he will order you to personally apologize to that person.”

“But brother…”

“No buts!” Gavriel said seriously, “The trouble you’ve brought to the family must be faced. Over the years, the family has provided you with the most comfortable life, allowing you to be unruly and disrespectful, but when the family faces danger, you cannot stand idly by!”

“You must be prepared to make sacrifices!”

While the arrogant girl and her brother were trembling with fear at the impending disaster, Ethan himself didn’t take it to heart.

He was more focused on Isadora himself.

This was the second Sanctuary he had encountered. Compared to Merwyn, Myrddin seemed more elusive, perhaps due to their different positions. Merwyn, known as the God of Thunder, possesses ferocious and domineering attacks. His mage guild is notorious for its free-spiritedness and lack of efficiency, making him, despite his powerful status as a Saint, appear rather simple-minded.

Myrddin, on the other hand, is the leader of the Church of the Scourge and considers himself a servant of God, thus possessing both humility and nobility. This makes it difficult to gauge your distance from him; just when you think you’re close, the actual distance can feel like light-years.

Of course, this is only a superficial impression; at least for now, Myrddin’s smile is warm and approachable.

“So, you’ve been in the Southern Continent for two months now?”

“Yes, Your Majesty Myrddin. Perhaps it’s due to my youth, but after arriving on this land, I was captivated by its beautiful scenery and wandered around, thus neglecting my official duties. Please forgive me.”

“Oh, I see.” Isado knew, of course, that someone like Ethan wouldn’t neglect his duties for leisure. As for why he waited two months to arrive, Isado could more or less guess, but he didn’t mind. Given Ethan’s status, coming to the Southern Continent alone, he would certainly have made some necessary preparations. If he had come without any preparation, Isado would probably have looked down on him: “So, what do you think of the Southern Continent?”

“Very beautiful,” Ethan answered sincerely. Along his journey, he discovered that this continent, which retained its ancient charm, indeed possessed many beautiful sights rarely seen in the Northern Continent. Perhaps due to the unification of the continent, the absence of war reduced the destruction of environmental resources, leading to more wise and capable rulers effectively managing the land. New resource points were being developed, and the jungle monsters of many famous mountains and rivers, besides the Baoqin Plains, were preserved. Alchemy was no longer used for war, but for improving people’s lives. Despite some less-than-pleasant experiences, Ethan generally liked this land quite a bit.

He spoke his true feelings, and Myrddin could tell it was his honest opinion. He smiled and nodded. “I hope what happened earlier didn’t spoil your pleasant impression of this place.”

“As you and I both know, there’s never a shortage of nobles who think they’re the darlings of the heavens and then act recklessly. Such people aren’t unique to the Southern Continent,” Ethan replied in his unique way. “So I don’t need to mind.”

“Well said.”

“By the way, let me introduce you. These two are my friends. Hadrian, the Star Warrior. Caelin, a berserker from the Eastern Continent.” Ethan introduced Hadrian and Caelin.

“We didn’t come here voluntarily,” Caelin replied in a muffled voice.

Isador looked at Caelin with some surprise. The latter added, “I was kidnapped as a slave. My family was all killed by the Niall family of Raven City. They were involved in the slave trade. Ethan saved me, so I followed him. To be honest, I have no fondness for this land, even though it looks nice. The Eastern Continent is beautiful too.”

Ethan sighed, “He’s just a straightforward guy.”

Isador laughed, “Looks like I have a lot to apologize for. Believe me, Caelin, I will give you an explanation.”

He casually waved his hand, and a ghostly figure appeared beside Isador.

Isador ordered, “Go to Raven City and make the Niall family disappear, and make all their supporters disappear too.”

The figure nodded and vanished.

“That’s more like it,” Caelin muttered.

“Now, Ethan, welcome to the Church of the Scourge,” Isador announced loudly.

Before them, a magnificent, ancient castle-like building officially appeared.





Chapter 296


This is a magnificent and ornate castle-like building, divided into three sections.


The outermost section is the congregation for believers, also known as the Cataclysm Cathedral of the Church of the Scourge.

Every day, large numbers of believers come here to worship deities, offer incense, pray for protection, sincerely pray, receive baptism, and receive alms, prayers, and enlightenment from the priests.

Unlike the Church of the Holy Spirit, which believes that after death, the soul either ascends to heaven to be with the God of Light and enjoy eternal bliss, or descends to hell to suffer its fiery inferno. Believers receive eternal life, while non-believers suffer eternally.

The Church of the Scourge, however, believes that human life is a gift from God, and death is merely God taking back that gift. Therefore, the god of the underworld, Argas, is the greatest being, bringing everything back to nothingness. However, this does not mean they support death, because the Church of the Scourge believes that no one, except Argas, can arbitrarily take another’s life. Only death after baptism is a clean death, with life returning to the embrace of Argas and reappearing on earth one day. The Temple of Odin in the Eastern Continent, however, believes in its doctrine that death is not a terrible thing; only the body dissipates, while the soul is immortal. The soul can even ascend; believers can become gods, while non-believers become demons.

This shows that all churches are adept at defining life and death, because they understand that life and death are always the most important matters for any living being.

Of all the definitions of life and death, the Temple of Odin has the most tolerant attitude towards death, considering it not terrible, and even harboring a sense of anticipation. Therefore, their main fighting force consists of fanatical, fierce, and fearless berserkers. The Church of the Scourge, on the other hand, sanctifies death through its doctrines, thereby controlling the lives and deaths of others. The Church of the Holy Spirit lies somewhere in between.

Fortunately, although Caelin is a berserker from the Eastern Continent, she is not a priestly warrior of the Temple of Odin, so she is not considered a heretic; otherwise, upon arriving here, she would likely have faced punishment from heretics first.

Religious conflicts are always cruel, with no room for sentimentality, as they involve matters of principle.

Beyond the cathedral lies the living quarters of the Church of the Scourge. Numerous dark priests, clerical warriors, and individuals with special status, such as the Guardians of Holy Light, reside there. This area is relatively complex, containing living quarters, training areas, a confessional area specifically for clergy, and an inner sanctuary for the Elders to handle internal affairs.

Further beyond this is a towering temple. That is the third and most important area of ​​the Church of the Scourge: the Temple of the Sacrifice.

Inside the Temple of the Sacrifice is a massive altar, said to have existed since ancient times. No one knows its origin, only that it possesses a peculiar power; when sufficient sacrifices are offered, it can communicate with the God of the Underworld.

“You mean, it’s right there that one can communicate with the God of the Underworld?” Ethan asked, somewhat surprised.

Isador chuckled. “I told you from our very first conversation that God exists; He is among us, listening to our voices and observing our actions. Every so often, God sends oracles through His temple, offering us guidance, and we act according to His will.”

“Oracles?” Ethan was astonished.

“Yes, oracles!” Isador answered with absolute certainty. “The Church of the Cataclysm was founded under the guidance of the Great God of the Underworld, and it has thrived because of His existence. Ethan, you may not believe me, but the God of the Underworld knew of your arrival long ago.”

“You mean the God of the Underworld knew I was coming?” This statement greatly surprised Ethan.

“Yes,” Isador nodded.

“This is unbelievable! God can see the future?”

“God is omnipotent.”

“If that’s the case, why do you make deals with me? Doesn’t all the deal become meaningless? You can just ask God for whatever you need.”

Isador’s expression turned very serious: “God is the creator of all things, and we are all just his children. We can only give to God, not take. If you are devout enough, then perhaps you can receive God’s blessings. For God’s blessings, we should be grateful and content. We should listen to God’s will, fulfill God’s desires, and execute God’s commands. Everything we do is under God’s guidance. We succeed because God needs us to succeed; we fail because God wants to test our loyalty. For God… you can never take!”

This was the typical answer of a religious fanatic.

Ethan calmed down slightly.

He knew he had just spoken out of turn, but fortunately, Isador didn’t take his words to heart.

After a moment’s thought, Ethan replied, “I still don’t understand. If God knew me, why did you go through such a heated argument before reaching a deal with me?”

Isador answered, “Because God knows, but we don’t.”

Ethan was stunned.

According to Isador’s words, God knew everything, knew Ethan, and even knew Ethan was coming. However, the old god might not be interested in this, nor might He have told His people. Therefore, it was normal that Isador didn’t know, and the Church of the Cataclysm didn’t know.

To put it more bluntly, anyone standing before Isador could arrogantly say, “God already knew everything about you, knew you would be here. As for us not knowing, it’s because God didn’t tell us.”

A very common charlatan’s tactic.

This made Ethan laugh.

He could tell that Isador genuinely believed in the God of the Underworld, but Ethan felt no liking for this so-called omniscient and omnipotent God of the Underworld.

It seemed too ethereal, too elusive.

“So, God is watching me now?” Ethan asked.

“God created all beings, and looks down upon them; everything is in His eyes.”

“If God created all beings, then who created God?”

“God is an existence born according to the laws of this world, coexisting with the world; no one can create Him!” Isador’s expression turned serious. Clearly, he was displeased with Ethan’s impolite question.

Ethan finally stopped asking.

Looking into the distance, the towering temple, the wisps of incense smoke, exuded a thick, mysterious aura.

For some reason, Ethan’s heart suddenly pounded.

He felt as if some force was approaching him, watching him.

A strange feeling welled up deep within his soul, as if a voice was whispering in his heart.

As if something was calling to him.

This startled Ethan, but when he tried to sense it, the feeling vanished, leaving only the mysterious temple standing before him.

“What’s wrong?” Isado asked, noticing Ethan’s sudden stop.

“Just now… it felt like something entered my body, like someone was softly calling to me.” Ethan looked at Isado, bewildered.

Isado smiled with satisfaction. “You’ve finally felt the power of the gods, child. That was God’s call to you. As I’ve said, God is great; He is omnipresent, looking down upon all beings. He already knows of your arrival.”

Ethan stared blankly at the temple, finally saying, “Your Majesty Isado, may I go and worship the God of the Underworld?”

“Of course, after we’ve completed our deal.”

“Ah!” A piercing scream shattered the silence of the night.

Penelope sat bolt upright, the man beside her clutching his head and screaming madly. His eyes were bloodshot, veins bulging on his forehead, making him look like an enraged lion, letting out a terrifying growl.

“Brother Stone!” Penelope called out.

She quickly jumped out of bed and brought over some water she had prepared beforehand. Then she took a towel, soaked it, and began to wipe the man’s body.

Large drops of sweat dripped from the man’s body. He hissed softly, his appearance contorted and terrifying.

Penelope trembled as she wiped the man’s body. She didn’t know when he would lose his mind and tear her to pieces, but she still persisted, not running away, summoning all her courage to care for him.

The man’s headaches had suddenly started two weeks ago.

On the first attack, he lost his mind, went berserk, and nearly killed Penelope. Fortunately, he finally regained his senses at the last moment and controlled himself; at that moment, he almost broke Penelope’s neck.

Shortly after that, the man would experience headaches every one or two days. Each headache terrified him.

Surprisingly, Penelope displayed extraordinary courage during these times.

Whenever the man’s pain flared up, she would gently care for him. Over time, Stone’s condition showed a significant improvement.
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