
X789 : The Shadow in the Night. 

 

His neck was itching. He could still feel it. It has been 8 years now, but still, the place where the mark of 

the guild had been was still aching. But more than a body injury, it was mostly a moral wound, the kind 

of scar that affects you for the rest of your life, everlasting and tormenting, sticking in your everyday 

thoughts like a pernicious disease, which never heals and pops up everytime the slightest glimmer of 

hope and happiness shows up in your life.  

He put his right hand on the reddish area and softly brushed it,  hoping somehow to make the pain 

disappear. He was hopeless when it came to healing injuries and relieving burdened minds. His powers 

were no use for helping people, or helping him. He remembered the good old days, 8 years ago, when he 

was not considered as a murdered, when no one called him Crazy Crow, when he had people around to 

talk to, when he had friends. It seemed to him like ages ago, in so remote a time, when he could feel the 

soft sun of summer warming his white skin while the mild wind was caressing his dark hair. And most 

important of all, she was there. He had been knowing her since they were only children, and they had 

been training together since then. Their powers were alike, and as she was trying to defeat him in a 

hand-to-hand fight, he would gaze at the curve her hair would make, whirling and dancing through the 

air, following her every move. Her deep blue eyes, vigorous and frowned, had bewitched him, making 

him unable to do nothing but ducking and playing defensively.  Their fights always ended like this, when 

none of them managed to defeat the other with their magic powers; truth is, he would always let her 

win, unable to hurt her even though she kept telling him she was strong, and no little girl and that she 

could put up with being hurt. She also told him that she will have to fight against opponents that do not 

hold themselves back, which was not wrong, but he could not allow himself to harm her pretty face. By 

then, he could not tell his feelings for her, made stubborn and too shy by teenagehood, and he prefered 

to lie to himself and dream secretly of her than facing the truth. But she had forgotten him, like everyone 

else. She had promised to come and see him, but she never did. He had spent 7 years in goal alone, and 

noone ever came to visit him, prefering to forget the devilish and lunatic Crazy Crow. This only thought 

made him seethe with rage. One day they will pay. They could not understand how hard it was to be like 

a bird in a cage, with crippled wings, deprived of freedom and fresh air. The itching started up again all 

the more intensely, and he couldn't stand still any longer. 

He stood up and crossed the room of the secluded house he had been living in since his release. At the 

end of the small room stood Faith. It cawed when Rukh came to him. The crow was his only friend. It 

made him remember that day, a couple of days after being released. He had been sleeping outside, 

wandering in Fiore aimlessly, barely eating. He did not know what to do next, where to go. He had no 

family and the only one he had had given up on him, 8 years ago. In the morning, he woke up at dawn, 

dew all over the face, hearing the cawing of a crow nearby. The bird was cooing for help. Understanding 

birds was part of his power. When he arrived, he noticed that small ball of feather, black as night, 

agonising on the stony and hard ground. His wings were both wounded, and he could not fly anymore, 

waiting for death to seize him. But instead of that, Rukh picked it up, and did as best he ccould to heal 

and protect this puny living being, and by that mean, linked his own health and mind to the life of the 



bird. That is why he called him Faith, and he cherished him more than anything else in the world. Faith 

was also responsible for the growth of his magic power. Since that fateful day, he had felt such an 

incredible power birthing into him, and he understood that, in some way, the bird might not be only a 

mere crow, but something way stronger than he had, at first, expected.  

Faith gazed at Rukh and somehow, the latter found solace in those big dark eyes. His wrath eased at 

once. His mind was lifted of all his hatred, and he remembered that he had not eaten for hours. He went 

out of the house, with Faith on his shoulder. 

The night was cloudless, and the moon shone very bright in the sky, surrounded by twinkling stars that 

looked as if the sky was a city, the Giant City of Nightfall, the lights of which were small houses of happy 

families, and the moon, the giant castle whose greatness and power rule the whole world, enlightening 

the path of every wanderer in search of a new aim to embrace. This made him remember he had no 

family, no aim, and noone but a bird to talk to. It also made him feel uneasy. He would have prefered a 

very cloudy night, where he could easily vanish in the darkness, like the unseen predator hunting down 

his prey. Since his released, he had become quite a notorious figure. People called him The Shadow in 

the night, able to steal anything in a flash and then to disappear like nothing happened. He had been 

stealing for months now, that was the easiest way he found to eat. He knew that folks had sent requests 

to guilds to catch him, but none had been able to do it for now. That sounded quite ironic to him, 

considering years ago he was the one sent to fetch criminals, and that he was pretty good at it. Rukh and 

Faith managed to sneak in Hargeon Town quite easily, it was not well-guarded at night. They made their 

way through the maze that Hargeon was, and wormed their way into a dead-end. There, he asked Faith 

to break into the butcher's -Faith was small and could break into a house without leaving any hint- and, 

as the bird flew to the skylight of the shop, he hid himself in the dimly lit street.  

As he was waiting quietly his bird's return, he distinctly heard the sound of someone near. The sounds of 

the footsteps indicated that the person was coming in the street. He did not know why, there was 

nothing but him and some old and rusty scrap-heap and a bin. The steps were getting closer, and Rukh 

started to feel uncomfortable. Faith was in the house, and he did not want to be seen. Moreover, his 

powers were not as strong as they were before spending 8 years in gaol, and the bird was not close 

enough to grant him strenght. The street where he stood was dark as night, but the entrance of the 

dead-end was lit by the lights of the main street, and you could easily make out who was there and what 

they looked like. After a few seconds, a silhouette appeared at the entrance, and stopped, peering at the 

street. Rukh doubted the man -because it was a man, who seemed tall and slender, with very long hair 

and long limbs- could see him, however, the stranger seemed to be expecting something, looking at the 

bin where Rukh had hidden behind a few minutes before. 

- "Midnight, what a good hour to commit felony" he said with a low and guttural voice, "But time has 

come for you to show yourself and yield." 

No doubt, the man knew he was there, and had come for him. Was he a guild member, who had come to 

take him back to goal ? He could not tell. 

- " Who are you and what do you want ? " asked Rukh, still hidden behind the bin. 



- " Show yourself, I want to see the face of the so famous Shadow that frightens the folks of this town. 

Time has come for you, it is written in the clock of life. You don't need to know my name, just the fact 

that I came to arrest you is enough for now" 

- " Well then, I'm sorry to disappoint, but I have so better things to do than being arrested, I'm gonna 

pass. Thanks for coming though !" 

Humor had always been the shield he used when he was uneasy. He used it with her, everytime she had 

doubts about his feelings, or when someone was trying to get into his mind. 

-" You don't have a choice, birdy, as I told you, your time has ..." 

-" Yeah, I know, can't you say anything else ? You sound like an old man.  But maybe you are one ! Hold 

on Gramps, you are going to have a lumbago."  Rukh replied, interrupted the man in the middle of his 

speech. 

-"Hum... If you don't want to show yourself, Shadow, I will have to make you do it myself."  

-"I'd like to see that." Rukh replied with a jeer. 

The man stretched out his arm, put his hand open in front of him and shouted "Wind up !" 

Feeling the magic taking possession of his body, he harmlessly stood up and moved aside from the bin, 

without being able to do anything against it. After a couple of seconds, the magic released him and he 

found himself in the middle of the street, standing and still.  

- "So my guess was right, The Shadow in the Night is noone else than you, Crazy Crow, the mere figure of 

a man unable to control himself, violent, with no manners, and who would rather live in the dark than 

facing his wrongdoings." replied the man with a large arrogant grin stretching all over his face. 

The squelch made Rukh smile disappear in a twinkling of an eye, and at that moment, he recognized the 

man. He remembered now. It was the same man that caught him and took him to the Council, 8 years 

ago. He was Aden, a bounty hunter, working alone, mastering Clock Magic. 8 years before, he had been 

able to knock Rukh down in a single blow. Since then, his memory had been kind of blurry and the man 

had changed, and grew old, and that explained why he didn't recognize him at first. And mostly because 

Rukh was not gifted with great memory. But the single reminiscence of the man made Rukh shudder. If 

he was able, eight years ago, to defeat him in a single blow, how strong was he now ?  

- "Aden ..." Rukh whispered. 

-" So you remember me, do you ? You also remember that you have no chance against me, you'd better 

surrender before it turns bad for you." 

Rukh was no match for him so long as Faith was away, and the only thing he could do right now was to 

stall the mage. "Just speak, that would do it." Rukh thought. 

- "You really had grown old, I shall call you  Gramps now, shan't I ? Look at that face of yours, how old 



are you ? 60 ?" said Rukh, trying to appear confident, even though his mind was full of doubts, and his 

brain was assaulted by thousands of thoughts that tumbled out one another.  And then he 

remembered he was hungry again. 

- " Time is treacherous. I had grown old, but so had you. Last time I saw you you were a stubborn and 

hairless teenager. And crazy. Now look at that beard that covers your face. Little bird had thrived, and 

now had become a coward. Do you like it, hidding behind a bin, in the dark when noone can see that 

crow face of yours ? What would she think about that, I'll ask you ..." 

"How dare he ?!" Rukh thought.  It was because of her if he had to hide himself behind a bin, stealing 

from people, his broken pride and shattered hopes preventing him from living amongst people. The 

thought made him angry, and Faith was not here. He knew he was going to let himself to anger, and that 

would make a perfect reason for Aden to send him back to gaol. He had nothing to reproach himself. 

Faith was stealing, not him. He did not seem smart at first sight, but Rukh always thought before acting. 

He did not want to be put in a cage again. The simple thought of a cage eased him, and he managed to 

take back his composure. 

- " I don't know, you should ask her. If she remembers me." Rukh replied, with a bitter tone. 

- " I would be glad to, but, you see, she is dead." 

The reply took him aback. That could not be. That was not true. She was one of the strongest sorceress 

he had ever known. She had sworn they would meet again. Worse, he had sworn he would protect her. 

He had failed. He felt despair coming through his entire body. All the thoughts that were running in his 

mind had vanished, vanquished but that one thought. She had died. 

- "That is NOT true ! You liar !" Rukh told at him, angrily. 

- "I'm sorry to disappoint, she died 5 years ago, on Tenrou Island, if you don't trust me, I'll prove it to 

you. But not now. Now is time for you to follow me." 

Why would he tell him that ? What was the point ? He did not want to hear about that. Why would his 

brain think about her, now. He did not care. Actually, he thought he did not care. That was not true. He 

just did not want to face it. This piece of news plunged him in such a despair, he could not hear his 

thoughts any longer, he could not think properly anymore. He fell on his knees, both his hands put on his 

ears, moaning "That can't be !" and "Shut up! You liar!". Someone had put a black veil on his eyes. The 

world seemed greyer, the light at the end of the street had vanished, the stars did not twinkle anymore, 

the moon turned purple, the bounty hunter had transformed into a fiend, whispering in his ears "She is 

dead! She is dead!". The ordeal was unbearable, he screamed once again, and then, the darkness 

swallowed him, and he did not see anything anymore. All became black at once. 

He was sat by the waterside of the river. The day had come to an end, and the sun was about to let its 

mistress light the world. It was sad when you think about it. The sun, in his daily frantic rush, never 

manages to catch up with his lady Moon. They were never meant to be together, but the Sun will try, 

everyday, never losing hope, painstaking, unweary even though its lady would always stay out of his 



grasp. Why would he think about it ? He was young, stubborn, and had a life of freedom and possibilities 

waiting for him. He was a promising young sorcerer, good-looking with his hair as dark as crow feathers, 

his big dark eyes, his white skin, his bony face and bird-like eyebrows, and his charming smile. Lost in his 

thoughts, he hadn't heard her coming. She sat nearby him, without saying anything, and watched the shy 

sun hidding behind the mountain. The mark of the guild on his neck itched him, as it was alays the case 

when she was nigh. 

After a short while, she said " Master Makarov said I would soon be able to go to more dangerous 

missions, I'm strong enough now. And that is thanks to our trainings. Arigato, Ruky!" 

Rukh could feel the soft warm of the blush on his cheeks. He did not know what to answer, so he stayed 

quiet. He wanted to ask her something, but he could not. It was too daring. He tried to transfer his 

thoughts toward the Sun and the Moon again, but he could not. 

-" Erza said that I am not good enough to go to a mission, that  I will be food to any dangerous monster 

because I cannot protect myself nor others." The teenage girl said, with a sad look on her face. 

- "That is just mean ! I am sure you can defeat any monster or criminal. Even a hundred of them would 

run away, lest you would beat them hard ! " Rukh spontaneously replied, with a consterned face. 

- "That's nice of you, that's what I told her, when we were fighting !" She answered, with a malicious 

smile. 

- "You fought again, Mira ? I'd prefer you to fight with me. One day she will hurt you bad !"  

- "Or I will. You don't trust my powers again, Ruky ! I can beat anyone in this guild pretty hard, even you, 

would you stop restraining your strenght against me! I'm not a weak girl. You are too protective once 

again" Young Mirajane said, angrily. Her ponytail of white hair seemed to be standing on her head as she 

was getting angry toward Rukh. She was even prettier angry, he thought, in her gothic clothes and her 

rebellious behaviour. 

- " No ! No, I do trust your abilities. But I would be sad if something would happen to you...". His cheeks 

went as scarlet as Erza's hair. His voice went down as he pronounced it, and the end of his sentence was 

less than a whisper. 

- "How sad ?" She asked, with a teasing smile. The anger seemed to have disappear as fast as it came. 

- "Just sad."  

-" But you will always be there to protect me, right ?" She was teasing him, but he seemed not to notice. 

- "Of course I will ! We are best friends, aren't we ?" He answered with vehemence. 

- "You promise ?!"  

-" Yes ! I will protect you whatever happen. Have faith !" 



That made her smile. It was the best smile he had ever seen. "Have faith!" that sounded smart and 

confident when he first told it. He never knew he would not keep his promise, a few years  after. He 

never knew he would forget about that smile, until now. "Faith". Faith. That smile. Light at the end of the 

tunnel. If only he was here... 

And then he saw her again. She was older. She was no longer the rebel girl he used to know. Her long 

white hair fell upon her shoulders. And then she smiled. And he could hear her saying " You are being 

too protective, once again". 

And then he woke up. He was lying on the ground of the gloomy street. The light at the end of the street 

had reappeared, the tall silhouette was there too, at the same place as it was before Rukh passed out. 

He could not say how much time he has been away, but it should have been really short. His legs were 

tingling, and he wanted nothing more than to stand up. Weak, he managed to get back on his feet, 

staggering. Then, he looked at the man that was still observing him, with captivated eyes, like a child 

watching animals in a zoo. But he was no animal, and he was not willing to be put back in a cage. 

- "Pull yourself together, Crow, I need you to be sound of mind and unharmed to have the full reward." 

said the mage. 

- " I will not follow you, you cannot catch me. I'll never go back in a cage!" Rukh replied, breathless. 

Standing up had tired him more than expected, and he was starving. 

- " If I have to capture you by force, I wont' hesitate. You know how ..." But he was cut short by Rukh 

casting a spell "Feather Storm !". Thousands of black feathers appeared all around, as sharp as swords, 

and at once, all of them aimed at Aden with great speed. Taken by surprise, the Clock Mage tried to duck 

it, by some of the feathers found their way in his clothes, ripping it from all sides. In a flash, he extended 

his arm, and casted "Clock Shield !". Giant faces of clock appeared in the sky, and surrounded the mage, 

sheltering from more feathers that ended their course stuck in the faces, without being able to pierce 

through it. Meanwhile, Rukh tried to run away from the mage, using the spell as a diversion to allow him 

to escape. He managed to put some distance with the mage, but the latter saw him running and shouted 

"Wind up !", and once again, Rukh was taken back where he was a few moment before, unable to 

control his body. That spell made anyone backtrack, doing the same movements you did a little time 

before, but the other way around. 

- " Nice try, Shadow ! That was cunning. But I am still one step ahead! Now watch and learn !" He 

stretched out his arm, open his hand in front of him, and gathering his magic power, casted "Ultimate 

Magic of Time : Clock World!". And then, the world change around Rukh. There were no longer streets, 

or houses, or street lamps, but instead, it was inside a tangle of gears, working one with another, created 

deafening noises and smoke. He understood that he was inside the mechanics of a clock. The noises 

were unbearable, and he had to put his hands on his ears to lower the horrible sounds. In could not see 

anything but gears everywhere, and smoke. It made his eyes cry. The mage was nowhere to be seen. He 

tried to look for him in this racket of machinery. And then, he felt someone behind him, but he was not 

quick enough to react; he felt the blow on his back. It was painful. Rukh turned over, but it was too late. 

Aden had vanished. And once again, he felt another punch in his back. He could not hear anything, his 



eyesight was blurry because of the smoke, and everytime, the Clock Mage, appearing from nowhere, 

punched him, kicked him. He was beaten pretty hard, his ears were painful, he could feel the bruises on 

his body, and new ones appeared every time the mage stroke again. He was so strong and swift, and 

unpredictable, totally way out of his league. And then it was the final blow, he felt it, stronger, and 

directly in his belly, and the last thing he saw before hitting the ground was the arrogant smile on the 

bounty hunter face. 

He hit the ground pretty hard. The gear world vanished, and the street appeared again. The silence of 

the night was music to his painful ears. He could hear the steps of the mage, coming nearby him to pick 

him up. He had lost, he was weak. No wonder he could not protect her with that kind of powers. How 

arrogant was he, when he thought he was strong ? He was nothing. 

"- You should not worry for your trial. Stealing is not killing. And I am looking forward to catching you 

again. You are a great source of income for me, boy." whispered Aden, his face close to Rukh's. His voice 

was soft, and you could almost feel goodwill in his speech. Did the hunter actually like him a little ? 

 Rukh could not but moan, painfully. He had been beaten pretty hard, and lost all his confidence. He 

thought about Mira again. What would she think if she were not gone ? How come so strong a mage 

could have become so weak and coward? Aden took a cord out of his pocket, to bind him. "It may hurt a 

little, Crow, but it is for your own good.". Crippled wings. He could no longer fly, abandonned on the 

ground, while the sky was mocking him, mocking his weakness. And then he remembered that day, that 

day where his life mingled with a bird, whose fate was to die without fighting, face to the ground, calling 

for someone stronger who would help him, or pity and kill him. " Have faith". Yes, he had Faith.  

And then he heard it. The cawing. The crow appeared in the night, that small ball of feathers. Like a bird 

of prey, he swooped down on Aden, reaching for his face, assaulted him with talons and wings. The 

mage screamed, hurt by the wrath of the bird that was ripping his face frantically, his talons dug into his 

face, piercing it, and blood started pourring from the small injuries, like little red pearls. It was the 

diversion Rukh needed. He managed to stand up, put some distance between him and Aden, and, 

focusing his magic power, casted : "Raven's wrath". A giant raven appeared in the sky, his black feathers 

reflected the moonlight, enlightening its fearsome look. And then, as Faith did a few seconds before, the 

giant raven swooped down on Aaden and smashed into the mage, before disappearing in a burst of 

feathers. Under the high pressure of the hit, the hunter was pushed away and hit the ground hard. After 

a short while, he got back to his feet, touching his chest where he took the spell. 

- " I may have underestimated you, boy. You are full of surprise, ain't you ? This may be funnier than 

expected." Aden said, with a laugh. His face was still bleeding.  

Faith flew back to Rukh, and landed on his right shoulder. He could feel the pressure of his talons on his 

skin, and in the same time, he could feel immense magic power filling his whole body. It was like before, 

10 years ago, the same power he had trained. He felt strong again, and confident, stirred by the magic 

power the bird provided him. Aden was astouned :" What is that ? I can feel it. This power ... Does this 

bird just increase you magic ?". The hunter's incomprehension aroused Rukh's confidence. He know 

what he had to do. "Now, I thrive." Magic power surrounded him, as well as darkness, while he was 



gathering his magic power. He was thrilled to find his power back, weakness had gone, and might had 

taken its place inside him. A magic gate appeared above his head, as he was casting "Take-over : Shadow 

Crow!". Darkness swallowed him as he began to transform. Dark wings grew in his back, his hair were 

replaced by a crest of long black feathers, his lips gave birth to a brand-new orange beak, his hands and 

feet turned into hooked, cutting talons, his body was covered with feathers, softening physical blows. 

Only his eyes and face were spared from the transformation. He had a fearsome and harsh frown. Faith 

flew away, its work done, and landed on the roof of a nearby house. The take-over was complete. 

His new form reminisced him the hours of training with Mira, and her Satan Soul take-over, two 

creatures of darkness fighting each other, and none of them was able to defeat its opponent. He flew a 

few meters away from the ground, towering the bounty hunter with his imposing figure. He watched 

Aden directly in the eyes. There was no fear, only excitement and admiration. Without a word, he 

stretched his arm and conjured dozen of hands of clock in the air, all pointing at the Crow. With a single 

moveof the hand, he hurled them at Rukh. The latter, swifter and nimbler, dodged them all, his majestic 

wings allowing him to fly freely in the air. Rukh counterattacked. "Shadow Flock!". From a gate were 

summoned dozens of shadow birds that, like the hands, aimed for the opponent who avoided it easily. 

Other gates were opened from all sides, summoning other flocks of shadow birds, and unable to duck 

them all, Aden took one of them right in the chest, which bumped him right in a wall. With a moan, he 

got back to his feet and gathered his magic power, casting " Ultimate Magic of Time : Pendulum!".  

A giant axe appeared in the night, and started swinging like a pendulum, trying to cut the bird into 

pieces, guided by the conjurer. The Shadow Crow avoided the first blow easily, but was less lucky with 

the return. Feathers on his head were cut in the process. Confident, he shouted " Raven's Talons! " and 

summoned giants talons from different gates, which grabbed the giant axe and stopped it. He took 

advantage of the situation and flew to his rival, managing to slap him with his giant dark wings before 

the latter realized what was happening. Aden pulled himself together before Rukh was able to grab him 

with his own talons and yelled "Wind up !". The bird was taken back away from the old man, who, left 

out of breath, said : 

-" Not bad, boy ! It's been a while since someone managed to hit me with a blow". 

-" You have become slow and rusted." Rukh replied. 

-" Maybe  I have. I am not used to hand-to-hand fights. But my magic has gotten stronger. So have 

yours, as it appears. Now watch and learn". Once again, he extended his arm in front of him and 

gathered his magic. And then, he yelled "Ultimate Magic of Time: Destiny Clock !". A rumble came from 

the sky, but it was not the thunder, the night was cloudless and shiny. A magic gate appeared, and from 

there, a giant clock was conjured. It was heavy, and imposing, bigger than a castle itself, towering the 

city. There were nothing but two hands in it, and numbers, going from one to twelve. It looked like an 

ordinary giant clock, but there was something strange about. A immense amount of magic power exuded 

from the clock, a mystical power that seemed old and frightening. He did not understand how, but it felt 

as if he was link to the clock. Every time the hand of seconds was moving, he could feel it in his pulse, 

and that scared him. It was as if his heart was following the hands movement, pulsing harder as time was 

passing. What was that ? In his meditation, he did not notice that Aden was gathering his magic power 



again, before casting another spell called Time Aegis, that casted a huge bubble around him, which 

looked like a shield. 

- "What is that" ? asked Rukh 

-" The time that's left for you. When the countdown is over, well, let's say little bird is going to sleep for a 

while. The clock is directly link to your body, and it will shut it down in a few minutes." That was old 

magic, forgotten one. Rukh knew it would not kill him, Aden needed him alive, but still, he would rather 

not try it. There were two hands on the huge clock, one for the minutes and the other for the seconds. 

He guessed that the countdown ended when the hand of minutes would reach the twelve. So, basically, 

twelve minutes. The hand of already on the two. He only had ten minutes left. And he did not know how 

to prevent it from happening. Should he destroy the clock, even if the latter was linked to his body, or 

should he beat the mage that conjured it ? The last solution sounded better. Then, in a flash, he 

swooped down on Aden, aiming for his face with his talons and wings. But the only thing he encountered 

was the Aegis that was surrounding the old man. His talons could not pierce through it, neither his wings 

or his beak. "If physical attacks cannot break it, let's try magic! " he thought. He knew that the shield was 

there to stall him, to win the mage the ten crucial minutes that were left. eight now. Aden was watching 

attentively every one of his moves . "Shadow Flock!" and once again, gates open with shadow birds 

aiming at the mage. But unfortunately, no shadow managed to pass the protection, they all ended their 

course bashed in the barrier. Six minutes, time was elapsing. 

- " I shall give you a hint, maybe ? You can't break a Time Aegis. The only drawback is that, while inside, I 

can't attack you neither. The time Aegis breaks itself after twelve minutes... This combo is perfect, don't 

you see ? You can't escape your destiny. Time always catches up to you. That's true magic, and no bird, 

as big as it is, can compete against that. That was a nice fight, though." Aden seemed quite amused. He 

was like a child having good time with a new toy. He seemed younger than he really was. Noone really 

grows up. We all stay children in our head. 

Five minutes. The ticking of the huge clock was stressful. Tic-tac. He did know what to do. There was no 

way he could get inside the Aegis, no magic could pass the shield. Four minutes were left. The ticking of 

the clock was louder, and Rukh gave in to despair and fear. He started trying everything, dealing blows to 

the shied, scratching it with his talons, sending spells on it. But nothing worked. two minutes left. What 

should he do ? His take-over gave him enhanced speed, strenght, power, but nothing to pierce through 

unbreakable shields. He gazed down at Aden. He was under the street lamp, so, entirely lit by it. He 

stood still inside his spell, and his shadow was only but a circle under his feet. "Shadow ?". Why he did 

not think about this before ? One minute was left. The ticking of the Destiny Clock was oppressive, but 

he knew what he had to do now. He flew under the street lamp. Now, his shadow was broadly spread, 

covering Aden, like the shadow of a giant bird of prey that was about to catch his prey. Aden did not 

know it, but the Shadow Crow take-over gave him one special ability. And as time was drawing to a close, 

he gathered his magic power, and screamed "Shadow Crow Assault!". 

At first, Aden did not notice what happened under his feet. Rukh's shadow started to arise from the 

ground, inside the Aegis. The shadow was full of darkness, and bigger than Rukh himself. It would 

reproduce every physical move his master did. Aden was taken aback. He could not believe his eyes, the 



shadow was towering him, taller than him, inside his very shield. thirty seconds were left, and Rukh 

prepared his fist. The shadow reproduced the same move, and then, as Rukh punched in the air, his 

puppet punched aiming at the old man, who tried to use "Wind up" but the spell faded in the air with no 

effect. Indeed, the spell could only control living beings, and the shadow was none. He took the hit in the 

belly. Rukh's prepared for a second blow as the mage was trying to catch his breath. It was an hopeless 

situation for him. He could not use Wind up on the shadow, nor any of his spell, as time only affect living 

beings. He also could not use magic on Rukh, the drawback of the Aegis prevented it. He took the second 

blow in the chest. Then another one in his back. Shadow talons ripped is face, and, 3 seconds before the 

end of the countdown, Rukh dealt the finishing blow on the crown of his head. Aden hit the ground, 

inconscious.The ticking  stopped, and the clock vanished; so did the Aegis, as twelve minutes had 

passed. Rukh had won. The feathers on his body disappeared, the beak was replaced by his usual mouth 

as the transformation ended. He was back to normal. He felt the power that Faith gave him escaping 

from his body. Speaking of Faith, the bird came cawing to his savior, landing on his right shoulder, its big 

dark eyes watching the still unconscious bounty hunter. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

When Aden woke up, he found himself in a house he never knew. He had a headache. 

"You need to rest, old man." Aaden turned his head and looked at Rukh who was sitting on a chair, 

nearby the bed he was lying in. The house was small and dilapilated. Wind passed through the walls that 

were full of holes, and the roof was about to collapse. 

" I couldn't let you alone and unconscious in the street. They are rumors that some very dangerous thiefs 

stride across the town at night. " Crazy Crow said with a large mocking grin on his face. 

The old man did not understand at first. Did not he hate him ? It was him who caught him and made him 

spend eight long years in the prison of the Magic Council. Was it some kind of trap ? But Rukh was not 

that kind of person. He knew it. What he did eight years ago, he did it for her, and the hunter was aware 

of that. It was such a pity to see so promising a boy being sent in gaol to protect the girl he liked, but he 

did not care about that,  eight years ago. Only money interested him at that time, not the feelings of 

the people he had to catch. But when he heard Crazy Crow had been released, he took interest in 

searching for the boy he had ruined the life in the past. When he heard a crow-life faced thief stroke 

every night in the port of Hargeon, he was almost sure it was him. He took the request of desperate 

unhabitants of the port, and started seeking for him. Maybe he could help him. And he had to know 

about the girl. It was better if someone he knew was there when he would learn the tragic piece of news, 

otherwise, he could have done something he would have regretted after. The boy was not meant to 

spend his life confined for something he could not control. Yes, that was his plan, made the boy release 

his anger and despair on the hunter he hated the most.  Getting old had made him softer, as it 

appeared. 

- "I thought you hated me, boy." Aden said. 

-" I never did. I hated me for what I did. And I also hated her for what she did to me. There was no more 



room for hating someone else. You were just doing your job, old man." Rukh replied, the beginning of a 

sad smile lighting up his face. 

After a moment of hesitation, the oldest man turned his head, gazed at the roof above him, and after a 

sigh, said in a low voice : "I'm sorry for that girl of yours." 

The boy did not reply. The memory was still painful, like a pernicious burn on the skin, which was still 

aching. The old man knew it was the kind of news that will affect him through his entire life and there 

was nothing he could do about it. The boy would had to face it, but he would not have to face it alone, 

not anymore. What a bad uncle would it be if he were to let his nephew, the last and only remaining 

member of his torn apart family, in his own torment. Rukh did not know of course, neither did he, until 

that fateful day, a year ago, when a bird, a crow precisely, came to him, as he was hunting down a 

wretch. It carried a letter with him, and as it appeared, it was from his long-missing sister, who was 

supposed to have eloped with her new lover, after leaving her son in a guild of mages, unable to take 

care of anyone but herself. The boy's father was unknown. He had never esteemed his sister as he 

should have, she was not cunning, selfish, and would usually fall in love with the first man selling her 

dreams of wealth and travels. Still, it was not usual to hear about someone you had not heard about for 

decades. He opened the letter, and found inside that her sister was dead, a serious disease that had 

been affected her for years now. That letter was her last wishes, and inside, he discovered about his 

nephew he had never ever heard of. Her sister wanted him to do what she had never been able to do 

herself : looking after him. With the letter, there was a description of the boy, and his name, and his 

powers. And at that moment, he remembered the boy, seven years ago and realized how bad an uncle 

he was. He could not know, he knew that, but still, he could not help but blame himself, and from that 

day, he had been waiting for the day he would be able to make up for his past mistakes, looking for 

redemption. When he met him in the street, he could not but look at that frail and tormented boy, and 

prepared himself to announce him the appalling piece of news. Fighting with him was mandatory, he 

needed an outlet and an enemy to vent his anger and despair. He had prepared everything, everything 

but his defeat. The Destiny Clock would have made him sleep for a while, soothing his broken soul and 

mind. But he had been stronger, stronger than he had predicted, and he had managed to not give in to 

madness. And that made him proud. 

They looked at each other in silence. Only the cawing of Faith, which was standing on a roof beam, broke 

the silent that prevailed in the room. After a while, still without a word, Aden took out the letter, and 

gave it to the black-eyed boy. The latter took it with a frown, and started reading it. Gradually, line after 

line, his big black eyes were shining, and a small pearl appeared at the corner of his eye, running on his 

cheek and falling on his shirt, staining it with a small spot of water. Faith was singing as dawn broke 

through the night. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

They were on their way to Magnolia. 



-" We need to find you a job. Maybe you can assist me, I could use a hand. We'll share the reward, and 

the rent, and the food, and ..." Aden started before Rukh interrupted him. 

-" Yeah, I know, you already told me twice, windbag. Memory is not our best quality, is it ?" 

Aden giggled. Rukh had decided to come home with him, where he could keep an eye on his nephew. He 

was still tormented by Mirajane's disappearance, he was aware of it, and going back to the city where 

she once lived would not be easy, but he said he wanted it, and the hunter's house was in that city. He 

knew Rukh would start investigating as soon as they would arrived, but he would not stop him. He 

needed to be in mourning for a while, and he wanted answers. 

-" The world is opening its arms to you. Embrace life, you are young, you will not be forever. Don't blame 

yourself too much, there is nothing you could have done." 

The young man did not answer. Instead, he gazed at the sky. It was cloudless, bright, and the sun was 

shining, warming mildly his neck, where the mark of Fairy Tail had been, years ago. It was not itching 

anymore. It would not last, he knew it, but for now, his mind was like the sky, calm, restful and warm. 

There was no shadow in the picture. The day was going to be a good day, he knew it. Then he heard a 

sound above him, and looked up to see the black figure of a bird, flying under the sun. The bird was 

singing; and since the very day he had met him, never before he had heard such a beautiful, lively 

melody from Faith. 

 


