
Other Dark Quest Books
Featuring James Daniel Ross

RADIATION ANGELS

The Defending the Future Anthology Series
BREACH THE HULL
SO IT BEGINS

BY OTHER MEANS

The Legends of a New Age Anthology Series
DRAGON’S LURE

IN AN IRON CAGE:
The Magic of SteampunkSa

m
pl

e 
fil

e



Dark Quest, LLC
Howell, New Jersey

I Know
Not

The Birth of Fox Crow

James Daniel Ross

Sa
m

pl
e 

fil
e



PUBLISHED BY
Dark Quest, LLC
Neal Levin, Publisher
23 Alec Drive,
Howell, New Jersey 07731
www.darkquestbooks.com

Copyright ©2011, James Daniel Ross.

ISBN (trade paper): 978-1-937051-10-5

All rights reserved. No part of the contents of this book may be reproduced or trans-
mitted in any form or by any means without the written permission of the publisher.

All persons, places, and events in this book are fictitious and any
resemblance to actual persons, places, or events is purely coincidental.

Interior Design: Danielle McPhail
Sidhe na Daire Multimedia
www.sidhenadaire.com

Cover Art: Russ Akred
http://www.creativeservicesdesign.com/

Sa
m

pl
e 

fil
e



To those that are told
they can't:

You Can. You Will.
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It Begins…It Begins…

Screams flew like arrows, stabbing
into the ground and splashing in pools of blood. Limbs thudded into the
earth, hewn from bodies without mercy or thought, creating the drum
beat of armies at war. Men died by the dozens underneath a cold sky
crowned by a distant moon that watched on and didn’t give a damn. Bal-
anced on the very edge of civilization, the castle was being gutted.
But outside this chaos a poison flowed through the veins of the cas-

tle. It cloaked itself in righteousness, but those that saw it pass made signs
to ward off evil, for it had lost the mask of civilization. Its eyes burned
with madness. Those that knew the name whispered it was a ragman. But
no one would survive to warn the outside world. It was made of blades and
death. It flew past defenders and turned attackers into disconnected piles
of muscle and bone. It laughed as it did so.
The ragman, hands tight on the hilt of his sword, made it to the gates

of the main hall. It stood like a rock over the surging crimson surf of
bodies. Eyes sharpened by the presence of so much death, he saw his prey
bobbing in the fray. Blood fanned into the sky, turning into black
droplets that flew and called out with the voices of crows. He tasted the
bowel flavored wind and growled like murder incarnate as he sprang into
action. He hacked at a living wall of bodies that kept him from his tar-
get.
Like the tip of the spear, he created a wake of blood and gore, pene-

trating into the very heart of the squirming mass. One man, only one
hero, managed to turn and meet his fury. But then, a voice in the sky
screamed.
The ragman turned, too late.
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