Sheba Blake Publishing Cenp.

" EUROPA

John Fex, Th.




Clehn Fou, .







JOHN FOX, JR.



First published by Sheba Blake Publishing Corp. 2021
Copyright © 2021 by John Fox, Jr.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or
transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is
illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means

without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents
portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual

persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.
John Fox, Jr. asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.
Sheba Blake Publishing Corp.
2288 Crossrail Dr
Atlanta, GA 30349
support@shebablake.com
First edition

Cover art by Sheba Blake
Editing by Sheba Blake

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

Find out more at reedsy.com


https://reedsy.com/




Chapter 1
Chapter 11
Chapter III
Chapter IV
Chapter V
Chapter VI
Chapter VII
Chapter VIII
Chapter IX
Chapter X
Chapter XI
Chapter XII
About the Author



Chapter T

~doe~

A S Clayton rose to his feet in the still air, the tree-tops began to tremble in
the gap below him, and a rippling ran through the leaves up the
mountain-side. Drawing off his hat he stretched out his arms to meet it, and
his eyes closed as the cool wind struck his throat and face and lifted the hair
from his forehead. About him the mountains lay like a tumultuous sea-the
Jellico Spur, stilled gradually on every side into vague, purple shapes against
the broken rim of the sky, and Pine Mountain and the Cumberland Range
racing in like breakers from the north. Under him lay Jellico Valley, and just
visible in a wooded cove, whence Indian Creek crept into sight, was a mining-
camp-a cluster of white cabins-from which he had climbed that afternoon. At
that distance the wagon-road narrowed to a bridle-path, and the figure
moving slowly along it and entering the forest at the base of the mountain was
shrunk to a toy. For a moment Clayton stood with his face to the west,
drinking in the air; then tightening his belt, he caught the pliant body of a
sapling and swung loose from the rock. As the tree flew back, his dog sprang
after him. The descent was sharp. At times he was forced to cling to the birch-
tops till they lay flat on the mountain-side.
Breathless, he reached at last a bowlder from which the path was easy to
the valley below, and he leaned quivering against the soft rug of moss and
lichens that covered it. The shadows had crept from the foot of the mountains,

darkening the valley, and lifting up the mountain-side beneath him a long,



