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This is a work of fiction. Any names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, or incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or events is coincidental. The author has made every effort to ensure accuracy regarding locations, historical references, and factual details; however, creative liberties have been taken for storytelling. No part of this book is intended to defame, misrepresent, or infringe upon real individuals or entities.
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Daniel Scott Deublein, a native of Show Low, Arizona, continues his journey as an author with Trail of the Sacred Wolf, the second novel in his White Mountain Adventure series. Following the success of Trail of the Forgotten Grizzly, he remains committed to weaving stories that capture the untamed beauty and rugged spirit of the Arizona wilderness.
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	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Preface


[image: ]


Dear Readers,

I didn’t initially plan to write this second book, but your feedback and enthusiasm for my first book inspired me to continue writing and transform this story into a series. I’m truly grateful for your support. 

As a native of the White Mountains of Arizona, I am continuously inspired by what I believe is the most beautiful part of the state. These mountains, their history, and their people have shaped me in ways I never fully appreciated until I embarked on the journey to commit this story to paper. 

My connection to the Apache Tribe runs deep. My father owned Horseshoe Pizza in Whiteriver for many years, and I spent my weekends working there while in school. During that time, I formed friendships and gained a deeper understanding of Apache culture – their strong bond with the land and their spiritual connection to these mountains. I have done my best to weave those elements into this book, honoring their wisdom and profound respect for nature.

Writing Trail of the Sacred Wolf has been an incredible experience. This story explores themes close to my heart—our bond with the land, the power of heritage, and the responsibility we all share in protecting these mountains. 

This book is more than just a story – it carries an important message and is a stark reminder of how fragile this land is. One careless mistake could take it all away.

If you cherish these mountains as I do, please do your part to care for them. Respect the land and its wildlife so future generations can experience this beauty as we have.

As I said in my first book, I’m not an expert at anything. I’d call myself a below-average author and a pretty good Physician Associate. While I am sure I’ve made some mistakes in my writing, I hope this book connects with you. 

Keep it Wild,

Daniel Scott Deublein
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ON THE SHOULDER OF HIGHWAY 260, near Horseshoe Lake, a quiet gathering of tourists pointed their phones towards the distance. In the twilight, Mount Baldy stood like a silent sentinel; its peak brushed in light snow. Wild horses grazing in the foreground, their sleek and powerful forms moving harmoniously along the tree line, unaware of the tourists marveling at them.

The air was crisp as sunlight filtered down through the golden aspen, casting an amber glow across the scene. Leaves were stirring in a faint breeze, and the call of an Osprey could be heard deep within the forest. 

A crack, a sharp one, and a sudden one that split the air and echoed through the trees. It sent birds scattering throughout the sky. The unmistakable sound of a gunshot ripped through the serenity and froze the tourists in their tracks. Before anyone could react, two more shots had been fired, each sharper than the first.

One of the wild horses, a gray mustang with a thick, proud mane, jerked forward as a bullet tore through its chest. Eyes wide with terror, staggering sideways as his legs folded beneath him. Then, a chestnut mare quickly reared up beside him, nostrils flaring in panic, and then a bullet found her, too. The mare's body collapsed beside the mustang, her legs twitching in the final spasms of life.

Gasps turned to screams as the tourists scrambled backward, capturing the grisly scene on their phones. The metallic tang of blood now tainted the rich smell of pine and soil as the horses lay crumpled upon the ground. Behind the trees, an old, rusty blue truck roared to life. Mud flew as its tires spun against the soil, speeding off with a throaty growl and disappearing into the distance. People quickly scrambled to catch a glimpse of the license plate, shouting descriptions to one another in panicked voices.

“Did anyone get the plate number?” a woman cried. 

“It was old - rusted out! Dark blue!” shouted another. 

“I... I think it was something with a ‘B’ or an ‘8’—I don’t know!”

A man in a red windbreaker, hands trembling, raised his phone to snap a quick picture of the retreating vehicle, but it was already a fading speck in the distance, disappearing down the forest road as if swallowed by the trees. 

The tourists stood paralyzed, staring at the aftermath. Everything was still - the only motion was the slow trickle of blood seeping into the damp soil. A woman pressed her hand to her mouth, her eyes tearful. “How could anyone...?”

A young boy clung to his mother’s leg, his face buried in her side, scared yet unable to look away. His mother stroked his hair, her face pale as she whispered, “It’s okay, honey. Just... don’t look.”

The man in the red windbreaker stared at the fallen horses, slowly shaking his head. “This isn’t right,” he muttered, barely above a whisper. “These animals...they did nothing wrong.”

Around him, the others nodded numbly.

Suddenly, a horn cut through the tense silence. A silver truck bearing the Arizona Game and Fish Department logo pulled up to the scene; its engine cut off with a low rumble. The door opened and out stepped Ethan Wagner, a now-established game warden. His gaze was steady upon the dead horses, but his attention darted back as he moved through the crowd. He reached a young woman, her arm stretched out with her cell phone. 

“Miss,” he said, his voice soft but clear. “Are you okay? Did you happen to capture anything on your phone?” He nodded toward her screen with a slight smile. “We could use anything you got.”

The woman blinked, nodding slowly as her grip on her cell phone loosened slightly. “I...yes, I think so.” she stammered. “It all happened so fast. I think I was able to get the truck.” She handed Ethan her phone. 

“Part of the truck is better than no truck.” Ethan smiled, helping to relieve the tension. He swiped through her photos, his expression shifting slightly as he studied a blurry shot of a blue truck speeding away.

“Folks, I’m Ethan Wagner with Arizona Game and Fish,” he called out, raising his voice to address everyone. “I’m here to figure out what happened, but I’ll need your help. If anyone else has any photos or videos, a look at the truck's occupants, or any other information, please let me know.”

As murmurs rippled through the group, a second vehicle approached, and a woman stepped out; her expression was an odd mix of calm and sorrow. She moved past the tourists and towards the fallen horses, kneeling beside the mustang to inspect its injuries. She reached out, fingers light but steady as she traced the edge of the bullet hole in the horse’s chest. 

Ethan joined her, crouching down as he spoke quietly. “Not how either of us wanted to end our day, is it?”

She looked up with sadness flickering in her eyes. “Whoever did this knew exactly what they were doing. These weren’t stray shots.” 

“I agree,” he replied grimly, running a hand over his jaw. “Someone’s idea of a sick thrill.” 

He glanced at the boy clinging to his mother, his face pressed against her leg, his eyes wide with fear and confusion. Ethan’s demeanor softened as he approached the young boy. 

“Hey, buddy,” he said gently. “You’re being so brave. I’m here to make sure everyone’s safe, alright?” The boy looked up at him and nodded with relief. His mother mouthed a quiet ‘thank you,’ and Ethan gave her a quick nod before turning his attention to the woman investigating the horses. 

“Anything to add to the report, Maria?” he asked, studying her as she continued her examination.

Maria’s expression grew thoughtful, her brows furrowing as she touched the horse’s coat near the wound. “Close-range shots. Whoever did this was stalking these horses, waiting for the right moment.” She glanced up at him, her gaze steady. “This was all planned, Ethan.”

He exhaled sharply. “Planned or not, they won’t get away with it.”

His hand moved to rest on his hip, where his radio was clipped. “Makes it worse somehow, doesn’t it?” he said softly, the usual lightness in his tone gone. He looked over the scene again, his eyes narrowed as he took in the bloodstained ground and the darkening shadows stretched across the earth as the sun continued to sink.

One of the individuals, an older man with a scruffy beard and a well-worn Show Low Cougars baseball cap, stepped forward and cleared his throat nervously. “I, uh, I saw the truck too. Looked like an old pickup to me. Had a busted taillight on the right.”

Ethan turned, nodding in appreciation. “Thank you, sir. That is very helpful.”

A few more voices joined in, adding details about the unfortunate incident, and Ethan’s sharp gaze moved between them, absorbing each detail. Maria moved over to the chestnut mare, her fingers brushing along its mane, her face softening as she murmured something under her breath.

Ethan walked over to her, lowering his voice. “You alright?”

Maria looked up, her expression steady but tinged with a sadness that was hard to hide. “I hate seeing them like this, Ethan. These animals didn’t deserve this.” She hesitated, glancing around to ensure the tourists were out of earshot, then lowered her voice further. “This is the third shooting this year, Ethan.”

Ethan nodded, his expression softening. “It’s ugly. No two ways about it.” He briefly touched her shoulder, giving it a reassuring squeeze. “We’ll get to the bottom of it. Whoever did this isn’t gonna get away with it. Not on our watch.”

After gathering the last details, Ethan turned to the crowd, his voice firm. “Thank you for your help. We’re taking seriously any details, no matter how small, that could be useful. If you recall any details later, please get in touch with us at Arizona Game and Fish. We’ll see that justice is done,” he said, handing out his business card. 

A woman in a green puffy jacket raised her hand, her voice trembling slightly. “I saw the truck parked off the road just a little before the shots....it was sort of visible from the hiking trail I was on. I thought it was suspicious... there aren’t any turn-offs around there, and they just looked like they were up to something.”

Ethan gave her a reassuring nod. “That’s exactly the kind of details we need. Thank you, ma’am. Anyone else?”

He looked around at the others who were either prodding their memories or looking around in slight bewilderment. His face shifted to a serious expression once more. “Alright then, folks. Again, do not worry; the Department will make sure this is handled, and we appreciate your
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