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   Bio: Catherine Madera is an award-winning writer and editor living in Texas. She began writing professionally for the magazine industry in 2004 and has written and/or co-authored four books, all horse related. Rodeo Dreams is the first of a young adult trilogy. A lifelong equestrian, Catherine has sought the friendship of horses for as long as she can remember beginning with a scheming Shetland Pony named Sally. Things Catherine enjoys outside of horses include: taking road trips and listening to 80’s music with her husband of 30+ years, time with her two children and grandchildren, deep talks with friends over strong coffee and long walks with her two Great Danes. 

Synopsis: There is one thing 16-year-old Cindy Crowe knows for sure: people can’t be counted on. Especially absent fathers and former best friends. Horses are the one true thing and her goal of becoming a pro barrel racer with her talented mustang, Arion, a driving ambition. But in the gritty world of horses and rodeo anything can and will happen. When tragedy reshapes her world, Cindy discovers that the most transformative journeys aren't always the ones we plan and that dreams can be resurrected when least expected. Rodeo Dreams is a story of hope and resilience for young adults navigating life's unexpected turns. It is about finding, and returning to, one’s true identity despite life’s painful losses and is a celebration of friendship—with humans and horses. 

Book sell sheet:
Title: Rodeo Dreams
Publisher: Morgan James 
Release Date: April 28, 2027
ISBN: 9798895741870 paperback
ISBN: 9798895741887 ebook
Category: Young Adult Fiction

Book Excerpt: 

Riding a horse is not a gentle hobby, to be picked up and laid down like a game of solitaire, it is a grand passion, it seizes a person whole and once it has done so he will have to accept that his life will be permanently changed.— Ralph Waldo Emerson

Chapter 1
 No way would she say a word. Cindy sank her pitch fork deep into the pile of pine shavings, heaping one last fork-full into the wheelbarrow. The clean scent of pine, damp from a morning shower, filled her senses. Arguments involving adults were best avoided. Even if this one included a horse.
Pushing the wheelbarrow back toward the barn, she caught glimpses of the rider in the arena in snatches of jerky motion. It reminded Cindy of an antique wooden puppet. One with all the strings crossed. She dumped the load of shavings in the stall as a sharp sound broke the silence—the smack of leather on horsehide, then scuffling feet and heavy breathing. She tiptoed down the barn aisle and peeked through a crack in the arena door. Certainly Sharon Johnson wasn’t having any fun.
Easing the door open another few inches, Cindy watched a fantastic wreck in the making. She could see the fear in Sharon’s tight shoulders as the woman struggled to keep her seat. The pretty buckskin under her trotted a crooked zigzag, holding its neck high and rigid—a coiled spring about to unleash. Sharon leaned forward then cued for the canter. Just as the horse began to stride out, she pulled back. The buckskin launched like a rocket, leaping to the side as it kicked out.
“No, Sunny!” Sharon tottered on the side of the horse for a terrible moment then managed to right herself.
Cindy winced. As sickly fascinating as this all was, she didn’t want to see the most successful real estate agent in town get driven off the Henderson’s property in an ambulance. Being a spectator was sort of embarrassing, like accidentally walking in on someone in the bathroom. Cindy scurried back to the stall. When Sharon came out, she’d pretend she never heard or saw a thing. Not one thing.
Cindy kicked the clean shavings around, her stomach grumbling with hunger. Time to head home. Instead, she watched the clock near the tack room, its black hands barely crawling under a fine sheen of dust, and listened for hoof beats in the arena. Five minutes passed, then ten. The arena remained quiet. Did she get dumped?
Cindy peeked back inside the arena. Sharon simply
sat on the buckskin, its flanks dark with sweat, as if contemplating something important. She turned suddenly and caught Cindy watching.
“I’m sorry . . . cleaning stalls. I’m done so I’ll just be going now.” Cindy shrank against the wall, a mouse ready to scurry to the nearest hole.
“What am I doing wrong?” Sharon seemed not to recognize her and Cindy was having the same problem. What happened to the sleek woman who dressed in expensive pant suits and silk blouses? Instead of steering the wheel of her black Lexus, her manicured fingers clutched the reins of a thousand pounds of contrary horse flesh. Sharon’s flushed face seemed frozen in a grimace. A wilted pony tail hung askew under the dusty riding helmet.
Cindy opened and shut her mouth. Tell Superwoman Sharon Johnson how to ride a horse? No way.
“I’m to the point of selling this horse. He’s a beauty but I obviously can’t ride him. I only have so many hours in the week for this and is it fun? No. We end up fighting the entire time.” Sharon threw her leather crop on the ground, startling Sunny. He snorted.
“See, he’s not having any fun either.” Sharon grabbed a fistful of mane and dismounted. “This reminds me of my first marriage. Or was it the second?” She laughed, too loudly. “I have a knack for picking the wrong partners—you want to ride him?”
Cindy’s feet moved toward the horse without her brain giving them a direct order.
“I’d like to watch someone else ride him. Maybe I’ll figure this thing out.” Sharon practically threw the reins at Cindy.
Cindy mounted and settled herself in the saddle. Sunny stiffened, as unyielding as a two-by-four. A rocket propelled two-by-four. She took a few minutes, at a walk, to relax the horse. Patting him on the neck, Cindy spoke softly.
“I know you’re all messed up. Try to chill, okay? You can do this. You got a good home; don’t screw it up.”
An ear pricked her way. Moving him into the trot Cindy circled him one way, then the next. She kissed to the horse and asked for the canter on a loose rein. Sunny hesitated, then moved off. After one successful circle she squeezed gently on the reins and slowed to a walk. No need to show off.
“Now how did you do that?” Sharon pressed a glossy red cell phone to one ear. She said something to whoever was on the line then ended the call. Striding over she confronted Cindy, one hand gesturing toward the ceiling. Cindy noted the wrecked French Manicure, a jagged thumb nail black with greasy horse dirt.
“That just isn’t fair. Why can’t I get him to canter?”
Cindy shifted in the saddle. Busted. This time for good behavior.
“Don’t feel bad Ms. Johnson. The thing is, you were bumping Sunny in the mouth right when he’d try to canter. You kept asking for it but always pulled him back. Then you smacked him.” She glanced at the crop still lying in the arena dirt. “He got upset. Patty says it’s just communication problems.”
Cindy dismounted and handed the reins to Sharon. “You broke a nail.”
Sharon shrugged. “Kid, I’d break all my nails if I could ride like you. I should have taken this up years ago, when I was young and strong. Not chase nonsense as a 45- year-old. This riding stuff is harder than being married.”
Cindy relaxed at Sharon’s compliment. “You shouldn’t divorce him; he’s a nice horse.”
“All that and a sense of humor, too.” A husky laugh transformed Sharon’s dirty face. She clapped Cindy on the shoulder. “You’re right. Think I’ll keep this guy around. Thanks for your help. Maybe you should give me lessons.”
“No problem.” Cindy smiled. “Anytime.”
Supergirl Cindy to the rescue. The joy of a solvable problem.
“You ever want to buy a house come and see me. I’ll make sure you get a good deal.” Sharon winked and smiled back.
Cindy trudged home. She knew what waited for her. More communication problems. This one not so easily patched up.
***
The trouble in fighting with parents is they don’t play by the rules. A girlfriend would give an argument some status, not pretend there was nothing wrong the next day. She wouldn’t try to make conversation. She definitely would not prepare your favorite dessert.
Cindy avoided her mother’s eyes as she pulled the cupboard doors open and reached for two dinner plates. She imagined a force field around her body that glowed with red hot energy. If anyone dared to touch it they’d get scorched. She hoped her mother felt the heat.
“Aren’t these the most beautiful strawberries? And in February. Who would have thought?” Her mother popped one in her mouth and chewed, eyes half closed. “Try one, Honey.”
Cindy didn’t even look at the red orb but simply shook her head. Strawberries and anger didn’t go together. It was bad enough to have to share a Valentine’s dinner with her mother. She would allow nothing to introduce even the teeniest bit of happiness. AirPods would come in handy.
“All the more for me.” Her mother beamed and continued slicing berries into what would become the best dessert on earth: strawberry shortcake. Moms definitely did not play fair.
Cindy threw some silverware next to the two plates and sat down without a word. She considered the plates. Why was one supposed to be the loneliest number? Two could be pretty lonely. Two did not make a family. A moment later her mother joined her.
“Say grace?”
Right. Cindy stiffened against the chair and imagined herself a silent, mighty oak, drawing strength to resist outside forces from somewhere deep in the earth. A place nobody could disturb.
“Dear Father,” her mother began, ignoring the oak tree, “Forgive us our sins; fill us with your grace; hold us in the hollow of your hand.”
Cindy knew the words by heart, a childish rhyme that lived eternally in her brain. The last part pressed on her heart, aching like fingers to a bruise. Grandpa’s simpler prayer, one he said, “Covered all yer bases.”
Hold us in the hollow of Your hand. A nice thought. For a moment she imagined standing in the giant hand of a make-believe God.
“Amen.”
Cindy stole a split-second glance at her mother before reaching for the pink mashed potatoes.
“I love Valentine’s Day. The day of love.” Her mother got a faraway look in her eyes, as if looking at some internal photo album, before snapping back to the present. “How was school?”
“Fine.” Cindy swirled a melting lump of butter into her potatoes. They shimmered metallic pink.
“No homework for the weekend?”
Cindy shook her head and spooned up pinkish corned beef and green beans sprinkled with suspicious looking bacon bits. Usually her mom used the real thing but “imitation bits are pink.” Another reason to hate the color. On Valentine’s Day, one thing could be
counted on—pink. As a little girl it was pink pancakes on Valentine’s morning or pink cookies after school with a glass of pink Kool-Aid. There was no end to the things her mom would transform with a bottle of red food coloring. This Valentine’s tradition used to be fun.
“Did any of your teachers talk about Saint Valentine? He’s my favorite.”
Give it up already. Cindy felt her anger growing like one of those dried up washcloths that came in a tiny square. With a little bit of water, it swelled to full size. Droplets of water continued falling from her mother’s mouth. She tried to visualize the oak tree.
“I don’t know if you know the complete story of Saint Valentine,” her mother continued. “Cruel, Emperor Claudius II, in Rome, once had a hard time getting men to join his military. When he discovered the men didn’t want to leave their wives he cancelled all engagements and marriages. Saint Valentine continued marrying couples in secret. Whispered vows . . . quiet kisses . . . Isn’t that romantic?”
Like I care. Cindy wrestled her feelings around before deciding on a course of action. Two can play this game.
“What happened to him?”
“He was martyred for his faith.”
“Romantic.” Cindy rolled her eyes. Her mother made it sound like the guy had won the saintly lotto.
“I’m surprised your teachers don’t share any of the historical facts about Valentine’s Day. Like how, during a certain Roman festival, girls put their names on slips of paper and placed them in jars. The name a young man drew became his partner for the festival. Sometimes they ended up marrying.” Her mother chewed thoughtfully.
“Kinda like how you met Dad?” Cindy savored a bite of creamy mashed potatoes and looked her mother square in the face. This was fighting fair.
Her mother slowly put her silverware down. She took great care to arrange the utensils neatly on each side of the plate. “No. Not how I met your father.”
“But you’re not going to tell me about him because I don’t deserve to know. I don’t deserve to have a father, apparently.”
The oak tree no longer existed. Tears sprang, unwelcome, into Cindy’s eyes. Funny how suppressed feelings could suddenly come to life. Like a Jack-In-The-Box. Wind it up and something hidden exploded out. Cindy never liked those toys. You never knew which wind of the handle would activate the creepy grinning shape inside.
“It has nothing to do with deserving anything.”
Her mother sighed deeply. She looked tired as she cleared her place at the table and began removing the plates of food. Cindy knew a shut-out was coming. “You’re my daughter Cindy, that’s all you need to know. Information is not always a gift. You’ll find that out someday.”
“I need the truth; that’s all I want.” Cindy stood up and shoved her chair aside. “I’d like to know if I look like him. If he rides horses like me, if he ever thinks about me. Why can’t you understand that?”
Her mother’s face had a pinched look, as if it took all her strength to remain silent.
“Would you like strawberry shortcake now?”
“No, I do not. I only want one thing from you and you won’t give it to me.” Cindy’s voice was low and controlled this time, having successfully jammed the Jack-In-The-Box back into its small space. “I’m going to bed.”
Cindy took her dishes to the sink. She was careful not to accidentally touch her mother on the way.
“Night. Thanks for dinner.”
“I love you, Cindy.”
Cindy didn’t answer. She padded down the hallway and escaped to the sanctuary of her room. Flopping on her bed, she stared at the four walls which composed her tiny space in life. A road map of her experiences stared back at her; ribbons from 4-H, pictures of Grandpa’s ponies and one of him standing by his favorite antique tractor, a calloused hand resting on the seat. A more expensive cherry frame held a picture of her and Diamond, taken in the Henderson’s pasture. She was eleven and Diamond just a foal, her furry baby face lying outstretched on Cindy’s lap while she snoozed in the sun. On another wall hung a poster of the American Quarter Horse and part of an article on barrel racing that profiled outstanding women in the sport: Sheri Cervi, Charmayne James, Nellie Miller and Amberly Snyder. Women living her future. Horses: the only dependable thing in life.
She heard the TV flick to life and her mother moving in the living room. It was weird how a fight could grow out of unrelated topics. Cindy’s mind wandered to the previous afternoon…


Sample interview questions: 

1. The book’s inspiration and author’s life with horses.
2. The book’s 15-year journey from previously self-published to new life in 2026.
3. The renaissance of all things cowboy and the gap in mature horse related fiction. 
4. How life imitated art after writing Rodeo Dreams.
5. The trilogy in the works. 
6. How horses can empower and support human beings, especially in youth.
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