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DEDICATION
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I dedicate this book to my Grandma, Betty Fern Pulliam Weeks. Although she is no longer with us here on Earth, I hope I am making her proud.
[image: ]
Grandma,
You were the best friend that I never knew I needed. You knew my deepest secrets, and I knew yours. I will always cherish our time together when you were beating me in games. I miss our long talks, our late-night ice cream, our adventures, and making peanut patties together. You were the greatest inspiration to me, and I hope you knew how much you meant to me. I love you BIGGER!
-Sky
This book is loosely based on true stories. 
The characters in this book are based on real people.
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CHAPTER 1
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The air was filled with anticipation. It was the final night of the rodeo—Red, White, and Blue night. The contestants for the 2024 Miss Rodeo Rockin’ B were in the arena. The winner of the Princess title had already been announced. All that was left was for him to announce the Queen. The contestants sat in the arena on their horses, holding hands that stretched halfway across the arena, their hands clammy from the nerves. The crowd was silent in anticipation.

Clara could hear her heartbeat in her ears, the breath of her horse, and even her horse’s heartbeat. She took a deep breath, trying to calm her increasing heart rate. She could smell the earthy aroma of the arena, dirt, and her sweat. Clara looked out into the crowd with a half-cocked smile, trying to hide her nerves. She locked eyes with her mother, and they both sat there with anticipation

“And the Winner of the 2024 Miss Rodeo Rockin’ B, all the way from Ady, Texas, help me congratulate... Clara Coleman!” the announcer said over the arena PA system.

Clara dropped her head in shock; she looked down at her horse and dismounted. When her boots hit the ground, she felt the arena dirt squish under her feet. The crowd roared in excitement for her. Her mom, Kay, was jumping up and down, grabbing everyone around her. Clara handed her reins to the contestant who was standing next to her and walked to the queen, who was standing there with Clara’s crown in her hands, with tears in her eyes, who was ready to crown her. Clara squatted down, facing the crowd with the biggest smile on her face, while the current queen walked behind her and placed the crown on her hat. After she placed the crown, the current queen walked around back in front of Clara and pinned the “QUEEN” sash over her “Contestant” sash.

Clara waved to the crowd as the announcer said, “I introduce you to your new Miss Rodeo Rockin’ B, Clara Coleman! Clara is going to remount and give us her first queen run.”

She walked back over to her horse, and as she walked, the arena dirt crunched with every step that she took. Her hands were still trembling as she grabbed the reins from her former competition and slung them over Doc’s head. She stuck her boot into the left stirrup and remounted. The rest of the contestants turned toward the gate and exited the arena. Clara started to follow them out of the arena, but right before exiting the gate, she turned back toward the arena and kicked Doc up into a lope. The air rushed against Clara’s face as they ran in front of the crowd that was roaring with excitement. She was waving to them with the biggest, cheesiest smile on her face. Everyone in the crowd was so excited to see her.

Once she exited the arena, her mother was standing at the gate, waiting for her. Clara kicked her leg over the back of Doc and dismounted. She barely got off, and her mom was wrapping her up in a hug, saying, “I knew you could do it! Just like your mom!” Kay had been Miss Rockin’ B Rodeo Queen in 1999, the year before Clara was born.

Clara hugged her mom tightly. She was out of breath from just doing her queen run, and her mom was shaking with excitement. Her mom finally let her go and said, “Here, let me get a picture of our new queen!”

Clara stepped back next to Doc’s shoulder. Nothing could wipe the smile off her face.

After her mom got the picture of their new queen, her dad said, “I’m so proud of you, sweetie! The 75th annual rodeo queen! Your grandad would be so proud of you!”

“Thank you, Daddy-O!” Clara’s eyes began to fill up with tears. Her grandad had passed a few years earlier, and she was always his princess. She was the only granddaughter on that side of the family, so she grew up very spoiled by her Grandad and GrandNell.

“Here, let’s get your queen saddle put on!”

Clara stepped out of the way and let her dad begin unsaddling Doc. He undid the buckle of the breast collar from the cinch D-ring that was clipped between the horse’s legs, then unbuckled it from the D-ring on the side of the saddle. He then refastened it and looped it over her saddle horn. He walked to the back cinch, unbuckled it from the back cinch strap, and then moved to the front cinch, letting the back cinch dangle while he did. He pulled the cinch from the keeper and unfastened it. He then pulled the latigo from the D-ring that was holding her saddle on Doc and placed her new Queen saddle on his back. He got all of her front cinch off her old saddle and placed it on the left side of the saddle. He then made sure all of the cinches would fit correctly. He then walked back over to Clara and said, “All right, you are all ready for your first full appearance as Queen!”

“Thank you, Dad!” She hugged him tightly.

Joel was on the board for Rockin' B. He was the second vice president. During the rodeo, all of the board of directors and members would wear white button-up shirts that had the brand embroidered on them.

Clara remounted her horse. Her mom then slung her new chaps over the back of Doc and helped her put them on. It was time for her to make her second appearance in the arena. Rockin’ B had a tradition of someone singing America the Beautiful while the rodeo queen rode around the arena with the American flag. This was Clara’s great honor. Her grandfather was an Army veteran, and she was a Texas state trooper; she carried that flag with great honor.

Clara wanted to be like her mother and her grandmother as well; she was a rough and tough, petite woman. She got married very young and moved out to the Sunrise D ranch with her husband to start their life. While on the ranch, she did all the cooking for all the ranch hands because her cooking was that good. She would make the best fried chicken, beans, and cornbread in the entire state of Texas. During the day, she would sew and do things around the house until one day she heard a noise outside.

She opened the front door, thinking it was her husband riding up. It was a bobcat. She slowly reached behind the door and grabbed the rifle. Her hands became clammy from fear, but she knew that if she were to freeze, she would die. She slowly raised the rifle, trying not to spook it. She pulled the gun snugly into her shoulder. She slowly put her face against the gun. The bobcat slowly crept forward toward her like it was stalking its prey. She closed one of her eyes and sighted in on the bobcat. She took a slow, deep breath as she calmed her nerves, looking the bobcat dead in the eyes. He kept getting closer. She started to yell and scream, trying to get it to run off so that she didn’t have to shoot it. It kept on coming. She switched the gun off safety, and it started bolting towards her.

Time felt like it slowed down and froze for a minute as she took one more ragged breath, trying not to let her raveled nerves chicken out, and squeezed the trigger. Her eyes blinked, and the backfire of the gun knocked her on her ass. The bobcat lay dead not ten feet away from her.

She slowly stood up, trembling with fear, rifle hung at her side. She re-shouldered the gun in case she hadn’t killed it with the first shot. She slowly crept over to it, still lying there. She poked it with the muzzle of her gun and jumped back. Still no movement.

She walked back inside, placing the gun back behind the door where they kept it, and went about her day like nothing had happened. Later that evening, her husband came home and saw the bobcat in the same place she had left it.

He ran through the door. “Betty! Honey?” her husband hollered through the house.

“Yes?” she replied as she walked out of the bedroom into the kitchen.

“Are you okay? I saw the bobcat out front and feared the worst! Are you hurt anywhere?” her husband lifted her arms and looked at her.

“No, I’m fine. I got it before it got me.”

“Okay, good. We need to take a picture of you and your kill! You did a great job!” her husband added.

Clara often thought about the story her grandmother would tell her. She always strived to be just like her. After the rodeo, she loaded her horse in the trailer and packed up all of her new gear. The next Monday rolled around, and she went back to work.

Before the debriefing, her best friend, Troy, asked her, “Hey! How did your rodeo thing go?”

“I got it! I got Queen!” Clara replied with a smile as big as Texas on her face.

“Way to go!” Troy said while lightly slapping Clara on the shoulder, and continued, “Do you have any upcoming rodeos?”

“Yeah! I actually have one coming up in Claude! They have their annual rodeo, and they asked me to attend!”

“When is it?”

“This upcoming weekend. On Saturday.”

“Okay, I might try to go then. My day off that week is Sunday, so it will work out perfectly,” Troy replied.

In the following days, Clara was getting more and more excited. It was the weekend of the Claude rodeo. While she was at home, she kept busy cleaning out her horse trailer and washing out the bed of her blue Dodge 4x4 Ram pickup. It felt like it was only a few days. The morning of the rodeo came early. Her alarm went off at 5:45; she rolled over and pushed the button on her phone to turn off the alarm. She slowly got out of bed and made her way to the stairs. She walked down the old wooden staircase, with every step she took the old wood creaked underneath her feet.

As she got closer to the bottom of the stairs, the smell of freshly brewed coffee filled her nose. Thank goodness I got that set up to turn on this morning, she thought to herself. She poured herself a cup of coffee, then turned around and walked the short distance to the fridge. The old oak floor creaked with every step she took. I gotta get this damn floor fixed. It’s gonna drive me insane. She opened the fridge and grabbed her bottle of creamer out of the door. She reclosed the door and slowly walked back over to her steaming cup of coffee sitting on the counter. She then grabbed her cup of coffee and her bottle of creamer and walked back to the fridge. She put the bottle back in the door, hit the door with her hip, and closed it. She walked over to the dining room table, which sat along the edge of the room. She never had guests, so she only needed one table setting. She pulled the chair out, scraping along the oak floor as she did. She sat down, grabbed her cup with both of her hands, and brought it up to right under her nose. She took a deep breath in, smelling her coffee and let out a sigh. She slowly sipped her coffee until it was cool enough for her to take bigger drinks.

Once she finished her coffee, she walked back upstairs, put on her jeans, and slipped into her tennis shoes. On the way out of her bedroom, she grabbed her boots and spurs that were sitting by the door, and her shirt off the old nail that was in the wall from before she had gotten there, and walked out her door and back downstairs.

Once she got outside, she walked over to her trailer, put her clothes for the rodeo in her living quarters, and shut the door behind her. She then reached into her front pocket, grabbed the key, pulled it out, locked the door, and put it back in her pocket. She walked over to the barn to get her horse, Doc, ready and loaded him up to head out for the rodeo. She had to be loaded up at six o’clock that morning because they had their parade before the rodeo, and she needed to make her first appearance outside of Rockin’ B.

She got to Claude with enough time to get ready for the parade. She unloaded Doc and hung his hay bag up on the side of the trailer. There was much to do and little time to do it. She got her generator started and went inside, curled her hair, and did her makeup. Ten-thirty came quickly. The alarm she had set on her phone to tell her to get Doc saddled went off.

“Oh crap! I still gotta get Doc ready!” She jumped up off the couch where she was sitting doing her makeup and went outside. She
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