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Sammie Settlemire is a mythic-surreal memoirist and indie publisher from the Midwest, where the sky is wide, the land hums if you listen close enough, and stories grow like roots beneath your feet. She writes with a voice shaped by survival, motherhood, dark humor, and the strange magic of places that remember more than they should.

Her work blends lived experience with the mythic, the cinematic, and the uncanny, creating memoirs that feel like fever dreams and folklore stitched together. She lives in a vintage RV with her daughter, her partner, and a dog named Janice who thinks she runs the place.

The Spine of All Voids is the first book in her multi-volume mythic memoir series.

Author’s Note

This book was born from the places I couldn’t talk about, the memories I couldn’t hold, and the land that kept humming under my feet whether I wanted to hear it or not. Some of what you’ll read happened exactly as written. Some of it happened in ways only the heart remembers. And some of it happened in the spaces between.

I wrote this for the girl I was, the woman I became, and the daughter who deserves a world where the land doesn’t have to carry our grief for us.

If you find yourself somewhere in these pages — in the hum, in the hurt, in the healing — then this story did what it came here to do.

Thank you for walking into the dark with me.

— Sammie
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CHAPTER ONE — The Night the Town Blinked First
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I didn’t mean to notice it — but I damn sure did unmistakably.

I was sittin’ there in the Bounder, half-awake, half-feral,  still doing my mornin'g scrollin’ through the same three apps as always. I feel like they owed me rent, and thats  when the whole town exhaled. Not a wind. Not a storm. Not a sound.  

Just a shift. A slow heavy exhale.

I could feel it and deep Inside a part of me shifted too.

I shifted  too.

You could feel the ground give a little shake — and where I 

live, we don’t get earthquakes, so that was outta the question right quick.

It was like the streets adjusted their spine. Pop, pop, pop.  

Like the houses rolled their shoulders back. Pop-pop-papop-pop.  

Like the whole damn town finally admitted it’d been watchin’ me longer than I’d been watchin’ it.

And the wild part?  

I already knew it was watchin’  me.

I could feel its eyes on me every single day, takin’ notes like I was homework.

I froze with my thumb hoverin’ over the screen, because for one impossible second, the world outside the RV felt... aware.  

Not threatenin’.  

Sure as hell not welcomin’ — this town’s welcome committee hit the pavement years ago along with half the population.  

Just awake its just awaken.

And then it blinked.

Not literally — I ain’t that far gone — but the air flickered, like reality had a loose bulb. The kind of flicker you only catch if you’ve lived through enough chaos to know when the universe is clearin’ its throat. I’ll be the first to tell ya: not much freaks me out anymore, but this town? Oh, it does.

Freddy Krueger  would have been like "Oh hell no!"

“Don’t start with me,” I whispered, because that’s what you say to a town tryin’ to get your attention before you’ve had caffeine. Or cigarettes. Or pop. Or Kratom.

But the truth?  

It already had me.  

It knew it. I knew it. We both knew it.

Because the moment that flicker passed, I felt it — that old tug behind my ribs.  

The one that says somethin’s comin’.  

The one that used to mean danger.  

The one that now means no logic transformation or explanation, apparently.

The world changes too — not just the people. 

Everything can change in a blink of an eye. 

I leaned back in the chair, lettin’ the Bounder creak like she was tired of pretendin’ to be normal. “Look here, Rosie,” I said — that’s my Bounder’s name — “we gotta switch spots with Lena and Clyde.” The trailer park I’m in makes you move your RV every month. I think it’s a bunch of bullshit hassle if you ask me. Nobody asked me though but rules are rules.

Roland was asleep in the back, snorin’ like a man who’s made peace with his demons. Janice was curled at my feet, dreamin’ dog dreams — probably chasin’ some cosmic squirrel. Or a horny one. She’s a mess, bless her heart.

And me?  

I was wide awake in a town that had just blinked its ginormous eye at me. I’m tellin’ ya — it did.

The racing thoughts that usually swarm me at night didn’t show up until late last night, early this mornin’.  Sleep was a battle I was winning . 

Instead, everything went quiet.  

Too quiet.

Then Roland started up with his nonsense.Daily nonsense even before coffee which in this Bounder is a no go no no.

“What the hell are ya doin’, Roland? You know damn good and well that ain’t your toothbrush, you squirrelly rat bastard.”

“Ouch — what’s this?”

“It’s the cruise you been hintin’ about for months. Two tickets. So who you takin’ with ya?”

“Well, seein’ how you’re my husband, I’m probably gonna take the neighbor.”

“Stupid question, baby. ’Course it’s me and you. I love you, Roland. To the moon and back, all day, in everyway”

The quiet settled again — that held-breath kind of quiet. The kind that shows up more now than it used to.  

The kind that means the story’s about to begin whether you’re ready or not.

I melted into the chair, feelin’ the weight of the day slide off my shoulders like someone finally loosened the straps. And in that strange, lifted moment, one thought rose above everything else:

I’m going to succeed.

Not as a wish.  

Not as a prayer.  

As a fact.

The town heard it.  

I swear it did.  

Because the air shifted again — softer this time, like a nod.

Like it agreed.

And that’s when I realized:  

Book One was survival.  

Book Two is the awakening.

The town isn’t just a setting  place anymore.  

It’s a witness.  

A mirror.  

A co-conspirator.

And tonight, it blinked first.

I sat there a minute longer, lettin’ the Bounder hum under me like an old hound dog settlin’ into its bones. The air outside had that thick, heavy feel — not storm-heavy, but watchin’ heavy. Like the town was leanin’ in, elbows on the table, sayin’, Alright now, girl... I’m listenin’.

I ain’t gonna lie — it put a little shiver down my spine. Not fear.  

Just that prickly sense you get when somethin’ bigger than you is payin’ attention.

Folks around here don’t talk about it, but they feel it too. You can see it in the way they glance over their shoulders at nothin’, or how they walk a little faster past the empty lots after dark.

This place has a pulse.  

Always has.  

Most folks just pretend they don’t hear it.

I rubbed my face, tryin’ to shake off the weirdness, but the weirdness wasn’t goin’ anywhere. It settled in beside me like an uninvited cousin at Thanksgiving, all elbows and opinions.

“Lord have mercy,” I muttered, “I ain’t dealin’ with this tonight.”

But the town didn’t care what I was dealin’ with.  

It had already made up its mind.

The Bounder creaked again — Rosie always does that when she’s nervous, or when I’m nervous and she’s tryin’ to pretend she ain’t. I swear that RV’s got more personality than half the folks in this county.

I glanced out the window, half expectin’ to see somethin’ starin’ back at me — a shadow, a shimmer, a shape that shouldn’t be there. But the street was empty. Quiet. Too damn still.

That’s when I realized somethin’ else:  

the night itself felt... paused.

Like the whole world was holdin’ its breath, waitin’ to see what I’d do next.

“Well hell,” I whispered, “I guess we’re doin’ this again.”

Because deep down, I knew it wasn’t just a blink.  

It was a beginning.  

A door crackin’ open.  

A warning or a welcome — couldn’t tell which yet.

But I felt it in my bones, in that tug behind my ribs, in the way the air tasted like old secrets and new trouble.

Book One was me survivin’ the world I was born into.  

Book Two?  

This one’s about the world that’s been waitin’ on me.

And as the night settled back into itself, slow and syrup-thick, I swear I heard the town whisper — soft, like a dare:

“Come on then.”
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