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Sammie is a mythic-surreal memoirist and indie storyteller whose work blends humor, grit, and uncanny realism. Rooted in the Midwest and shaped by a life lived at full tilt, she writes characters who carry storms in 

their bones and light in their scars. Her voice is sharp, cinematic, and unafraid of the strange — the perfect match for Sadie Harper’s world of flickering streetlights, psychic static, and reality that bends when no one is looking.

She lives with her daughter, Nova, her partner, Roland, and a dog named Janice who believes she runs the household.
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Dedication
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For Chloe —

the brightest thread in every world I build,

the reason I keep walking through the dark

with my hands open for the light.

And for Roland —

for the storms we survived,

the laughter we didn’t expect,

and the strange, beautiful life we’re still writing.

And for Nikki

The brightest star wants to be dim but can't.  HerTrue Greatness shines. 

Long bumpy road guys. 

Here's to 50 more long bumpy roads.

Copyright © 2025 by Sammie

All rights reserved.  

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means — electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise — without prior written permission from the author. 

This book is a work of humor and personal opinion.  

It is not intended as professional advice, therapy, or guidance.  

If you need actual help, please consult a qualified professional.  

If you want sarcasm, honesty, and a reality check, you’re in the right place. 

Printed in the United States of America. 
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CHAPTER 1 — The Girl Who Broke the Nursery Lights
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Sadie Harper was born during a thunderstorm so violent the hospital lost power three separate times.

Wouldn't had made her mom no difference any how.

The nurses joked that she arrived “with special effects.”

Her mother said nothing at all.The delivery room lights flickered the moment Sadie took her first breath — a sharp inhale, like she was surprised to be here. 

The overhead bulbs buzzed, dimmed, then flared bright enough to make the doctor swear under his breath.The lights stabilized.Sadie didn’t.She cried like any newborn, but the sound carried something else — a pressure in the air, a vibration that made the metal tray of instruments tremble. One nurse dropped a pair of scissors. 

Another crossed herself.The doctor blamed the storm.Everyone blamed the storm.But the storm wasn’t the problem.Sadie was.The Early SignsBy the time she was three, Sadie had developed a reputation in the Harper household:Breaker of Lights.

Killer of Ceiling Fans.

Destroyer of Anything With a Plug.Her mother would flip a switch and the bulb would pop.

Her father would turn on the TV and the screen would go black.

Her babysitter once tried to vacuum the living room and the vacuum cleaner simply... died. Mid-carpet.“Static electricity,” her mother insisted.“Faulty wiring,” her father said.“Demon child,” whispered the babysitter.But Sadie didn’t mean to break anything.

She didn’t even understand she was doing it.She just existed — and things reacted.Sometimes the air around her felt charged, like she was a walking thundercloud. Sometimes she’d get upset and the wind outside would pick up, rattling the windows. Sometimes she’d laugh and the lights would brighten, just a little, like they were laughing with her.Her mother told her to stop.Sadie didn’t know how.The First AuraWhen she was six, Sadie saw her first M&M color.She was sitting in the back seat of her father’s truck, swinging her legs and eating a melted popsicle, when a car pulled up beside them at a stoplight.A blue glow shimmered around it — faint, soft, like someone had outlined the vehicle in watercolor.Sadie blinked.

The glow stayed.“Daddy,” she said, pointing. “That car is sad.”Her father didn’t look. “Cars don’t get sad, bug.”“But it’s 

blue.”“Because it’s painted blue.”“No,” Sadie insisted. “It’s feeling blue.”

Her father sighed the sigh of a man who had already accepted that his daughter was strange and that this was his life now.“Finish your popsicle.”Sadie did.But she kept watching the blue car until it turned the corner and disappeared.

She didn’t see another aura for weeks.Then months.Then years.But she never forgot the first one.The Night the Sky ListenedWhen Sadie was nine, she discovered she could move clouds.Not dramatically.

Not like a superhero.

Not like the weather channel would ever notice.But enough.Enough that when she stood in the backyard, sweaty and furious after a fight with her mother, and flicked her finger at a stubborn little cloud overhead, the cloud twitched.Just a little.Just enough to make her gasp.She flicked again.The cloud shifted.

She flicked a third time.The cloud snapped into a shape — a crooked line, like a half-finished symbol — before dissolving back into nothing.Sadie stared at the sky, heart pounding.“Do it again,” she whispered.

The sky didn’t.But it had listened.The Things She Didn’t Talk AboutSadie learned early that talking about the weird things only made life harder.Her mother would get tight-lipped.

Her father would get quiet.

Her teachers would get concerned.

Her classmates would get mean.  So she stopped talking.She stopped pointing out the flickering lights.

She stopped mentioning the colors around people.

She stopped telling anyone when the wind changed direction because she felt anxious.

She learned to swallow the strange.  To bury it.  To pretend she was normal.And for a while, it worked.Sort of.The Day Everything ShiftedWhen Sadie was twelve, she woke up with a feeling she couldn’t name.Not fear.

Not excitement.

Not dread.

Something heavier. Something older. Something that felt like the world was leaning toward her, waiting.She walked to school with her backpack slung over one shoulder, kicking rocks, trying to ignore the buzzing in her marrow. 

A  crosswalk,  a car rolled past — glowing bright yellow. Anxious.Sadie frowned.

Another car passed — blue.Sad.Then another — red.

Angry.Then another — green.Unknown.Then another.

And another.

And another.

Every car on the street glowed.Every single one.Sadie froze on the sidewalk, breath caught in her throat.She whispered, “What’s happening?”

The world didn’t answer.But the streetlight above her flickered — once, twice, then steadied.Sadie swallowed hard.

She didn’t know what it meant.She didn’t know what she was.She didn’t know that this moment — this ordinary morning — was the first ripple of a destiny she would spend years trying to outrun.

She only knew one thing:She was tired.And she was different.And the world was starting to notice.Years Later...Sadie would look back on that day — the glowing cars, the buzzing bones, the flickering streetlight — and realize it was the beginning.

The first crack in the illusion was an illusion.

They feel and seem so real. 

You question reality. How can I make images in the sky?

Why me? 

Need, 

The first whisper of the truth.The first sign that she wasn’t just unlucky, or weird, or exhausted.She was a Walker.And the universe had been watching her since the moment she was born.If you want, I can also create:
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CHAPTER 2 — Sadie’s Ordinary, Exhausted Life
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Sadie Harper woke up the same way she always did:  

confused, annoyed, and already tired of the day.

Her alarm hadn’t even gone off yet, but her body had decided sleep was optional again. She stared at the ceiling of her tiny bedroom, listening to the hum of the old box fan wobbling like it was one screw away from becoming a helicopter.

“Great,” she muttered. “Another morning where I wake up feeling like I fought God in my sleep and lost.”

She rolled out of bed, joints popping like bubble wrap, and shuffled to the kitchen. The coffee maker sputtered in protest — it always did — but it still produced something 

vaguely drinkable. She took a sip and winced.

“Liquid disappointment,” she said. “Perfect.”

Outside, the heat was already rising, pressing against the windows like an unwelcome guest. The weather app said 92 degrees, but Sadie knew better. Her bones always told her the real temperature, and today they said “hell with humidity.”

She grabbed her keys, her bag, and the last shred of optimism she had left, then stepped outside.

The moment she did, the streetlight above her flickered.

Of course it did.

Streetlights always flickered around her.  

So did porch lights.  

And neon signs.  

And sometimes entire rows of parking lot lamps, which made her feel like she was starring in a low-budget horror movie.

She used to joke about it.

“Guess I’m haunted,” she’d say.

Or, “Maybe I’m allergic to electricity.”

Or her personal favorite: “If I get abducted by aliens, I’m not 

paying rent anymore.”

But deep down, she didn’t think it was funny.  

Deep down, she wondered why weird things always happened around her.

She walked toward her car — a beat-up sedan that had survived more than it deserved — and noticed the faint shimmer again.

A soft glow around the hood of the car parked next to hers.

Sparkle coming from a primered Grey car. 

Is that suppose to happen?

Is that "The Norm"?

She squinted. “Oh great. Another M&M.”

She’d started calling them that years ago — the cars with the faint, candy-colored auras only she seemed to see. Red ones meant the driver was falling into place or line. A twinkle would sparkle off the rear view mirror confirming "I am one" Blue meant  telepathic, white was head hancho. Green meant... something else. Something she never figured out.

If you pay attention theres fewer green cars on the road than one would think.

Or theres patterns you wouldn't even be looking for but noticed.

She thought it was her imagination.  

Or dehydration.  

Or maybe she needed glasses.

But the colors never went away.

Neither did the M&M's

She slid into her car and turned the key. The engine coughed, wheezed, and finally surrendered to life. She pulled out of the driveway and headed toward work, mentally preparing herself for another day of pretending she wasn’t falling apart.

At the first stoplight, the car next to her glowed bright orange.

She sighed. “Buddy, whatever you’re going through, I hope you get a nap.”

The light turned green. She drove on.

By the time she reached the office, she was already drained. Not emotionally — physically. Like her energy had been siphoned out of her through a straw.

Her coworkers joked that she was “low battery Sadie.”

She laughed with them, but the truth was uglier.

She wasn’t low battery.  

She was always empty.

She didn’t know why.

She didn’t know that every breath she took was cleaning the air around her.  

She didn’t know her body was absorbing pollutants like a sponge.  

She didn’t know she was stabilizing the weather without meaning to.  

She didn’t know she was a Walker.

She just knew she was tired.

And that today — for reasons she couldn’t explain — the exhaustion felt different.

Heavier.  

Sharper.  

Like the world was leaning toward her, waiting.

She rubbed her temples and whispered, “Please, just let today be normal.”

But the universe had already decided.

Today was the last normal day of her life.

—-
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CHAPTER 3 — The Escalade Incident
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Sadie used to think the Escalade was a fluke.

A cosmic clerical error.  

A birthday miracle.  

A moment where the universe accidentally hit the “treat yourself” button and then immediately regretted it.

She was twenty-three, living in Arkansas, broke in the charming way only young adults can be — the kind where you eat ramen proudly and call it “budgeting.” Her birthday had rolled around with all the enthusiasm of a wet paper towel. She wasn’t expecting anything except maybe a cupcake and a text from someone who remembered her name.

Instead, she got an Escalade.

A whole Escalade.

Sitting in the driveway like it had been delivered by angels with questionable taste in luxury vehicles.

She stood there staring at it, keys in hand, waiting for someone to jump out of the bushes and yell, “Just kidding!”

No one did.

Her sister swore she didn’t buy it.  

Her boyfriend at the time definitely didn’t buy it — he couldn’t even buy his own socks.  

Her coworkers thought she was lying.  

Her neighbors thought she was selling drugs.

Sadie thought she was losing her mind.

She remembered touching the hood, feeling a strange warmth under her palm, like the metal was alive. She remembered the faint shimmer — the same shimmer she’d later call “M&M colors” — glowing around the car like a halo.

She remembered whispering, “I wish I had something nice for once.”

And then the Escalade had been hers.

Just like that.

She drove it for six months before it was repossessed by a dealership she’d never heard of, with paperwork she’d never signed, and a salesman who looked at her like she’d stolen it from God’s personal garage.

She cried for three days.  

Not because she lost the car — but because she couldn’t 

understand how she ever got it in the first place.

She chalked it up to luck.  

Or a mistake.  

Or maybe the universe was drunk that day.

But now... years later... she could see the truth creeping in around the edges.

She’d made it happen.

Not consciously.  

Not intentionally.  

But the same way she made streetlights flicker and clouds shift and people’s emotions glow like neon signs.

She’d bent reality without knowing she could.

Back then, she didn’t have a name for it.  

She didn’t know she was a Walker.  

She didn’t know she was absorbing the world’s chaos and exhaling balance.

She just thought she was weird.

And the weirdness didn’t stop with the Escalade.

There were the M&M cars — the ones with the faint glow she could see even in daylight. She’d point them out to her sister, who’d squint and say, “Sadie, that’s just a car.”

But Sadie saw more.

She saw the angry red ones.  

The sad blue ones.  

The anxious yellow ones.  

The green ones she could never quite decipher.

She saw patterns no one else saw.  

She felt moods that weren’t hers.  

She sensed storms before they formed.

For a brief moment in her twenties, she even felt like a superstar — like maybe she had some secret backstage pass to the universe. But the feeling faded, like everything else she didn’t understand.

And then there was the boyfriend.

The bad one.

The one she never wanted to be with but stayed with anyway because leaving felt harder than surviving. The one whose presence felt like mold — invisible at first, then suddenly everywhere.

He carried a darkness she couldn’t name.  

A heaviness that clung to her skin.  

A bad mojo that seeped into the walls.

And sometimes — when he pushed her too far — things happened.

Small things.  

Petty things.  

Karmic things.

His car wouldn’t start.  

His phone would glitch.  

His plans would fall apart.  

His luck would sour overnight.

Sadie never connected the dots.

She thought she was cursed.  

She thought she was unlucky.  

She thought she was the problem.

She never once considered that she was the solution.

She didn’t know that Walkers unconsciously balance the world — that their emotions ripple outward, shaping reality in subtle ways. She didn’t know that her anger could crack a storm open or that her fear could shift the wind.

She didn’t know she was powerful.

She just knew she was tired.

And now — years later — standing on the edge of a destiny 

she didn’t ask for, she finally understood:

The Escalade wasn’t
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