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“Michelle Awad is a poet unafraid of exposure, as seen in her willingness to be startlingly personal. Every poem in Sudden Seances feels animated by the belief that no memory is too embarrassing, no longing too obsessive, no grief too complicated to examine under bright light.”

— ALICIA COOK

Author of Sorry I Haven’t Texted You Back

“Each poem in Michelle Awad’s Sudden Seances is an incantation. Awad plays with form, on-page imagery, and pop culture references to answer the question posed in her witty and vulnerable collection: ‘how does it feel to be haunted / by what’s still living?’ This exploration of girlhood, grief, sexuality, love, and loss demonstrates the power and bravery needed to communicate with your past and present ghosts. The true magic of Sudden Seances is its ability to prove that we are never truly alone in our experiences.”

— ARI B. COFER

Author of Inflection Point and paper girl and the knives that made her

“Sudden Seances is an offering to the grief-stricken, the macabre, and the witchy. In this engrossing collection of poems, Michelle Awad weaves a detailed tapestry of nostalgia and yearning, alchemizing memories and then reclaiming them. To read this book is to enter a world where every frightening shadow is given time to dance in the sun; I could’ve stayed in it forever. Awad is pure magic.”

— CAILTIN CONLON

Author of Burning the Ghost Light and The Surrender Theory

“Sudden Seances feels like a coven welcoming you in. Each poem is a spell, lines of magic that are both warmly familiar and excitingly new.”

— L.E. BOWMAN

Author of Shapeshifter and What I Learned from the Trees

“Sexy, nostalgic, and haunted with hope, Sudden Seances is an ode to ’90s girlhood and 90% humidity. Troubling the veil between bayou and backroad, these poems are rooted in cities and relationships on the edge of sinking, building a mythology out of tornado sirens and tampon strings braided at slumber parties, Nokia flip phones ringing in rooms long since torn down. ‘The world is more radiant inside my aftermath,’ one poem insists, and the collection takes that claim seriously: every ghost here is also a girl learning to live with what’s left behind. Sudden Seances is biting in its self-awareness without ever tipping into self-indulgence. The container of the poem becomes a haunted house, then a cabinet of curiosities, then a shrine to the selves we used to be.”

— TOPAZ WINTERS

Author of So, Stranger and

Portrait of My Body as a Crime I’m Still Committing

“Sudden Seances by Michelle Awad is the kind of book that makes you reach for a pen. I found myself highlighting lines furiously, desperate not to lose them—and more than once, I thought, ‘I wish I had written that.’ Awad puts a magnifying glass to the ache of our insecurities, the weight of grief, and the vulnerability of yearning, and her depiction of girlhood is so spot on it almost hurts. This is a raw and accurate portrait of how love haunts you—how it stays, how it shapes you long after it’s gone. Awad is clever with her words in the best way: precise where it counts, poetic where it needs to be.”

— RAQUEL FRANCO

Author of I’ll Cry if I Want To
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For my grandparents, Roy and Jean—

I am still trying to prove there is life after death.

Until then, there is poetry.
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THIS IS WHERE MY LORE STARTED

over a dial-up internet connection / via AOL Instant Messenger / when a mutual friend told me he thought I was cute / in a fucking Cicis Pizza / at the Golden Corral / on an empty plastic plate / too nervous to eat in front of him / under duress / no / under / the influence / of what, who knows / in his lap / with broken hymens / and broken curfews / and broken femurs / in Matt Millage’s father’s bedroom / in the passenger seat of a 2001 Nissan Sentra / in the band room / with late nights / and late periods / and the same side of the booth at TGI Fridays / in journalism class / under his thumb / under his skin / under the bleachers / at the table in my mom’s kitchen / surrounded by red walls / against his lips / in that dead end on the edge of my old neighborhood / with the opening chords of “Iris” by the Goo Goo Dolls / and “Jesus Christ” by Brand New / with the word whore in his father’s mouth / on his great-grandmother’s couch / on my way to the cafeteria / in that brown shirt with the gold leaves on it / with a fleeting look / and a trumped-up smile / in how loving that other girl was just a cheap knockoff of loving me / in how he admitted it / doused in the scent of McDonald’s bathroom soap / and grease against blue polyester / with always / and forever / and all the other promises that love bends under / because it simply can’t / bring itself / to break
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A PARTIAL INVENTORY OF MY PAST LIVES

after Jessica Abughattas
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THE NEIGHBORHOOD GIRLS HOLD A SÉANCE, ATTEMPT TO SUMMON ME, GHOST FROM THE ’90S
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ADOLESCENCE AS A HAUNTING I HAVEN’T GROWN OUT OF
























IT TURNS OUT GIRLHOOD IS A GAME OF FINDERS KEEPERS
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WHAT I LEARNED FROM THE SCARLET WITCH
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I PRESS MY IPHONE TO THE MIDDLE OF THE TABLE USING ONLY MY FINGERTIPS, AND
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SLUMBER PARTY FOR POETS AND MALCONTENTS


MY FIRST LOVE ONCE ASKED ME, “WHAT IS THIS SPELL YOU HAVE ME UNDER?” AND I SAID, “I DON’T KNOW” BUT WHAT I SHOULD HAVE SAID IS:
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POEM AS A CURIOSITIES SHOP OF ALL THE THINGS IN MY HEAD
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SUMMONING MY SEXUALITY



















CURSES AND CUFF LINKS: A GIRL’S GUIDE TO DATE NIGHT



























SECONDHAND HEARTS AND HAND-ME-DOWN DAGGERS
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WORD ASSOCIATION FOR GHOSTS
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FIELD GUIDE TO GOING HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS






















IF NICE GUYS FINISH LAST, THEN CONSIDER THIS A PARTICIPATION POEM
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I HOPE YOU COME HOME AFTER READING THIS POEM











SPELL FOR A CLEAN SLATE
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[00:02:11] is anyone there?

[00:02:12] does anyone have a message for us?

[00:02:14] nothing's happenin--

[00:02:14] shh...

[00:02:15] be patient.

[00:02:17] something’s coming throughe..

[00:02:19] can you hear it?
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“One need not be a chamber—to be haunted—"

— Emily Dickinson

“Let us look again for a moment; it is the last time,
perhaps, I shall see the moonlight with you.”

— Carmilla, Sheridan Le Fanu
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