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            ‘What do we mean when we read a book and feel that we trust the writer? What I mean when I say that I trust Oluwaseun Olayiwola is that the poems in Strange Beach are as sure in their storytelling as centuries-old myths. These poems explain the world to me, rebuild it in front of my eyes with polysensory images that don’t stop moving. And so I stand in the middle of Olayiwola’s violent universe – where the sun’s arms are broken, where the corpses of sunflowers litter the fields, where “snow is a skin. Inside it, / violence” – and watch this incredible journey of survival. This world is like an ocean, erasing Olayiwola’s name from the sand with each approach; these poems are Olayiwola’s finger, rewriting his name again and again whenever the tide recedes.’

            — Taylor Byas, author of I Done Clicked My Heels Three Times

            ‘In this exciting debut, the tideline of the poetic phrase is constantly shifting, is forever rebuilt and remade on the shifting sands of language, every grain of a word held up to the light to consider its myriad refractions.’

            — Andrew McMillan, author of Pity

            ‘It’s hard to believe Oluwaseun Olayiwola’s Strange Beach is a debut collection. The poems in this gorgeous and deft book about the queer body, race, family and coming-of-age, seem to toggle between identities, between not knowing and wanting to know, between remaining on shore and being washed over. I love how the poems immerse themselves in lush and abstract diction, then suddenly we are confronted with an aphoristic truism as unclear as it is clear, such as “Immeasurable beauty / is immeasurable precisely / until it’s gone” or “The sky is a masculinity.” Strange Beach is intimate, capacious, present, and absent, and always consistently brilliant.’

            — Victoria Chang, author of With My Back to the World
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               Strange Beach

            

            
               
                  —unable to get from the underneath side of

                  the stones

                  that flank the sand, the body: blown

               

               
                  from every direction into, like a conch shell

               

               
                  where the echo of emotion  in extremis     floods

               

               
                  the chamber

               

               
                  where once was a body willing to die inside of, longing—this

                  is the obsession, this transatlantic voyage

                  spread on the page

                  like an oil spill, the blue-and-black

               

               
                  arsenal of water hushing, inevitably: was it worth it?

               

               
                  Worth. It circles around you—

               

               
                  the increasing gap between the surface

                  of the water

                  and the stillness you entirely inhabit

               

               
                  so as to sink to the ocean floor: but properly

                  with no effect on velocity. Stingrays.

               

               
                  Desire: inseparability of light

                  and dark. How beautiful

               

               
                  you have been and are

               

               
                  giving your whole life to a pointless competition—
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            No, it’s a strange beach; each body is a strange beach, and if you let in the excess emotion you will recall the Atlantic Ocean breaking on our heads.

            — Claudia Rankine, Citizen 16

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               More Night

            

            
               
                  In the Book of Unusable Minutes,

                  the passengers like skyward lights.

                  Sun lifting his broken arms

                  like a dying thing, the burning centre

                  moving along time’s cargo,

                  archaic gauze, each

                  perpendicularity a mazed

                  patchwork of veins

                  where healing had words

                  to unpick and kept its mouth

                  shut, a genteel child in the cabin—

               

               
                  Long haul. Year of trillions

                  and the plane soaring

                  into its wilding airscape, the farther-out

                  distances of carbon—Is

                  this my airborne home I cannot

                  outrun. These, our eyes

                  focusing downwards

                  where God is just

                  this once, yes, the origin

                  of interiority from our lungs

               

               
                  starting blank weather and do you

                  hear it? The ears

                  in our chests? The past in each of us

                  blistering, chapping,

                  the pus arriving like snow,

                  sleepwalker of indecision—What do

                  we declare for small things,

                  the hydraulic weight of being

                  looked at, deliberately, persistently— 18

               

               
                  Then the durational string-pluck

                  of turbulence shearing prayer

                  from the body’s tarmac, the unpacking

                  like an era that refuses to end or begin again.

                  Here, have more night 

                  the mind says. And as if from nowhere,

                  Here, have more blue, 

                  Are you feeling too simple?

                  Are you wanting the glazed

                  lake of memory to shoot up

                  for air and take

                  more of you back with it

                  when it goes?

               

               
                  Faces with wishes stitched across them

                  like large quilts.

                  And the sunset, even from this high up,

                  tips down along the dark

                  outcome of sky. Immeasurable beauty

                  is immeasurable precisely

                  until it’s gone—

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               Simulacrum

            

            
               
                  There wasn’t love but there was what love becomes—

                  (sheet-wrinkle)(skin-dune)(arm-ropes lassoing

                  our neck flesh with push-and-pull—, equal amounts;

                  the hurt convincing its shape is false, the relation:

                  the recorded moment (he likes to record) not true)—

               

               
                  Then the film buffering … the unfinished triangle 

                  your body sculpts on top of his. 

                  Frustration. Yes. Rejection. Oh yes. 

                  The colon’s ring hammering, waking up (not again, not

                  tonight). Tight. Loose. Bloodless (for now), dragging

                  a palm across the brick wall—now

                  blood (for now) streaming from you like scripture—:

                  spit of him landing atop your eyelid, that puddled need. 

               

               
                  And there is freedom, there is intention to break your back in half

                  and call it what-you-asked-for, what your separateness

                  will not allow. Rattle of wooden slats (indentations

                  in the linen), this body you are finally inside of 

                  being moulded into the cushion’s canvas

                  by what desire has given him permittance to do tonight, 

                  tonight only—

               

               
                  He is not a perfect fit and that is perfect. He will not

                  stay the night. He will not stay. Hard 20

                  night. Leaking night. No fine point, needled stars.

                  The sky is a masculinity. He starts the car.

                  Likes to be called daddy. Needs to be called

                  something, anything. 

                  There is your obligation, your obliging. Call it 

                  gratitude. Be 

                  grateful. Give 

                  thanks. Give.
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