Let Rip: Teenage Scrapbook

My schoolteacher said I should keep a scrapbook 
Images catching my attention
What happens now if I go back thirty years and look 
When me being me I dare not mention? 

To my teacher’s surprise was my scrapbook 
I kept scrapping for five or so years
Homophobic eyes fuelling my shame 
Heteronormative culture provoking my fears 
Too often too lonely with my scrapbook and tears 

Every tear, every tear in my scrapbook 
Each image with its own special meaning 
Images of men for girls everywhere to look 
Being gay in a straight world dreaming 

The irony being, in the men I was seeing
The more I reveal, the more I conceal 

Ripping out bits from that week’s Smash Hits for my scrapbook 
My bedroom wall, my private public space 
Then from the wall, I glued hundreds of images and lyrics 
into my scrapbook
Yet all I wanted to look at was his face 
But the handsome man’s face was carefully placed in between 
Images from National Geographic Magazine 
I became a master of collaging those I desired 
in amongst images of others and places I had been 
Always liminal 
Clever at seeing without being seen 
The artists she taught me all turned out to be queer 
Did she know something I didn’t, my teacher Miss Cavalier? 
Now so obviously glaring, my rip-outs of Keith Haring
And Robert Mapplethorpe’s photos of men, erotic and daring 
Yet, this was the time gay men were perceived
We all have AIDS many straight folks believed
Maybe that’s why I didn’t fully enquire 
in the artists Miss taught me for fear of the fire 

Look in my scrapbook, I remember his songs 
But my eyes were on his chest and what’s under those thongs
Jesus to a Child - such a sad song that he sung
I’ll never forget George Michael all wet 
In the video for Fast Love, all my Christmases come
His album Older helped me through tough times
Me finding comfort in the beauty of what he wrote in its lines
Whilst I loved George and his chest back in late ‘87
This album taught me gays don’t just live and die Heaven 
We are often perceived as fake, camp, G-A-Y
Yet Older was heartfelt and helped me get by

With his intellect, creativity, and eyes deep blue 
My student crush at art school was another George too 
That scrapbook photo of me and George on a beach 
Feelings for George that I had nobody could teach 
In Paris, my heart broke. It wasn’t me he was kissing 
That photo of me dancing alone 
to Everything but the Girl’s Missing

There came a day when I threw away 
my too heavy to carry too bulky to manage scrapbook
If I could go back then, what would I say?
Lee, you will be fine. In time, you will be okay 

Before I destroyed my scrapbook  
I photographed all 300 pages
Lo-res, JPEG, mobile phone camera 
My scrapbook now printed out as photocopies for me 
to touch, to remember, to rip
as some pictures, some memories, I would rather skip 












