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**** 

 

They sat in frozen rows like robots. When 

The professor of robotics cracked a joke, 
A wave of artificial laughter broke 

In tittering imitation of real men. 
I too dreamt I had joined the robots then, 
Clones minded to be mindless. But you spoke, 
The dying pulse of manhood in me woke 

And all my metal turned to flesh again.   
Our eyes met in the country of the blind, 
And suddenly it was as if there trod 
Amongst a zombie race a living god,  
And I, untwinned from all that robot kind, 
Must with that beauteous body be entwined 
In mortal longing, or become a sod. 

 
**** 

   

           I had no heart to look too long for love, 
Like some wan poet wasting his life’s prime, 
Preferring to lust’s rougher pleasures prove 

Than suck my pen and hunt the perfect rhyme. 
The sonnet’s clockwork had outworn its time, 
The poet’s swansong sticking in its groove 
Had jinxed the jukebox music’s tinny chime 
And, like a rusty robot, ceased to move.  
Then, you asked, to laughter from the rest, 
‘Would robots lov?’ – It sounded like a sob, 
Pronounced so deep (heart-deep) within your chest, 
Mine felt the shock, and straight began to throb.  

From now on, sonnets will all rhyme with ‘lov’, 
‘Dov’, ‘abov’, etcetera. End of. 
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**** 

   

Carlos, apogee of manhood, summit, 
Height I would be mounted by, and mount, 
A Chimborazo conquered by my wit, 
A vast volcano, towering beyond count, 
My violation would inflict no pain, 
No gods will punish us for desecration, 
Your fumarole too long has dormant lain, 
Your virgin vent awaited immolation.  
And should you be indignant, vengeful grow 
And pour your lava down my quaking sides, 
Unleash your force in shuddering overflow, 
Like some dark horseman who his courser rides.  

For I would mount you even if I’m thrown,  
Though hearts or necks must break, yours or my own. 

 

**** 
   

               As in a dream that happens on the stage, 
Watched by the finger-wagging ghost of Freud 
Like gladiator twins trapped in a cage,  
We fight, and one of us must be destroyed. 
He (Freud) would certainly have pointed out 
That ‘Carlos’ is the same as ‘Charles’ in Spanish. 
True or not, psychologists now doubt 
That, once explained, such conflicts simply vanish. 
In love or rivalry, I guess that I 
Am warring more with you than with your double, 
And since it’s comedy, no one should die  
Or leave the theatre as dust and rubble.  

But when we play the Imitation Game, 
Pretence may pleasure, pains hurt just the same.  

 
**** 

   

THE MISTRESS: You think that you can steal my boyfriend from me 
      Just because you steal the scene? 
THE RIVAL: Is it my fault you act so primly, 
         Like a – frankly frigid – sex machine? 
THE MISTRESS: He isn’t gay, he isn’t frigid? 
THE RIVAL: He will be if you bore him rigid! 
 Perhaps, embodying his aspiration –   
The boss’s daughter, far above his station –    

 You let him feel under your dress 
     And now offer a leg-up to success?   
THE MISTRESS: You only met the other day, 
     Or else you’d know he doesn’t think that way? 
THE RIVAL: He must – I say it with regret; 
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   He knows you lack the talent, yet 
     To guarantee your father sees his work, he 
     Cast you, dooming it to be a turkey! 

 

 [The image of the mistress morphs into that of the beloved] 
 

Were this an opera libretto 
I could play the part falsetto, 
Act my ass off, save the play 
And make you wonder if you’re gay. 
Then if for five nights only I’d have been 
Your master-mistress and your fancy’s queen. 

 
**** 

 
Though necking in the cinema and kissing in the park, 
My hand upon your manhood thrilling with the rising spark, 
You persist in acting straight though every fibre in your frame 

Betrays that poor Cesario could more your heart inflame. 
If Chloe has her charms, it‘s for her father you’d adore  
To play the innocent abroad cum all-American señor. 

 

Oh Carlos my Orsino 
I would be your own bambino, 
Play a pantalòn amada  
Like a starlet fresh from RADA 
Sexy, if of gender vague, 
So quickly may you catch the plague! 

 

Be women giddy and infirm 
Or men unstaid and skittish, 
Should a germ disturb the therm- 
al sangfroid of the British, 
Should a womaniser waver 
And invite a gay man’s favour, 
There are lines to match their plight 
Both in the Sonnets and Twelfth Night. 

 

So let us satisfy our hearts 
And minds and souls and other parts, 
Lest beauty’s flower be plucked and die 
Before the sweetness is sucked dry. 
    

 

**** 
   

Limp with longing, plodding home alone, 
I crossed a river with my father’s name, 
More dead than living, tainted by his shame. 
I came here for the love of one unknown, 
Only his face, not heart, then proved my own.  
But some things change as others stay the same:  
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Charlie, Carlos! How that name became  
You is the swerve, the curveball love has thrown, 
And now, as in the last act of a play 
Whose characters give our quandaries name and shape, 
Twin selves who ape and mirror our dismay 
At desperate pleasures while spectators gape, 
True counterfeits, we give ourselves away, 
Then make a bow, but hardly an escape. 
   

**** 
 

When that I was a little boy 
A foolish thing was but a toy 
But when I came to man’s estate 
It ruled my mind, both soon and late. 
And when I came unto my bed 
I could not sleep, love filled my head, 
And though I tried to get a grip, 
Hot tears bestrewed my pillowslip.  
No boy would run so after men. 
I think that I was wiser then. 

 

**** 

 
Dear Sir, 
  

 In the early eighties I went to America to study and met my late father (and my half-
brother – who was autistic – and French grandmother) for the first time. I can’t say he 
was a pleasant man, although he could be attractive, even seductive enough when he 
wanted. By then, he was a business man, having taken over and expanded my American 
family’s business, a large Animal Laboratory. 
 One day, looking through his books (scientific, not literary), I came on a typescript, 
no doubt marking a significant page. it was a copy of poems  of which he disclaimed all 
memory. But internal evidence proves beyond doubt that he was their author, albeit he 
wrote them as a very young man.  
 Two are imitations of Baudelaire, but a third is more original and of such quality that, 
despite its personal nature, I feel that it only right to try and give it a wider readership.  
 I say ‘personal’ because it is clearly a memory of his meeting with my mother in 
England. They were both teenagers at the time and I think anything else relevant to its 
conception (and mine, and my twin sister’s, as it happens) can be inferred from the text. 
 I append another poem I myself wrote a couple of days after discovering ‘The Ice-
Cream Girl’. The subject is a somewhat grisly medical specimen – again of family 
relevance – which my father had on display in his library. 
 

Yours faithfully,  
John Hocking 

 

ADDENDUM – Some further poems, mostly sonnets are now added by John Hocking’s 
sister, after his disappearance. They seem to have been addressed to a man (‘Carlos’ – 
similar to ‘Charlie’ – the name of our real father, who he had gone in search of on both 
our behalves) and with whom he was smitten shortly before that sad event, to whose 
Orsino he had apparently acted Sebastian/Cesario in a Hartford University production of  
Twelfth Night.  
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