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For the isolated warriors, the brave outcasts, the lone wolves craving freedom. For those trapped by the beliefs of their loved ones, condemned by bias, who dream of a day when they can just be themselves. For anyone who has felt, or still feels, that they are ‘less than’ simply because they are different from those around them. This is for you.
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Prologue

Grauman’s Chinese Theatre is one of the most iconic Hollywood landmarks of the last century. It played host to thousands of movie premieres from the glory days of Hollywood’s golden era to present times and also had a short stint as the home of the Academy Awards in the 1940s. Its courtyard pavement boasts the handprints and autographs of entertainment legends like Judy Garland, Marilyn Monroe, Tom Cruise and Meryl Streep, to name a few. Situated in the heart of Hollywood, directly opposite the Roosevelt Hotel and with the Hollywood Walk of Fame right at its doorstep, the theatre’s striking facade is recognisable worldwide, and serves as a shining beacon to young actors and filmmakers who have grown up with stars in their eyes and an ambition to meet their idols at their own level.

I was one of those Hollywood tragics. I had spent years gobbling up everything I could about the movie industry. I watched all the entertainment news shows, constantly read about the latest motion picture announcements and would set my VCR to record every Oscars, Golden Globes and Emmys presentation. I would buy the DVD and Blu-ray of every film that I loved and watch the behind-the-scenes extras as much as the films themselves. I dared to dream, from my quiet suburban bedroom in the Hills district of Sydney, that I would one day be part of Hollywood’s rich tapestry. This is a lofty goal for any actor, and though I never doubted my persistence, there was always a sense that I was shooting too high. I had no connections, no official training and no-one in my life who shared or even understood my dreams. It was, therefore, overwhelmingly surreal to find myself in the back seat of a car driving to Grauman’s Chinese Theatre for the Hollywood premiere of a blockbuster action film that I was actually in.

It was 28 April 2009 and I was twenty-three years old. Just a few days earlier, I had clocked out of my last ever shift selling movie tickets at a cinema multiplex, where I had worked for five years, packed my bags and headed to Hollywood to see myself on the big screen for the very first time. The premiere was for X-Men Origins: Wolverine, a film in which I played a popular superhero called Scott Summers, better known as ‘Cyclops’. Yes, the guy who shoots laser beams out of his eyes. C’est moi.

It was an out-of-body experience to arrive at the iconic theatre as someone who actually had a right to be there. Stepping out of the car, I immediately became self-conscious about my shoes. In my haste to pack, I hadn’t thought about shoes. Apart from family weddings, where I would just pop on my old school shoes for the occasion, I had never been to something so fancy and formal before and had never needed to think about something as mundane as footwear. I had been gifted a bespoke suit from Burberry in Beverly Hills for the premiere, but on the day of the big event, I realised I had never sorted out my shoe situation. In a panic, I threw on a scuffed pair of black-and-white Converse sneakers from General Pants, Castle Towers shopping centre.

As I stepped out of the car, I couldn’t help but notice just how much the black-and-white sneakers stood out against the brilliance of the red carpet, and how vividly they clashed with the navy blue of my suit. But I had no time to dwell on that thought. Hundreds of photographers and entertainment news reporters lined the red carpet stretching out before me. Thousands of fans filled the streets, screaming out for a glimpse of their favourite movie stars. I was blinded by the flashing lights and deafened by the screaming crowd. But, without any time to think, I was jostled into position in front of a bank of photographers, each shouting my name so they could get the perfect shot.

As I tried to mask the nervous energy coursing through my veins and pose with the casual nonchalance of a movie star, I was soon whisked away by my publicist once more. Microphones were shoved in my face and, through the haze of the blinding lights, I realised I was being interviewed by the very same entertainment news shows that I had sat at home watching over the past few years. Suddenly I was on the other side of the camera, no longer a mere spectator in the Hollywood machine. As I fluked my way through an interview with E! News, Halle Berry walked past me. As I tried to act cool during an interview with Access Hollywood, Ryan Reynolds was interviewed directly beside me. And as I stumbled my way through a conversation with CNN, I was upstaged by Mel Gibson and his new girlfriend, who chose that night to make their first appearance at a Hollywood event since the public demise of Mel’s marriage. Gasp, scandal!

Halfway through another interview, I found myself being dragged away. My publicist had seen that the main cast, consisting of Ryan, Hugh Jackman, Dominic Monaghan and will.i.am, were assembling for a group photo, and he didn’t want me to miss out on that opportunity. I was more or less thrown at will.i.am, who I had never met before, and we all posed like firm friends. I’m a shorter species of human, measuring a staggering 5’8”. Fellow cast members Dominic, will.i.am and the film’s leading lady, Lynn Collins, were also vertically challenged. Hugh, Ryan and our film’s director, Gavin Hood (an Academy Award winner, by the way), towered over us.

‘Line up in the order of size,’ shouted one of the eager photogs.

‘Size of what?’ quipped Ryan, in his risqué style that we all know and love.

I took the moment to introduce myself to Will, and he awkwardly introduced me to his fellow Black Eyed Peas band members, though I knew he had absolutely no idea who I was or why I was there. Despite the chaos of that moment, that photo will always be one of my most treasured memories, and I can’t help but laugh whenever I see Will and me arm in arm, looking like best buds.

It all happened so fast that I never got a chance to really soak it in. Before I knew it, we were being ushered into the packed theatre. Every one of the several hundred seats were spoken for. As the lights dimmed, I nervously snacked on popcorn from a box that had my own face plastered across it. Before long, there I was projected onto the cinema screen, and the audience erupted in cheers after my first big action sequence. It was a tremendous relief and I’ll remember it forever.

After the premiere, as we mingled in the foyer, I was tapped on the shoulder. Anjelica Huston stood behind me. I had shared a scene in the film with her brother, Danny, and she was attending the premiere in support of him. I had never expected to meet someone like her in my life. With her multiple awards and iconic role in the Addams Family movies, I had always viewed her as part of the unattainable Hollywood elite.

‘You were great,’ said Morticia Addams, and I felt like I could die happy.

This was it. This was what dreams were made of. This was the Hollywood fantasy that I had worked tirelessly to achieve.

* * *

However, my feeling of accomplishment that night was overshadowed by a crippling self-doubt. I look back at the photos and cringe-inducing interviews from the red carpet, and all I see is a lost little deer in the headlights. I was a fish out of water and, despite trying to fake it till I made it, I was an impostor. The truth of the matter was, behind the scenes, the Tim Pocock who attended that glitzy event was consumed by a deep self-loathing that had persisted for more than a decade. I had a dark, soul-crushing secret that consumed my every thought and filled me with such profound shame that I hid my true self from literally everyone. I carried the guilt of someone who had committed a heinous crime, like murder, and lived under the constant torment of what my deserved punishment would be. And yet I was no murderer. What I was, in fact, was gay.

Internalised homophobia is a very real and dangerous thing. One of my goals in writing this book is to provide a rare window into the life of someone who struggled with self-hatred during the adolescent years of development in which youngsters begin to flourish, find themselves and start their lives with confidence in who they are and what they can achieve.

The kid who attended that premiere was haunted by the reality of who he was, and the success of that moment wasn’t enough to overcome the decades of conditioning and programming that had robbed him of the self-confidence he deserved. The claustrophobic pressures of my religious family, and the constant monitoring and manipulation I faced during my education at the hands of Opus Dei, had left me completely unprepared for the real world, unable to be myself and, most importantly, ashamed of who I was. It would still be a number of years before I would start my journey to find my authentic self and, even then, I would discover that ‘coming out’ is not as simple as flicking a switch. It didn’t all just fall into place, especially because the bubble I grew up in demonised not only homosexuality but also the world at large. It was ‘us v. them’ in our home – ‘us’ being devout believers who lived by strict moral virtues and ‘them’ being the rest of the world, which represented the threat of hedonistic temptation created by Satan. As long as I stayed in that sheltered bubble of pretence, I would be safe. Or so I’d been told. Therefore, the damage that had been done couldn’t truly be seen until I started to experience real life. But, like an animal raised in captivity who suddenly finds itself out in the wild, my survival skills just weren’t there.

It was like living in pitch darkness my whole life and suddenly finding myself blinded by light. The adjustment period would take time while I continually bashed into walls and tripped over objects in my effort to move forward. And as my eyes slowly got used to the exposure, I was flooded with sensory overload of a world that was completely foreign to me. Unfortunately, any missteps I took ended up as fodder for the captors that held me in my dark cage. It is little wonder that so many people with similar stories didn’t make it. I almost didn’t.

The following is a deep dive into who I am, what I went through and what I have learned. I am no saint and make no assertions that I have the answers to the problems posed. I am a deeply flawed, confused, bumbling fool, tripping over my own feet as I explore this thing called life. What I do have are my own experiences and a willingness to share them. For both good and bad, triumph and failure, I have learned a lot so far and, though I would have preferred it differently, I learned most of those lessons the hard way.

There are so many people out there whose experiences are similar to my own. I know that they feel alone, but I am here to tell them that they aren’t. There is power in that knowledge.

There are others out there who don’t understand that the way they choose to express their beliefs is harmful to their vulnerable queer loved ones who, like I had to, may be hiding themselves as a means of survival. Perhaps this can open some eyes and challenge some hearts.

And there are so many people who are allies without fully understanding the importance of their allyship and the deeper significance of why they are so necessary.

My humiliating plan therefore is to give you a warts-and-all recounting of my life and a thorough examination of the more challenging times. Though I say it with all the love in the world, my overly sheltered upbringing – under the constant spiritual supervision of my mother and the Opus Dei community – played a major part in the challenges I faced and the huge prices that I paid as a consequence.

I therefore humbly submit my story.
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