
He knew exactly how
to stare the camera
down.

He Knew HOW TO BE
WATNED, BUT HAD NO
IDEA HOW TO BE
LOVED.

He TURNED SELF
DESTRUCTION INTO AN
AESTHETIC.

HE ALWAYS HAD TO BE
THE LOUDEST PERSON
IN THE ROOM.

DISPOSABLE

EMPTY

TOO

MUCH

NOT ENOUGH

DON”T

FEEL

EVERY SMILE WAS
REHEARsED...ON AND
OFF CAMERA.

FUCK
UP 
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IN THE 
CRACKS

He was a performer. The  
on-camera version of
Rogue was the only
version most people
saw. 



It was strange how normal
things felt sometimes. 

Tea?

Yeah,
go on.

‘clcik’

Did you 
eat 

today?

YOU ALWAYS 
ASK ME 
THAT.

BECAUSE
YOU ALWAYS

FORGET.

‘Click’The sheer
domesticity ofetn
seemed at odds
with how he lived
his life.

I was constantly
checking in.

I could see he
was trying.

But he had a
lot of old

habbits that
were hard to

shake.

someone had to.



I Met him while
working at the fox.

He’d
come in
and try

it on.

I know
somewhere quiet
we can go when
you finish your

shift....

I always said no.

You never 
give up 
do you?

He wore his
bravado like
armour. 

Wasn’t bothered by
the rumours

circulating about the
company he kept on

the seedy side of
town.

Why 
should I

care? It’s
easy

money! 

But I
started

to
notice
little

things...

...Like the way
he always dug
his nails into

his palms
until they

left marks...

...or the awkward way
his hand would go
to the back of his

neck when he almost
answers a question

truthfully...

Do you 
ever 

sleep?

...Before snapping
back into humour.

Sure, I had
 45 glorious 
minutes last 

night!

I think I started to
see him diffrently

the first time i saw
him gripping that

pebble.

It was smooth and
black with a hole
worn through it.

And it seemed like he
was trying to change

in small ways.
Becoming less self

destructive.



He BEFRIENDED
STRAY CATS IN
THE ALLEY BEHIND
THE BAR.

He Looked Most
BEUTIFUL WHEN HE
WASN’T TRYING
TO POSTURE.

He CARRIED
HIMSELF DIFFRENT
WHEN THERE WAS
NO AUDIENCE.

I THINK HE WAS
TIRED OF
PERFORMING
LONG BEFORE HE
ADMITTED IT. 

Enough

Trying

TiredHealing

OFF CAMERA

Hum
an

All the times I
turned him
down, I was
really just
waiting for
that version. 

There was a version of him he tried hard
to hide. When he dropped the persona, I’d

occasionally see the vulnerability he
feared would ruin his reputation.  



Then one day it
happened...

IIt had been an
especially

trying shift.

‘DRIP
’

‘CLIC
K’

Guess I 
thought 

I’d Try A New
Tactic

Wanna Get a
coffee?

You look like
you need to

vent.

WAIT, YOU
NEVER ASKED

mE FOR
COFFEE
BEFORE...

Just 
coffe?

Just 
coffee.

He looked
awkward, like

he was fighting
back the urge

to make a
joke. But he

didn’t.

This was the
version I had
been waiting

for. 



I could have given in
sooner, just gone
with it. we might have
had sex. It might have
been great. Or not,
but in the morning,
he’d have bolted for
the door like he
always did; the
challenge would
have been over. I
wanted more. So I
held out for the
person behind the
MASK.

But then we
wouldn’t have had
this. Though I’ll
admit,  I still hadn’t
quite figured out
what ‘this’was’
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