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EVENTVALLY, KIERA DECIDED SHE WANTED ME TO MEET HER mum- I'M WASN'T REALLY GOOD AT THIS
RELATIONSHIP STUFF. FROM WHAT 1I’'D HEARD, HER MUM WAS THE EPITOME OF ‘MIDDLE ENGLAND’. GOD KNOWS
WHAT SHE WOULD THINK OF mE. THE OLD INSTINCTS URGED ME TO RUN.
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NICE TO MEET
You MRS K.
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| THINK SHE FELT BETRAYED 8Y THE DOG'S POSITIVE REACTION TO ME, AND AS WE SAT AND DRANK TEA SO POLITLEY IN
HER PRISTINE LIVING ROOM THE AWKWARD QUESTIONS STARTED...
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MAYBE IT WOULD HAVE BEEN SAFER JUST
TO SAY ‘CONTENT CREATOR,’ BUT IT JUST

SORT OF SLIPPED OUT, AND FROM THERE |
JUST KEPT TALKING.

THERE'S
LOADS OF
TRANSFERABLE

..I'm mY OWN
ACCOUNTANT, MARKETING
MANAGER, AND YOV HAVE
TO BE GOOD WITH
pEOPLE!




GLOSSING OVER MY AWKWARD
ADMISSION, MRS K MOVED ON. SHE
TOLD KIERA SHE SHOULD EAT
MORE, REFILLED THE TEA CUPS
AND EVENTUALLY GOT THE BABY
PICTURES OUT.

IT TOOK ME BY SURPRISE WHEN SHE
BRUSHED SOME FLUFF OFF mY SHOULDER
AS WE WERE LEAVING.

THE DOG
LIKED mE.

MUM DID TOO, | /

g TRUST ME.

FOR THE FIRST TIME, SUBURBIA
DIDN'T FEEL LIKE SOMEWHERE
TRYING TO TRAP ME.

STILL, | WAS
GLAD TO GET
BACK ON

THE TRIP TO THE SUBURES
HADN'T BEEN WHAT |
EXPECTED. IT HAD BEEN
SURREAL, IN A WAY. BUT AS
NICE AS IT WAS, | KNEW
WHERE | REALLY BELONGED.
IN THE CRACKS. BETWEEN
PLACES. | WAS STILL A CITY
RAT, BUT MAYBE | DIDN'T
NEED TO BARE mY TEETH
QUITE SO OFTEN.
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	IN THE CRACKS
	EPISODE 4: SUBURBIA

	Eventually, Kiera decided she wanted me to meet her Mum-  I’m wasn’t really good at this relationship stuff. From what I’d heard, her mum was the epitome of ‘middle England’. God knows what she would think of me. The old instincts urged me to run.
	I didn’t run, though. We got on the bus that would take us out of the city and  away from my comfort zone.
	It felt like I was heading off for a job Interview.
	The CITY GAVE WAY TO THE SUBURBS WITH ORDERLY ROWS OF MIDDLE CLASS HOUSES
	Mum judges people on whether the dog likes them.

	I guess  dogs are the best at weeding out the bad guys...
	everything was so neat and tidy. There were gnomes in gardens, shit like that.
	THIS IS OUR STOP

	Am I gonna have to pretend to be normal?
	BIT LATE FOR THAT

	WELCOME TO SUBURBIA
	Um,  Hi Mum. I don’t  think you’ve  met Rogue..
	Kiera!  Come in and get  off the doorstep  before the neighbours  see you!
	Nice to meet  you Mrs K.

	I’ll go and  make  some tea.
	Remember-  win over the  dog,  win over Mum.
	Don’t  worry, animals  love me...
	...I’m like  a stray dog  myself.
	Hey, Jack.
	Good  Boy.
	Hey  Mrs K, I’ve made  a friend!
	Humph.. that dog likes  everyone.
	I think she felt betrayed by the dog’s positive reaction to me, and as we sat and drank tea so politley  in her pristine living room the awkward questions started...
	So, Rogue, What do you do  for a  living?
	Please don’t say it...
	‘Snigger’
	I work in the adult entertainmaent  industry.

	Maybe it would have been safer just to say ‘content creator,’ but it just sort of slipped out, and from there I just kept talking.
	There’s  Loads of  transferable  skills...
	‘rattle’

	...I’m my own  accountant, marketing manager, and you have to be good with  people!
	Glossing over my awkward admission, Mrs K Moved on. She told Kiera she should eat more, refilled the tea cups and eventually got the baby pictures out.
	She was  so cute!
	For the first time, suburbia didn’t feel like somewhere trying to trap me.

	Make sure you look after her.
	Bye!
	The DOG  liked me.



	HOME
	Still, I was glad to get back on the bus.
	Ha,  NEVER!
	The trip to the suburbs hadn't been what I expected. It had been surreal, in a way. But as nice as it was, I knew where I really belonged. In the cracks. Between places. I was still a city rat, but maybe I didn’t need to bare my teeth quite so often.

	Thank you for reading this comic. It is part of an ongoing graphic novel project called ‘In The Cracks’ written and illustrated by Raven Taylor. To follow my work scan the QR code.

