The hollow sound of water falling against tin was echoing into the tight, dark space where Loid was hiding. The space used to make him feel anxious, but it had started to become sickeningly familiar. A certain level of stress welled into his stomach as he started to realize how at home he was becoming here, and he nervously reached up and adjusted his glasses, a few drops of rainwater rolling over the glass lenses and falling to his cheeks.
The trashcan he was inhabiting had become the ritualistic altar where his dignity was sacrificed in honor of the privilege of the other, more socially adept kids at school. It was as though his inability to conform to their expectations had made him an unsightly ghoul, and the only solution was to hide him away.
And hide him away they did, but only after exposing him completely, or so it seemed. At first it had been a relief to find a place where he would no longer be hounded or poked. Called names and belittled. He hated the way everyone took sport in probing the most intimate details of his outwardly known life, laying him bare for all to see and deride. And so the trashcan had become his social clothing, or hiding place, and it was starting to chafe against his young, sensitive sense of self.
But maybe, just maybe, his presence really did bother the others. Why else would he be treated this way? Perhaps, in the end, he was meant to be left here alone, for the greater good. He sighed, the sound creating a brief, metallic echo between the sounds of the rain falling outside. It was hard to think with the rain... but somehow the change in atmosphere was making him look at things a little differently than usual, making him hate his situation more than before.
Loid had always prided himself in being diligent in the things he loved. He had never let the opinion of his family, despite the negativity and disappointment, stop him from attempting to do his best. He had never let the other kids’ comments bring him down to the point where his hobbies and passions were stifled. At least, not until recently... The rain seemed to be a reminder of a new era of hurt, of things changing for the worst, and for the first time in his life he wondered if he could really bear it for much longer. The thought made him gulp quietly as he realized he literally had no place to escape the negativity, it was everywhere... His home, his school, even out in public; it truly seemed that no place was safe... no place but a trashcan on his school’s roof.
And with that a flow of sadness wracked him, all too suddenly, and it was all he could do to wrap his arms around his legs and sob. The sound of the rain outside at least had one benefit: nobody would be nearby to hear him. It seemed as though the whole day had passed before he finally regained some of his composure. He looked around, as though expecting to find himself surrounded by others, but he was greeted by the darkness alone. With a deep, almost breath-regaining sigh, he slowly lifted himself up and raised the lid to the trash can. The rain only seemed to be getting worse, and for now he simply felt like being alone. He lowered back down to the bottom of the metallic asylum, curling up once more and resting his chin upon his knees. At least, for now, he could be alone...
