I pace back and forth unable to do a single thing I enjoy. My hands are all tied, “it’s all in the sake or equality” they say. I say it’s inhumane. I can’t write, I can’t paint, I’m not even allowed to feed myself. Reading was even out of the question, the sounds that blasted through my ears gave me a headache, even though they were just supposed to scatter my thoughts, not allowing me to think. Ringing through my ears like a gunshot even twenty seconds, it was unnerving. 

I’m fed up with all of this equality bull! If I was gifted with special talents, I should be able to use them as I please. But no, that’s unfair to the rest of the people out there. I hate living under this dictatorship. It wasn’t fair. I look across the room at my clock; I have hours before they arrive with my lunchtime meal. 
Gunshots; ringing, exploding, they break the eerie silence that had filled my house. They try and try to scatter the thoughts racing through my head at a million miles per hour. It doesn’t work their pathetic attempts at making me like everyone else always fails miserably. I am too smart for their little equality scheme. I through the massive headphones across the room, hopefully breaking them. 

My thoughts cause me to think of Harrison, the man that had tried to rid us of this “equality”. I saw where he went wrong, he didn’t think to destroy the people that had put these handicaps on all of us gifted people. He had had the motive, he had had the passion, but even with his intelligence, he didn’t think his plan out thoroughly.
Anger was boiling inside of me as I thought of the handicap general and her mindless minions. I hated them! Who gave them the right? How did they gain control over everyone?! What is this complete bullshit that they preach about?! Equality? Equality doesn’t exist; it never has and never will. 

I’m going to kill them, every last one of them. But how? The question answered itself as soon as I thought it. A bomb.

It would get them all, or most of them anyway. Get it under the station and just blow them up. Sure, it sounded simple enough, but doing it without getting caught first, that was the challenge. 
At the station, you’d think they’d had better security around this place. No guards, no cameras, I was definitely at an advantage. I circle the building until I find a door that leads to the cellar of the building. It wasn’t even locked! Completely ridiculous.

They must use this as storage, guns and ammo lined the walls. I noted to myself to take a few before I left. Surely not everyone will be in the building when it goes down—or should I say up? I need to have protection when the rest of them find me, if they find me that is. 

Even if I lose my life during the operation, at leave I leave this world a better place. I didn’t plan on living through this, I really don’t. I just hope to take as many of those bastards as I can down with me. 

I plant the bomb and I grabbed 2 riffles, a shotgun and 3 hand guns with 14 rounds each. I steal a bag and but my new weapon of mass destruction in it. I exited the building and snuck away I was about fifty yards away when I pushed the button. 
A loud bang exploded and the building was collapsing. I did it, I had done it. I killed so many of them. I ran back to my house. I was home, and I sat there patiently. Nobody came to the door, no one came to bring me food. I had killed them. I unwrapped my hands, finally allowing myself to have free will. I picked up a pen and began to right. Everything was good, everything was great. I looked at my calendar, it was December 31st, and the clock ticked its way to midnight. 

The year was 2081 and the world was no longer equal.
