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When | wake up, the arher side of che bed is cold, My
fingers sererch our, seeking Prim's warmth but finding only
the rough canvas cover of the mattress, She muost have had
b deeams and climbed in with our mother, OF course, she
didd. “This is the day of the reaping.

I prop mysell wp on one elbow, There's enough light in
the bedroom o see them., f'-"l}" little sister, Prim, curcled up
on her side, coconned in my mother's bady, their checks
pressed together. [n Sleep, my maother looks yoringer, still
worn bt not so bewen-down. Prim’s Taee is as Cresh oas o
raindeop, as lovely as the primrose for which she was nemed,
My mother was very beautiful once, 1o, Or so they well me.

Aieeing ar Prim's lenees, gl.l:lrdiu[; her, is the waorld's |||5|i-
est cat, Mushed-in nose, half of one ear missing, cyes the
color of rotting squash, Prim samed him Buctercup, insise-
ing char his muddy yellow coar marched the bright Mower,
He hates me. Or ae least discruses me, Fven though it was
years apo, [ chink he sill remembers how [ eried 0 drown
him in a bucket when Frim brought him home, Serawny
kitten, belly swollen wicth warms, ctawling with fleas. The
last thing 1 needed was another mouth to feed. Bur Prim
hegped so haed, cried even, 1 had w ler him sty It turned

out chay, My mother got rid of the vermin and he'’s a born



mouser. Even carches the oceasional rmt. Sometimes, when 1
clean a kill, | feed Burtercup che entrails. He has stopped
hissing at me.

Entrails, Wo hissing. This is the closest we will ever
come to lowve,

I swing my legs off the hed and slide inte my hunring
boos, Supple leacher char has mplded wo iy feer, T pull on
trousers, a shirt, tuck my leng dark braid up into a cap, and
En.ﬂ:l my fumg: bnE_ {On the table, under 2 wooden bowl oo
protect ic from hungry racs and cars alike, sits 2 perfecr lictle
poat cheese wrapped in basil Jeaves, Prim’s gift o me on
reaping day. I pur the cheese carefully in my pocker as I slip
ourside.

Owar part of Districe 12, nicknamed the Seam, 35 usually
crawling with coal miners h‘-:.'u:l:ing out to the morning shif
ar chis bour. Men and women with hunched shoulders,
swollen knuckles, many who have long since stopped rrying
to scrub the coal dust cut of their broken nails, the lines of
their sunken faces. Bur rodav the black cinder sereets are
empty. Shutters on the squar gray houses are closed. The
reaping iso'c uncil ewo. May as well sleep in 1 you can,

Our house is almaost ar the edpe of the Seam. 1 only
hive 1o pass a few gates ta reach the scruffy ficld called rhe
Meadow. Separating che Meadow from the woods, in facr
enclasing all of [Hscrice 12, is a high chain-link fence topped
with barbed-wire loops, In theory, its supposed o bhe elec-
trifisd eweney-Four hours a day as a deterrent w the preda-
rocs thar live in the woods — packs of wild dogs, lone

COUETS, lrears — char wsed o chreaten our screecs. Bur since



we're lucky o ger two or three hours of elecrricity in the
evenings, its usually safe w ouch. Even so. T always take a
maoment to listen carefully for the hum that means the fence
is live. Right now, its silent as a swone. Concealed by a
clump of bushes, 1 flarren out on my belly and slide under a
twa-foot stretch thar's been loose for vears. There are several
ather weak spots in ghe fence, bur this one is so cose 10
lame T almaost always enter the woods here

A5 soon as I'm in che trees, [ retrieve a bow and shearh
aof arrows from a hollow log. Elecrrified or not, the fence
has heen successtul ac keeping the flesh-earers our of District
12, Inside the woods they roam frecly, and there are added
concerns like venomous snakes, rabid animals, and no real
pachs co follow. But there's also food if you know how to
find ir. My facher knew and he zught me some before he
wis blown to bits in 2 mine explosion. There was nothing
even o bury. [ was eleven then. Five vears later, 1 seill wake
up screaming For him o run.

Fven though rrespassing in the woods is illegal and
poaching carries the severest of penalries, more people would
risk it if chey had weapons. But most are not bold enough
ro venture out with jusc a knife. My bow is 2 ranty, crafted
by my Father along with a few others thar 1 keep well hid-
den in the woods, carefully wrapped in warerproof covers.
My facher could have made good money selling them, bur iF
the officials found our he would have been publicly executed
for inciting a rebellion, Most of the Peacekeepers turn a
blind eye o the few of us who hunt because they're as hun-
gry for fresh mear as anybody is. In fact, they're among our



FAME AND FORTUNE.
CERTAIN DEATH.
ES HAVE BEGUN. . . .

kncwn as Morth America lies the nation
surrounded by twelve outying districes. The
and keap: the districes In line by forcing them
one girl between the ages of twelve and sighteen to
& annual Hunger Games, a fight to the death on live TV.
Sixceen-year-old Kamiss Everdesn regards It as a death sentence
when she steps forward to take her sister’s place in the Games. But Katniss
has been dose to dead before—and survival, for her, is second nature.
¥ylchoue really meaning to, she becomes a contendar. But if she is o win,
she will have o start making choleas thar weigh survival against humanicy
and life against love.
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“A vlolent, Jarring, speed-rap of a nevel
that generates nearly constant suspanse. ...
Il'couldn’ scop reading.™ — STEPHEN KING,

Entartmimment Weakly

“l)was so obsessed with this baak. . . |
The Hunger Games is amazing.’
— STEPHENIE MEYER,
author of the Twllight saga

“Brilllantly plocred and perfectly paced”

— |OHN GREEN,
The Mew York Times Baok Review
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