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Peeta-spective 

 I could almost hear Haymitch cursing as I ran towards the Cornucopia. Most of the 

tributes run after me and the Careers, who had sprinted in front of me. Bending low, I stoop 

down to sweep up a backpack as I run, pulling it from the ground and slinging over my shoulder. 

The Careers tributes reach the Cornucopia and are arming themselves with the assorted weapons. 

The girl from District 2 had collected half a dozen knives and was throwing them with deadly 

accuracy at anyone who got near. 

 I keep sprinting towards the Cornucopia, hoping I could get a hold of a weapon. With a 

weapon, I could find Katniss and we’d fight off the Careers together. The girl from District 2 

sees me and turns, a knife held back and ready to throw. Behind me I can hear another tribute 

charging up, panting and huffing. In slow motion, the girl from two’s arm snaps forward and 

launches the knife towards my head. 

 Suddenly, I stop and drop to my knees, bending over like I’m tying my shoes. The tribute 

behind me doesn’t expect this, and slams into my back. He flails as he falls, trying to regain 

balance and go on running. Unfortunately for him, I catch his arm and flip him over my shoulder, 

into the knife’s path. As he falls, however, he somehow manages to knock me to the ground by 

swinging his foot. 

 The knife sticks clean into the boy’s back. He opens his mouth to scream, but only 

manages a strangled croak before he starts choking on his own blood. 



 With adrenaline pumping into my veins, and my head pounding, I grasp the handle of the 

knife and tug it out with a clean jerk. By now, the Careers were fighting it out with the other 

tributes. They have swords, maces, spears, almost every handheld weapon someone could think 

of. I look down at my knife, which now seems pathetic, wondering if it was enough, if it could 

keep Katniss and me alive. Finally, I got up and ran in to join the fight. 

 I slash at the first people I got to, which were the tributes from District 6 and 7. They 

were backed up against each other, armed only with a few small knives. The boy from District 2, 

Cato, was slashing furiously at them, pushing them back. On the other side, the tributes from 

District 1 were taunting them with spears and long, curved blades. 

 I barrel straight into the middle of the District 6 and 7 tributes, sending two of them 

tumbling. The others turn on me in surprise and try to attack, but Cato and the other Careers are 

on them fast. I start to scramble up to my feet, just as the boy from District 6 stabs a small knife 

downwards at my arm. I roll to the side to dodge it, but the knife still manages to make a clean, 

deep cut in my left arm. Clutching my knife with my right hand, I slash at the boy, forcing him 

away from me. He gets to his knees and pushes away from me, but stops suddenly, his face white 

with surprise and pain. Slowly, he looks down at his stomach, where Cato’s sword is stabbed 

through. 

 In a second, Cato is on me. He pulls his sword out of the boy and leaps onto me before I 

can scramble away. He lands knee first, driving his kneecaps into my leg and twisting the knife 

out of my hands before I could react. Then, he laughs. 

 “Not so tough now, are you Loverboy?” He raises his sword high, aiming for my chest. 

 “I-I can help you find her,” I stammer, “she’s hard to find and if you kill me now, you’ll 

never find her.” 



 He stops, eyeing me over so see if I was telling the truth. I hope he doesn’t see the lie in 

my eyes. Slowly, he starts to lift himself off me. 

 “Okay, Loverboy, okay. We’ll keep you alive until we find the girl, and you’re gone, 

understand?” I nod, slowly at first, then fervently as if it would save my life. 

 He lifts himself off me and finishes off the other tributes that had been dumb enough to 

run for the Cornucopia. 

 

  I bandage up the cut on my left arm the best I can with a roll of white cloth I find in my 

backpack. It’s not much, but I hope it lasts until I escape the Careers and find Katniss. I can’t do 

much about my head or my bruised leg, so I figure I’ll just let that go away by itself. 

 The Careers were resting up, too. Preparing themselves for a hunt. They bandage up their 

wounds and collect what weapons they can find. 

 By the time night comes, they’re completely equipped with all the gear they have, plus 

torches they’d made. They’re like a hunting party, scouring the arena for tributes. I follow 

behind, armed only with the knife I’d gotten from the girl from District 2, Clove, I’d learned. 

 They spot their first target after the anthem had played. In the distance, we see the light 

glow of a fire, with smoke coming out from between a column of trees. For a moment, I worry 

that it’s Katniss, but I manage to convince myself that she wouldn’t be dumb enough to do such 

a thing. We set off on our first hunt, the Careers chatting boisterously. 

 The girl isn’t Katniss. I can see that the moment we approach her. She’s by the fire, 

sleeping, when we approach, still loud as ever. In fact, I’m almost surprised by the fact that she 

hadn’t noticed our coming. She only wakes up when we’re a few yards away from her. Trying to 

get to her feet, she doesn’t realize she’s doomed until the Careers surround her, closing off all 



escape. She starts to plead and cry, begging us to spare her this one time. For Cato, however, it 

just her pleading just adds to the excitement. He steps forwards, grinning dangerously with his 

sword in hand. She looks up at him, still pleading for him to let her go. 

 “Stick her, Cato,” someone from the groups says, “one less tribute to waste time on.” 

 He raises his sword, and only then does she realize that she’s doomed. She screams once 

as the sword comes down, piercing her through the stomach. She screams once more as Cato 

pulls it out, though weaker this time. 

 This is what they’re going to do with Katniss if they find her, I realize. Suddenly the 

thought is unbearable and the want to find her right now becomes more intense. However, reason 

still wins over me and I tell myself it they ever find Katniss, I can slow them down and hopefully 

have her escape. 

 They’re arguing now, the Careers. “Shouldn’t we have heard a cannon by now?” 

 “I’d say yes. Nothing to prevent them from going in immediately.” 

 “Unless she isn’t dead.” 

 “She’s dead. I stuck her myself.” 

 “Then where’s the cannon?” 

 “Someone should go back, Make sure the job’s done.” 

 “Yeah, we don’t want to have to track her down twice.” 

 “I said she’s dead!” 

 I  get mad. I don’t know why, but I find myself mad at not being able to find Katniss. 

What if she finds me and think’s I’m actually siding with the Careers? What if she kills me? 

Frustration takes over me and I speak up. 

 “We’re wasting time! I’ll go finish her and let’s move on!” 


