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The greatly anticipated final book in the New York Times bestselling Hunger Games trilogy by

Suzanne Collins.The greatly anticipated final book in the New York Times bestselling Hunger

Games trilogy by Suzanne Collins.The Capitol is angry. The Capitol wants revenge. Who do

they think should pay for the unrest? Katniss Everdeen. The final book in The Hunger Games

trilogy by Suzanne Collins will have hearts racing, pages turning, and everyone talking about

one of the biggest and most talked-about books and authors in recent publishing history!

Product DescriptionAgainst all odds, Katniss Everdeen has survived the Hunger Games twice.

But now that she's made it out of the bloody arena alive, she's still not safe. The Capitol is

angry. The Capitol wants revenge. Who do they think should pay for the unrest? Katniss. And

what's worse, President Snow has made it clear that no one else is safe either. Not Katniss's

family, not her friends, not the people of District 12. Powerful and haunting, this thrilling final

installment of Suzanne Collins's groundbreaking The Hunger Games trilogy promises to be

one of the most talked about books of the year.A Q&A with Suzanne Collins, Author of

Mockingjay (The Final Book of The Hunger Games)Q: You have said from the start that The

Hunger Games story was intended as a trilogy. Did it actually end the way you planned it from

the beginning?A: Very much so. While I didn't know every detail, of course, the arc of the story

from gladiator game, to revolution, to war, to the eventual outcome remained constant

throughout the writing process.Q: We understand you worked on the initial screenplay for a film

to be based on . What is the biggest difference between writing a novel and writing a

screenplay?A: There were several significant differences. Time, for starters. When you're

adapting a novel into a two-hour movie you can't take everything with you. The story has to be

condensed to fit the new form. Then there's the question of how best to take a book told in the

first person and present tense and transform it into a satisfying dramatic experience. In the

novel, you never leave Katniss for a second and are privy to all of her thoughts so you need a

way to dramatize her inner world and to make it possible for other characters to exist outside of

her company. Finally, there's the challenge of how to present the violence while still maintaining

a PG-13 rating so that your core audience can view it. A lot of things are acceptable on a page

that wouldn't be on a screen. But how certain moments are depicted will ultimately be in the

director's hands.Q: Are you able to consider future projects while working on The Hunger

Games, or are you immersed in the world you are currently creating so fully that it is too

difficult to think about new ideas?A: I have a few seeds of ideas floating around in my head but--

given that much of my focus is still on The Hunger Games--it will probably be awhile before one

fully emerges and I can begin to develop it.Q: The Hunger Games is an annual televised event

in which one boy and one girl from each of the twelve districts is forced to participate in a fight-

to-the-death on live TV. What do you think the appeal of reality television is--to both kids and

adults?A: Well, they're often set up as games and, like sporting events, there's an interest in

seeing who wins. The contestants are usually unknown, which makes them relatable.

Sometimes they have very talented people performing. Then there's the voyeuristic thrill—

watching people being humiliated, or brought to tears, or suffering physically--which I find very

disturbing. There's also the potential for desensitizing the audience, so that when they see real

tragedy playing out on, say, the news, it doesn't have the impact it should.Q: If you were forced

to compete in the Hunger Games, what do you think your special skill would be?A: Hiding. I'd



be scaling those trees like Katniss and Rue. Since I was trained in sword-fighting, I guess my

best hope would be to get hold of a rapier if there was one available. But the truth is I'd

probably get about a four in Training.Q: What do you hope readers will come away with when

they read The Hunger Games trilogy?A: Questions about how elements of the books might be

relevant in their own lives. And, if they're disturbing, what they might do about them.Q: What

were some of your favorite novels when you were a teen?A: by Betty Smith by Carson

McCullers by George Orwell by Leo Tolstoy by Kurt Vonnegut by Madeleine L’Engle by William

GoldingBoris by Jaapter Haar by Emile Zola by Ray Bradbury(Photo © Cap Pryor)--This text

refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From AudioFileScarlett O'Hara. Jo March. Jane

Eyre. These classic fictional heroines embody female strength and courage. Now add Katniss

Everdeen to that list. The teenage survivor of the annually televised "Hunger Games" and the

even harsher survivors' reunion, the Quarter Quell, has become the poster child for a rebellion

exploding across Panem, her dystopian world. Katniss finds herself caught up in the revolution,

unsure whom she can trust. Narrator Carolyn McCormick is back for this third installment, and

her cool, clear voice is perfect for the hard-edged Katniss. McCormick has a wholly grown-up

voice, but then Katniss is forced to act the grown-up, more deadly and capable than most

adults. The narrator's voice here is sometimes plaintive, sometimes matter-of-fact, but always

compelling, and often thrilling. M.M.C. Winner of AudioFile Earphones Award © AudioFile 2010,

Portland, Maine --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.ReviewPraise for

Mockingjay:#1 USA Today Bestseller #1 New York Times Bestseller #1 Wall Street Journal

Bestseller #1 Publishers Weekly BestsellerA New York Times Notable Children's Book of

2010A New York Times Book Review Editors' ChoiceA 2010 Booklist Editors' ChoiceA 2010

Kirkus Best Book of the YearA Publishers Weekly Best Book of 2010 "Fans will be happy to

hear that Mockingjay is every bit as complex and imaginative as Hunger Games and Catching

Fire."-Entertainment Weekly"Suspenseful... Collins' fans, grown-ups included, will race to the

end."-USA Today "At its best the trilogy channels the political passion of 1984, the memorable

violence of A Clockwork Orange, the imaginative ambience of The Chronicles of Narnia and

the detailed inventiveness of Harry Potter."-New York Times Book Review "Unfolding in Collins'

engaging, intelligent prose and assembled into chapters that end with didn't-see-that-coming

cliffhangers, this finale is every bit the pressure cooker of its forebears. [Mockingjay] is nearly

as shocking, and certainly every bit as original and thought provoking, as The Hunger Games.

Wow."-Los Angeles Times*"This concluding volume in Collins's Hunger Games trilogy

accomplishes a rare feat, the last installment being the best yet, a beautifully orchestrated and

intelligent novel that succeeds on every level."-Publishers Weekly, starred reviewPraise for

Mockingjay:#1 USA Today Bestseller #1 New York Times Bestseller #1 Wall Street Journal

Bestseller #1 Publishers Weekly BestsellerA New York Times Notable Children's Book of

2010A New York Times Book Review Editors' ChoiceA 2010 Booklist Editors' ChoiceA 2010

Kirkus Best Book of the YearA Publishers Weekly Best Book of 2010 "Fans will be happy to

hear that Mockingjay is every bit as complex and imaginative as Hunger Games and Catching

Fire."-Entertainment Weekly"Suspenseful... Collins' fans, grown-ups included, will race to the

end."-USA Today "At its best the trilogy channels the political passion of 1984, the memorable

violence of A Clockwork Orange, the imaginative ambience of The Chronicles of Narnia and

the detailed inventiveness of Harry Potter."-New York Times Book Review "Unfolding in Collins'

engaging, intelligent prose and assembled into chapters that end with didn't-see-that-coming

cliffhangers, this finale is every bit the pressure cooker of its forebears. [Mockingjay] is nearly

as shocking, and certainly every bit as original and thought provoking, as The Hunger Games.

Wow."-Los Angeles Times*"This concluding volume in Collins's Hunger Games trilogy



accomplishes a rare feat, the last installment being the best yet, a beautifully orchestrated and

intelligent novel that succeeds on every level."-Publishers Weekly, starred review --This text

refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorSuzanne Collins is the author of

the groundbreaking Hunger Games trilogy for young adults: The Hunger Games, Catching

Fire, and Mockingjay. She is also the author of an upcoming picture book, Year of the Jungle,

and the New York Times bestselling Underland Chronicles series for middle grade readers,

which started with Gregor the Overlander. Suzanne lives with her family in Connecticut. You

can find her online at suzannecollinsbooks.com. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.ReviewPraise for Mockingjay:#1 USA Today Bestseller#1 New York Times Bestseller#1

Wall Street Journal Bestseller#1 Publishers Weekly BestsellerA New York Times Notable

Children's Book of 2010A New York Times Book Review Editors' ChoiceA 2010 Booklist

Editors' ChoiceA 2010 Kirkus Best Book of the YearA Publishers Weekly Best Book of

2010“Fans will be happy to hear that Mockingjay is every bit as complex and imaginative as

Hunger Games and Catching Fire."-Entertainment Weekly“Suspenseful... Collins' fans, grown-

ups included, will race to the end."-USA Today“At its best the trilogy channels the political

passion of 1984, the memorable violence of A Clockwork Orange, the imaginative ambience of

The Chronicles of Narnia and the detailed inventiveness of Harry Potter."-New York Times

Book Review“Unfolding in Collins' engaging, intelligent prose and assembled into chapters that

end with didn't-see-that-coming cliffhangers, this finale is every bit the pressure cooker of its

forebears. [Mockingjay] is nearly as shocking, and certainly every bit as original and thought

provoking, as The Hunger Games. Wow."-Los Angeles Times* “This concluding volume in

Collins's Hunger Games trilogy accomplishes a rare feat, the last installment being the best

yet, a beautifully orchestrated and intelligent novel that succeeds on every level."-Publishers

Weekly, starred review--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.ReviewPraise for

Mockingjay:#1 New York Times Bestseller#1 Publishers Weekly BestsellerA New York Times

Notable Children's Book of 2010A New York Times Book Review Editors' ChoiceA 2010

Booklist Editors' ChoiceA 2010 Kirkus Best Book of the YearA Publishers Weekly Best Book of

2010#1 USA Today Bestseller#1 Wall Street Journal Bestseller"Fans will be happy to hear that

Mockingjay is every bit as complex and imaginative as Hunger Games and Catching Fire." —

Entertainment Weekly"Suspenseful... Collins' fans, grown-ups included, will race to the end."

— USA Today"At its best the trilogy channels the political passion of 1984, the memorable

violence of A Clockwork Orange, the imaginative ambience of The Chronicles of Narnia and

the detailed inventiveness of Harry Potter." — New York Times Book Review"Unfolding in

Collins' engaging, intelligent prose and assembled into chapters that end with didn't-see-that-

coming cliffhangers, this finale is every bit the pressure cooker of its forebears. [Mockingjay] is

nearly as shocking, and certainly every bit as original and thought provoking, as The Hunger

Games. Wow." — Los Angeles Times"This concluding volume in Collins's Hunger Games

trilogy accomplishes a rare feat, the last installment being the best yet, a beautifully

orchestrated and intelligent novel that succeeds on every level." — Publishers Weekly, starred

review--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From Booklist*Starred Review*

The highly anticipated conclusion to the Hunger Games trilogy does not disappoint. If anything,

it may give readers more than they bargained for: in action, in love, and in grief. When the book

opens, Katniss has survived her ordeal at the Quarter Quell, and she and her family are safe in

District 13. Gale is there as well, but Peeta is being held at the Capitol as President Snow’s

very special prisoner. Events move quickly, but realization unfolds slowly as Katniss learns that

she has been a pawn in more ways than she ever supposed and that her role as the face of the

revolution is one with unanticipated consequences, including a climbing death toll for which she



holds herself personally responsible. Collins does several things brilliantly, not the least of

which is to provide heart-stopping chapter endings that turn events on their heads and then

twist them once more. But more ambitious is the way she brings readers to questions and

conclusions about war throughout the story. There’s nothing didactic here, and the rush of the

narrative sometimes obscures what message there is. Yet readers will instinctively understand

what Katniss knows in her soul, that war mixes all the slogans and justifications, the

deceptions and plans, the causes and ideals into an unsavory stew whose taste brings

madness. That there is still a human spirit yearning for good is the book’s primrose of hope.

Grades 6-12. --Ilene Cooper --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.ReviewPraise for Mockingjay:#1 New York Times Bestseller#1 Publishers Weekly

BestsellerA New York Times Notable Children's Book of 2010A New York Times Book Review

Editors' ChoiceA 2010 Booklist Editors' ChoiceA 2010 Kirkus Best Book of the YearA

Publishers Weekly Best Book of 2010#1 USA Today Bestseller#1 Wall Street Journal

Bestseller"Fans will be happy to hear that Mockingjay is every bit as complex and imaginative

as Hunger Games and Catching Fire." - Entertainment Weekly"Suspenseful... Collins' fans,

grown-ups included, will race to the end." - USA Today"At its best the trilogy channels the

political passion of 1984, the memorable violence of A Clockwork Orange, the imaginative

ambience of The Chronicles of Narnia and the detailed inventiveness of Harry Potter." - New

York Times Book Review"Unfolding in Collins' engaging, intelligent prose and assembled into

chapters that end with didn't-see-that-coming cliffhangers, this finale is every bit the pressure

cooker of its forebears. [Mockingjay] is nearly as shocking, and certainly every bit as original

and thought provoking, as The Hunger Games. Wow." - Los Angeles Times"This concluding

volume in Collins's Hunger Games trilogy accomplishes a rare feat, the last installment being

the best yet, a beautifully orchestrated and intelligent novel that succeeds on every level." -

Publishers Weekly, starred review--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From

Bookmarks MagazineAs might be expected for the last volume of a series whose popularity is

just below that of Twilight and Harry Potter, much of the ink spent on Mockingjay recreates the

great anticipation for the final volume and assures readers it is worth it. Many critics were

unwilling to reveal any details of the plot, but those who did argued that what really makes

Mockinjay entirely gripping is how it continues to successfully explore the violence and moral

ambiguity raised by the first two books. Reviewers were also happy to add Katniss to the list of

endearingly kick-ass young female action heroes. "This dystopic-fantasy series," noted the

Washington Post, "has had such tremendous crossover appeal that teens and parents may

discover themselves vying for--and talking about--the family copy of Mockingjay." --This text

refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From School Library JournalGrade 7 Up Following

her subversive second victory in the Games, this one composed of winners from past years,

Katniss has been adopted by rebel factions as their symbol for freedom and becomes the

rallying point for the districts in a desperate bid to take down the Capitol and remove President

Snow from power. But being the Mockingjay comes with a price as Katniss must come to terms

with how much of her own humanity and sanity she can willingly sacrifice for the cause, her

friends, and her family. Collins is absolutely ruthless in her depictions of war in all its cruelty,

violence, and loss, leaving readers, in turn, repulsed, shocked, grieving and, finally, hopeful for

the characters they've grown to empathize with and love. Mockingjay is a fitting end of the

series that began with The Hunger Games (2008) and Catching Fire (2009) and will have the

same lasting resonance as William Golding's Lord of the Flies and Stephen King's The Stand.

However, the book is not a stand-alone; readers do need to be familiar with the first two titles in

order to appreciate the events and characters in this one. Jane Henriksen Baird, Anchorage



Public Library, AK (c) Copyright 2010. Library Journals LLC, a wholly owned subsidiary of

Media Source, Inc. No redistribution permitted. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition

edition.Read more
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Assault”101112131415161718Part III: “The

Assassin”192021222324252627EpilogueAcknowledgmentsAbout the AuthorAlso

AvailableCopyrightI stare down at my shoes, watching as a fine layer of ash settles on the worn

leather. This is where the bed I shared with my sister, Prim, stood. Over there was the kitchen

table. The bricks of the chimney, which collapsed in a charred heap, provide a point of

reference for the rest of the house. How else could I orient myself in this sea of gray?Almost

nothing remains of District 12. A month ago, the Capitol’s firebombs obliterated the poor coal

miners’ houses in the Seam, the shops in the town, even the Justice Building. The only area

that escaped incineration was the Victor’s Village. I don’t know why exactly. Perhaps so anyone

forced to come here on Capitol business would have somewhere decent to stay. The odd

reporter. A committee assessing the condition of the coal mines. A squad of Peacekeepers

checking for returning refugees.But no one is returning except me. And that’s only for a brief

visit. The authorities in District 13 were against my coming back. They viewed it as a costly and

pointless venture, given that at least a dozen invisible hovercraft are circling overhead for my

protection and there’s no intelligence to be gained. I had to see it, though. So much so that I

made it a condition of my cooperating with any of their plans.Finally, Plutarch Heavensbee, the

Head Gamemaker who had organized the rebels in the Capitol, threw up his hands. “Let her

go. Better to waste a day than another month. Maybe a little tour of Twelve is just what she

needs to convince her we’re on the same side.”The same side. A pain stabs my left temple and

I press my hand against it. Right on the spot where Johanna Mason hit me with the coil of wire.

The memories swirl as I try to sort out what is true and what is false. What series of events led

me to be standing in the ruins of my city? This is hard because the effects of the concussion

she gave me haven’t completely subsided and my thoughts still have a tendency to jumble

together. Also, the drugs they use to control my pain and mood sometimes make me see

things. I guess. I’m still not entirely convinced that I was hallucinating the night the floor of my

hospital room transformed into a carpet of writhing snakes.I use a technique one of the doctors

suggested. I start with the simplest things I know to be true and work toward the more

complicated. The list begins to roll in my head. . . .My name is Katniss Everdeen. I am

seventeen years old. My home is District 12. I was in the Hunger Games. I escaped. The

Capitol hates me. Peeta was taken prisoner. He is thought to be dead. Most likely he is dead. It

is probably best if he is dead. . . .“Katniss. Should I come down?” My best friend Gale’s voice

reaches me through the headset the rebels insisted I wear. He’s up in a hovercraft, watching

me carefully, ready to swoop in if anything goes amiss. I realize I’m crouched down now,

elbows on my thighs, my head braced between my hands. I must look on the verge of some

kind of breakdown. This won’t do. Not when they’re finally weaning me off the medication.I

straighten up and wave his offer away. “No. I’m fine.” To reinforce this, I begin to move away

from my old house and in toward the town. Gale asked to be dropped off in 12 with me, but he

didn’t force the issue when I refused his company. He understands I don’t want anyone with me

today. Not even him. Some walks you have to take alone.The summer’s been scorching hot and

dry as a bone. There’s been next to no rain to disturb the piles of ash left by the attack. They

shift here and there, in reaction to my footsteps. No breeze to scatter them. I keep my eyes on

what I remember as the road, because when I first landed in the Meadow, I wasn’t careful and I

walked right into a rock. Only it wasn’t a rock — it was someone’s skull. It rolled over and over

and landed faceup, and for a long time I couldn’t stop looking at the teeth, wondering whose



they were, thinking of how mine would probably look the same way under similar

circumstances.I stick to the road out of habit, but it’s a bad choice, because it’s full of the

remains of those who tried to flee. Some were incinerated entirely. But others, probably

overcome with smoke, escaped the worst of the flames and now lie reeking in various states of

decomposition, carrion for scavengers, blanketed by flies. I killed you, I think as I pass a pile.

And you. And you.Because I did. It was my arrow, aimed at the chink in the force field

surrounding the arena, that brought on this firestorm of retribution. That sent the whole country

of Panem into chaos.In my head I hear President Snow’s words, spoken the morning I was to

begin the Victory Tour. “Katniss Everdeen, the girl who was on fire, you have provided a spark

that, left unattended, may grow to an inferno that destroys Panem.” It turns out he wasn’t

exaggerating or simply trying to scare me. He was, perhaps, genuinely attempting to enlist my

help. But I had already set something in motion that I had no ability to control.Burning. Still

burning, I think numbly. The fires at the coal mines belch black smoke in the distance. There’s

no one left to care, though. More than ninety percent of the district’s population is dead. The

remaining eight hundred or so are refugees in District 13 — which, as far as I’m concerned, is

the same thing as being homeless forever.I know I shouldn’t think that; I know I should be

grateful for the way we have been welcomed. Sick, wounded, starving, and empty-handed. Still,

I can never get around the fact that District 13 was instrumental in 12’s destruction. This

doesn’t absolve me of blame — there’s plenty of blame to go around. But without them, I would

not have been part of a larger plot to overthrow the Capitol or had the wherewithal to do it.The

citizens of District 12 had no organized resistance movement of their own. No say in any of this.

They only had the misfortune to have me. Some survivors think it’s good luck, though, to be

free of District 12 at last. To have escaped the endless hunger and oppression, the perilous

mines, the lash of our final Head Peacekeeper, Romulus Thread. To have a new home at all is

seen as a wonder since, up until a short time ago, we hadn’t even known that District 13 still

existed.The credit for the survivors’ escape has landed squarely on Gale’s shoulders, although

he’s loath to accept it. As soon as the Quarter Quell was over — as soon as I had been lifted

from the arena — the electricity in District 12 was cut, the televisions went black, and the Seam

became so silent, people could hear one another’s heartbeats. No one did anything to protest

or celebrate what had happened in the arena. Yet within fifteen minutes, the sky was filled with

hoverplanes and the bombs were raining down.It was Gale who thought of the Meadow, one of

the few places not filled with old wooden homes embedded with coal dust. He herded those he

could in its direction, including my mother and Prim. He formed the team that pulled down the

fence — now just a harmless chain-link barrier, with the electricity off — and led the people into

the woods. He took them to the only place he could think of, the lake my father had shown me

as a child. And it was from there they watched the distant flames eat up everything they knew

in the world.By dawn the bombers were long gone, the fires dying, the final stragglers rounded

up. My mother and Prim had set up a medical area for the injured and were attempting to treat

them with whatever they could glean from the woods. Gale had two sets of bows and arrows,

one hunting knife, one fishing net, and over eight hundred terrified people to feed. With the help

of those who were able-bodied, they managed for three days. And that’s when the hovercraft

unexpectedly arrived to evacuate them to District 13, where there were more than enough

clean, white living compartments, plenty of clothing, and three meals a day. The compartments

had the disadvantage of being underground, the clothing was identical, and the food was

relatively tasteless, but for the refugees of 12, these were minor considerations. They were

safe. They were being cared for. They were alive and eagerly welcomed.This enthusiasm was

interpreted as kindness. But a man named Dalton, a District 10 refugee who’d made it to 13 on



foot a few years ago, leaked the real motive to me. “They need you. Me. They need us all.

Awhile back, there was some sort of pox epidemic that killed a bunch of them and left a lot

more infertile. New breeding stock. That’s how they see us.” Back in 10, he’d worked on one of

the beef ranches, maintaining the genetic diversity of the herd with the implantation of long-

frozen cow embryos. He’s very likely right about 13, because there don’t seem to be nearly

enough kids around. But so what? We’re not being kept in pens, we’re being trained for work,

the children are being educated. Those over fourteen have been given entry-level ranks in the

military and are addressed respectfully as “Soldier.” Every single refugee was granted

automatic citizenship by the authorities of 13.Still, I hate them. But, of course, I hate almost

everybody now. Myself more than anyone.The surface beneath my feet hardens, and under the

carpet of ash, I feel the paving stones of the square. Around the perimeter is a shallow border

of refuse where the shops stood. A heap of blackened rubble has replaced the Justice Building.

I walk to the approximate site of the bakery Peeta’s family owned. Nothing much left but the

melted lump of the oven. Peeta’s parents, his two older brothers — none of them made it to 13.

Fewer than a dozen of what passed for District 12’s well-to-do escaped the fire. Peeta would

have nothing to come home to, anyway. Except me . . .I back away from the bakery and bump

into something, lose my balance, and find myself sitting on a hunk of sun-heated metal. I

puzzle over what it might have been, then remember Thread’s recent renovations of the

square. Stocks, whipping posts, and this, the remains of the gallows. Bad. This is bad. It brings

on the flood of images that torments me, awake or asleep. Peeta being tortured — drowned,

burned, lacerated, shocked, maimed, beaten — as the Capitol tries to get information about

the rebellion that he doesn’t know. I squeeze my eyes shut and try to reach for him across the

hundreds and hundreds of miles, to send my thoughts into his mind, to let him know he is not

alone. But he is. And I can’t help him.Running. Away from the square and to the one place the

fire did not destroy. I pass the wreckage of the mayor’s house, where my friend Madge lived.

No word of her or her family. Were they evacuated to the Capitol because of her father’s

position, or left to the flames? Ashes billow up around me, and I pull the hem of my shirt up

over my mouth. It’s not wondering what I breathe in, but who, that threatens to choke me.The

grass has been scorched and the gray snow fell here as well, but the twelve fine houses of the

Victor’s Village are unscathed. I bolt into the house I lived in for the past year, slam the door

closed, and lean back against it. The place seems untouched. Clean. Eerily quiet. Why did I

come back to 12? How can this visit help me answer the question I can’t escape?“What am I

going to do?” I whisper to the walls. Because I really don’t know.People keep talking at me,

talking, talking, talking. Plutarch Heavensbee. His calculating assistant, Fulvia Cardew. A

mishmash of district leaders. Military officials. But not Alma Coin, the president of 13, who just

watches. She’s fifty or so, with gray hair that falls in an unbroken sheet to her shoulders. I’m

somewhat fascinated by her hair, since it’s so uniform, so without a flaw, a wisp, even a split

end. Her eyes are gray, but not like those of people from the Seam. They’re very pale, as if

almost all the color has been sucked out of them. The color of slush that you wish would melt

away.What they want is for me to truly take on the role they designed for me. The symbol of the

revolution. The Mockingjay. It isn’t enough, what I’ve done in the past, defying the Capitol in the

Games, providing a rallying point. I must now become the actual leader, the face, the voice, the

embodiment of the revolution. The person who the districts — most of which are now openly at

war with the Capitol — can count on to blaze the path to victory. I won’t have to do it alone.

They have a whole team of people to make me over, dress me, write my speeches, orchestrate

my appearances — as if that doesn’t sound horribly familiar — and all I have to do is play my

part. Sometimes I listen to them and sometimes I just watch the perfect line of Coin’s hair and



try to decide if it’s a wig. Eventually, I leave the room because my head starts to ache or it’s

time to eat or if I don’t get aboveground I might start screaming. I don’t bother to say anything. I

simply get up and walk out.Yesterday afternoon, as the door was closing behind me, I heard

Coin say, “I told you we should have rescued the boy first.” Meaning Peeta. I couldn’t agree

more. He would’ve been an excellent mouthpiece.And who did they fish out of the arena

instead? Me, who won’t cooperate. Beetee, an older inventor from 3, who I rarely see because

he was pulled into weapons development the minute he could sit upright. Literally, they

wheeled his hospital bed into some top secret area and now he only occasionally shows up for

meals. He’s very smart and very willing to help the cause, but not really firebrand material.

Then there’s Finnick Odair, the sex symbol from the fishing district, who kept Peeta alive in the

arena when I couldn’t. They want to transform Finnick into a rebel leader as well, but first they’ll

have to get him to stay awake for more than five minutes. Even when he is conscious, you have

to say everything to him three times to get through to his brain. The doctors say it’s from the

electrical shock he received in the arena, but I know it’s a lot more complicated than that. I

know that Finnick can’t focus on anything in 13 because he’s trying so hard to see what’s

happening in the Capitol to Annie, the mad girl from his district who’s the only person on earth

he loves.Despite serious reservations, I had to forgive Finnick for his role in the conspiracy that

landed me here. He, at least, has some idea of what I’m going through. And it takes too much

energy to stay angry with someone who cries so much.I move through the downstairs on

hunter’s feet, reluctant to make any sound. I pick up a few remembrances: a photo of my

parents on their wedding day, a blue hair ribbon for Prim, the family book of medicinal and

edible plants. The book falls open to a page with yellow flowers and I shut it quickly because it

was Peeta’s brush that painted them.What am I going to do?Is there any point in doing

anything at all? My mother, my sister, and Gale’s family are finally safe. As for the rest of 12,

people are either dead, which is irreversible, or protected in 13. That leaves the rebels in the

districts. Of course, I hate the Capitol, but I have no confidence that my being the Mockingjay

will benefit those who are trying to bring it down. How can I help the districts when every time I

make a move, it results in suffering and loss of life? The old man shot in District 11 for

whistling. The crackdown in 12 after I intervened in Gale’s whipping. My stylist, Cinna, being

dragged, bloody and unconscious, from the Launch Room before the Games. Plutarch’s

sources believe he was killed during interrogation. Brilliant, enigmatic, lovely Cinna is dead

because of me. I push the thought away because it’s too impossibly painful to dwell on without

losing my fragile hold on the situation entirely.What am I going to do?To become the

Mockingjay . . . could any good I do possibly outweigh the damage? Who can I trust to answer

that question? Certainly not that crew in 13. I swear, now that my family and Gale’s are out of

harm’s way, I could run away. Except for one unfinished piece of business. Peeta. If I knew for

sure that he was dead, I could just disappear into the woods and never look back. But until I do,

I’m stuck.I spin on my heel at the sound of a hiss. In the kitchen doorway, back arched, ears

flattened, stands the ugliest tomcat in the world. “Buttercup,” I say. Thousands of people are

dead, but he has survived and even looks well fed. On what? He can get in and out of the

house through a window we always left ajar in the pantry. He must have been eating field mice.

I refuse to consider the alternative.I squat down and extend a hand. “Come here, boy.” Not

likely. He’s angry at his abandonment. Besides, I’m not offering food, and my ability to provide

scraps has always been my main redeeming quality to him. For a while, when we used to meet

up at the old house because we both disliked this new one, we seemed to be bonding a little.

That’s clearly over. He blinks those unpleasant yellow eyes.“Want to see Prim?” I ask. Her

name catches his attention. Besides his own, it’s the only word that means anything to him. He



gives a rusty meow and approaches me. I pick him up, stroking his fur, then go to the closet

and dig out my game bag and unceremoniously stuff him in. There’s no other way I’ll be able to

carry him on the hovercraft, and he means the world to my sister. Her goat, Lady, an animal of

actual value, has unfortunately not made an appearance.In my headset, I hear Gale’s voice

telling me we must go back. But the game bag has reminded me of one more thing that I want.

I sling the strap of the bag over the back of a chair and dash up the steps to my bedroom.

Inside the closet hangs my father’s hunting jacket. Before the Quell, I brought it here from the

old house, thinking its presence might be of comfort to my mother and sister when I was dead.

Thank goodness, or it’d be ash now.The soft leather feels soothing and for a moment I’m

calmed by the memories of the hours spent wrapped in it. Then, inexplicably, my palms begin

to sweat. A strange sensation creeps up the back of my neck. I whip around to face the room

and find it empty. Tidy. Everything in its place. There was no sound to alarm me. What, then?

My nose twitches. It’s the smell. Cloying and artificial. A dab of white peeks out of a vase of

dried flowers on my dresser. I approach it with cautious steps. There, all but obscured by its

preserved cousins, is a fresh white rose. Perfect. Down to the last thorn and silken petal.And I

know immediately who’s sent it to me.President Snow.When I begin to gag at the stench, I

back away and clear out. How long has it been here? A day? An hour? The rebels did a

security sweep of the Victor’s Village before I was cleared to come here, checking for

explosives, bugs, anything unusual. But perhaps the rose didn’t seem noteworthy to them. Only

to me.Downstairs, I snag the game bag off the chair, bouncing it along the floor until I

remember it’s occupied. On the lawn, I frantically signal to the hovercraft while Buttercup

thrashes. I jab him with my elbow, but this only infuriates him. A hovercraft materializes and a

ladder drops down. I step on and the current freezes me until I’m lifted on board.Gale helps me

from the ladder. “You all right?”“Yeah,” I say, wiping the sweat off my face with my sleeve.He left

me a rose! I want to scream, but it’s not information I’m sure I should share with someone like

Plutarch looking on. First of all, because it will make me sound crazy. Like I either imagined it,

which is quite possible, or I’m overreacting, which will buy me a trip back to the drug-induced

dreamland I’m trying so hard to escape. No one will fully understand — how it’s not just a

flower, not even just President Snow’s flower, but a promise of revenge — because no one else

sat in the study with him when he threatened me before the Victory Tour.Positioned on my

dresser, that white-as-snow rose is a personal message to me. It speaks of unfinished

business. It whispers, I can find you. I can reach you. Perhaps I am watching you now.Are there

Capitol hoverplanes speeding in to blow us out of the sky? As we travel over District 12, I

watch anxiously for signs of an attack, but nothing pursues us. After several minutes, when I

hear an exchange between Plutarch and the pilot confirming that the airspace is clear, I begin

to relax a little.Gale nods at the howls coming from my game bag. “Now I know why you had to

go back.”“If there was even a chance of his recovery.” I dump the bag onto a seat, where the

loathsome creature begins a low, deep-throated growl. “Oh, shut up,” I tell the bag as I sink into

the cushioned window seat across from it.Gale sits next to me. “Pretty bad down

there?”“Couldn’t be much worse,” I answer. I look in his eyes and see my own grief reflected

there. Our hands find each other, holding fast to a part of 12 that Snow has somehow failed to

destroy. We sit in silence for the rest of the trip to 13, which only takes about forty-five minutes.

A mere week’s journey on foot. Bonnie and Twill, the District 8 refugees who I encountered in

the woods last winter, weren’t so far from their destination after all. They apparently didn’t make

it, though. When I asked about them in 13, no one seemed to know who I was talking about.

Died in the woods, I guess.From the air, 13 looks about as cheerful as 12. The rubble isn’t

smoking, the way the Capitol shows it on television, but there’s next to no life aboveground. In



the seventy-five years since the Dark Days — when 13 was said to have been obliterated in the

war between the Capitol and the districts — almost all new construction has been beneath the

earth’s surface. There was already a substantial underground facility here, developed over

centuries to be either a clandestine refuge for government leaders in time of war or a last

resort for humanity if life above became unlivable. Most important for the people of 13, it was

the center of the Capitol’s nuclear weapons development program. During the Dark Days, the

rebels in 13 wrested control from the government forces, trained their nuclear missiles on the

Capitol, and then struck a bargain: They would play dead in exchange for being left alone. The

Capitol had another nuclear arsenal out west, but it couldn’t attack 13 without certain

retaliation. It was forced to accept 13’s deal. The Capitol demolished the visible remains of the

district and cut off all access from the outside. Perhaps the Capitol’s leaders thought that,

without help, 13 would die off on its own. It almost did a few times, but it always managed to

pull through due to strict sharing of resources, strenuous discipline, and constant vigilance

against any further attacks from the Capitol.Now the citizens live almost exclusively

underground. You can go outside for exercise and sunlight but only at very specific times in

your schedule. You can’t miss your schedule. Every morning, you’re supposed to stick your

right arm in this contraption in the wall. It tattoos the smooth inside of your forearm with your

schedule for the day in a sickly purple ink. 7:00 — Breakfast. 7:30 — Kitchen Duties. 8:30 —

Education Center, Room 17. And so on. The ink is indelible until 22:00 — Bathing. That’s when

whatever keeps it water resistant breaks down and the whole schedule rinses away. The lights-

out at 22:30 signals that everyone not on the night shift should be in bed.At first, when I was so

ill in the hospital, I could forgo being imprinted. But once I moved into Compartment 307 with

my mother and sister, I was expected to get with the program. Except for showing up for meals,

though, I pretty much ignore the words on my arm. I just go back to our compartment or

wander around 13 or fall asleep somewhere hidden. An abandoned air duct. Behind the water

pipes in the laundry. There’s a closet in the Education Center that’s great because no one ever

seems to need school supplies. They’re so frugal with things here, waste is practically a

criminal activity. Fortunately, the people of 12 have never been wasteful. But once I saw Fulvia

Cardew crumple up a sheet of paper with just a couple of words written on it and you would’ve

thought she’d murdered someone from the looks she got. Her face turned tomato red, making

the silver flowers inlaid in her plump cheeks even more noticeable. The very portrait of excess.

One of my few pleasures in 13 is watching the handful of pampered Capitol “rebels” squirming

as they try to fit in.I don’t know how long I’ll be able to get away with my complete disregard for

the clockwork precision of attendance required by my hosts. Right now, they leave me alone

because I’m classified as mentally disoriented — it says so right on my plastic medical bracelet

— and everyone has to tolerate my ramblings. But that can’t last forever. Neither can their

patience with the Mockingjay issue.From the landing pad, Gale and I walk down a series of

stairways to Compartment 307. We could take the elevator, only it reminds me too much of the

one that lifted me into the arena. I’m having a hard time adjusting to being underground so

much. But after the surreal encounter with the rose, for the first time the descent makes me feel

safer.I hesitate at the door marked 307, anticipating the questions from my family. “What am I

going to tell them about Twelve?” I ask Gale.“I doubt they’ll ask for details. They saw it burn.

They’ll mostly be worried about how you’re handling it.” Gale touches my cheek. “Like I am.”I

press my face against his hand for a moment. “I’ll survive.”Then I take a deep breath and open

the door. My mother and sister are home for 18:00 — Reflection, a half hour of downtime

before dinner. I see the concern on their faces as they try to gauge my emotional state. Before

anyone can ask anything, I empty my game bag and it becomes 18:00 — Cat Adoration. Prim



just sits on the floor weeping and rocking that awful Buttercup, who interrupts his purring only

for an occasional hiss at me. He gives me a particularly smug look when she ties the blue

ribbon around his neck.My mother hugs the wedding photo tightly against her chest and then

places it, along with the book of plants, on our government-issued chest of drawers. I hang my

father’s jacket on the back of a chair. For a moment, the place almost seems like home. So I

guess the trip to 12 wasn’t a complete waste.We’re heading down to the dining hall for 18:30 —

Dinner when Gale’s communicuff begins to beep. It looks like an oversized watch, but it

receives print messages. Being granted a communicuff is a special privilege that’s reserved for

those important to the cause, a status Gale achieved by his rescue of the citizens of 12. “They

need the two of us in Command,” he says.Trailing a few steps behind Gale, I try to collect

myself before I’m thrown into what’s sure to be another relentless Mockingjay session. I linger

in the doorway of Command, the high-tech meeting/war council room complete with

computerized talking walls, electronic maps showing the troop movements in various districts,

and a giant rectangular table with control panels I’m not supposed to touch. No one notices

me, though, because they’re all gathered at a television screen at the far end of the room that

airs the Capitol broadcast around the clock. I’m thinking I might be able to slip away when

Plutarch, whose ample frame has been blocking the television, catches sight of me and waves

urgently for me to join them. I reluctantly move forward, trying to imagine how it could be of

interest to me. It’s always the same. War footage. Propaganda. Replaying the bombings of

District 12. An ominous message from President Snow. So it’s almost entertaining to see

Caesar Flickerman, the eternal host of the Hunger Games, with his painted face and sparkly

suit, preparing to give an interview. Until the camera pulls back and I see that his guest is

Peeta.A sound escapes me. The same combination of gasp and groan that comes from being

submerged in water, deprived of oxygen to the point of pain. I push people aside until I am right

in front of him, my hand resting on the screen. I search his eyes for any sign of hurt, any

reflection of the agony of torture. There is nothing. Peeta looks healthy to the point of

robustness. His skin is glowing, flawless, in that full-body-polish way. His manner’s composed,

serious. I can’t reconcile this image with the battered, bleeding boy who haunts my

dreams.Caesar settles himself more comfortably in the chair across from Peeta and gives him

a long look. “So . . . Peeta . . . welcome back.”Peeta smiles slightly. “I bet you thought you’d

done your last interview with me, Caesar.”“I confess, I did,” says Caesar. “The night before the

Quarter Quell . . . well, who ever thought we’d see you again?”“It wasn’t part of my plan, that’s

for sure,” says Peeta with a frown.Caesar leans in to him a little. “I think it was clear to all of us

what your plan was. To sacrifice yourself in the arena so that Katniss Everdeen and your child

could survive.”“That was it. Clear and simple.” Peeta’s fingers trace the upholstered pattern on

the arm of the chair. “But other people had plans as well.”Yes, other people had plans, I think.

Has Peeta guessed, then, how the rebels used us as pawns? How my rescue was arranged

from the beginning? And finally, how our mentor, Haymitch Abernathy, betrayed us both for a

cause he pretended to have no interest in?In the silence that follows, I notice the lines that

have formed between Peeta’s eyebrows. He has guessed or he has been told. But the Capitol

has not killed or even punished him. For right now, that exceeds my wildest hopes. I drink in his

wholeness, the soundness of his body and mind. It runs through me like the morphling they

give me in the hospital, dulling the pain of the last weeks.“Why don’t you tell us about that last

night in the arena?” suggests Caesar. “Help us sort a few things out.”Peeta nods but takes his

time speaking. “That last night . . . to tell you about that last night . . . well, first of all, you have

to imagine how it felt in the arena. It was like being an insect trapped under a bowl filled with

steaming air. And all around you, jungle . . . green and alive and ticking. That giant clock ticking



away your life. Every hour promising some new horror. You have to imagine that in the past two

days, sixteen people have died — some of them defending you. At the rate things are going,

the last eight will be dead by morning. Save one. The victor. And your plan is that it won’t be

you.”My body breaks out in a sweat at the memory. My hand slides down the screen and hangs

limply at my side. Peeta doesn’t need a brush to paint images from the Games. He works just

as well in words.“Once you’re in the arena, the rest of the world becomes very distant,” he

continues. “All the people and things you loved or cared about almost cease to exist. The pink

sky and the monsters in the jungle and the tributes who want your blood become your final

reality, the only one that ever mattered. As bad as it makes you feel, you’re going to have to do

some killing, because in the arena, you only get one wish. And it’s very costly.”“It costs your

life,” says Caesar.“Oh, no. It costs a lot more than your life. To murder innocent people?” says

Peeta. “It costs everything you are.”“Everything you are,” repeats Caesar quietly.A hush has

fallen over the room, and I can feel it spreading across Panem. A nation leaning in toward its

screens. Because no one has ever talked about what it’s really like in the arena before.Peeta

goes on. “So you hold on to your wish. And that last night, yes, my wish was to save Katniss.

But even without knowing about the rebels, it didn’t feel right. Everything was too complicated. I

found myself regretting I hadn’t run off with her earlier in the day, as she had suggested. But

there was no getting out of it at that point.”“You were too caught up in Beetee’s plan to electrify

the salt lake,” says Caesar.“Too busy playing allies with the others. I should have never let them

separate us!” Peeta bursts out. “That’s when I lost her.”“When you stayed at the lightning tree,

and she and Johanna Mason took the coil of wire down to the water,” Caesar clarifies.“I didn’t

want to!” Peeta flushes in agitation. “But I couldn’t argue with Beetee without indicating we

were about to break away from the alliance. When that wire was cut, everything just went

insane. I can only remember bits and pieces. Trying to find her. Watching Brutus kill Chaff.

Killing Brutus myself. I know she was calling my name. Then the lightning bolt hit the tree, and

the force field around the arena . . . blew out.”“Katniss blew it out, Peeta,” says Caesar. “You’ve

seen the footage.”“She didn’t know what she was doing. None of us could follow Beetee’s plan.

You can see her trying to figure out what to do with that wire,” Peeta snaps back.“All right. It just

looks suspicious,” says Caesar. “As if she was part of the rebels’ plan all along.”Peeta’s on his

feet, leaning in to Caesar’s face, hands locked on the arms of his interviewer’s chair. “Really?

And was it part of her plan for Johanna to nearly kill her? For that electric shock to paralyze

her? To trigger the bombing?” He’s yelling now. “She didn’t know, Caesar! Neither of us knew

anything except that we were trying to keep each other alive!”Caesar places his hand on

Peeta’s chest in a gesture that’s both self-protective and conciliatory. “Okay, Peeta, I believe

you.”“Okay.” Peeta withdraws from Caesar, pulling back his hands, running them through his

hair, mussing his carefully styled blond curls. He slumps back in his chair, distraught.Caesar

waits a moment, studying Peeta. “What about your mentor, Haymitch Abernathy?”Peeta’s face

hardens. “I don’t know what Haymitch knew.”“Could he have been part of the conspiracy?” asks

Caesar.“He never mentioned it,” says Peeta.Caesar presses on. “What does your heart tell

you?”“That I shouldn’t have trusted him,” says Peeta. “That’s all.”I haven’t seen Haymitch since I

attacked him on the hovercraft, leaving long claw marks down his face. I know it’s been bad for

him here. District 13 strictly forbids any production or consumption of intoxicating beverages,

and even the rubbing alcohol in the hospital is kept under lock and key. Finally, Haymitch is

being forced into sobriety, with no secret stashes or home-brewed concoctions to ease his

transition. They’ve got him in seclusion until he’s dried out, as he’s not deemed fit for public

display. It must be excruciating, but I lost all my sympathy for Haymitch when I realized how he

had deceived us. I hope he’s watching the Capitol broadcast now, so he can see that Peeta



has cast him off as well.Caesar pats Peeta’s shoulder. “We can stop now if you want.”“Was

there more to discuss?” says Peeta wryly.“I was going to ask your thoughts on the war, but if

you’re too upset . . .” begins Caesar.“Oh, I’m not too upset to answer that.” Peeta takes a deep

breath and then looks straight into the camera. “I want everyone watching — whether you’re on

the Capitol or the rebel side — to stop for just a moment and think about what this war could

mean. For human beings. We almost went extinct fighting one another before. Now our

numbers are even fewer. Our conditions more tenuous. Is this really what we want to do? Kill

ourselves off completely? In the hopes that — what? Some decent species will inherit the

smoking remains of the earth?”“I don’t really . . . I’m not sure I’m following . . .” says Caesar.“We

can’t fight one another, Caesar,” Peeta explains. “There won’t be enough of us left to keep

going. If everybody doesn’t lay down their weapons — and I mean, as in very soon — it’s all

over, anyway.”“So . . . you’re calling for a cease-fire?” Caesar asks.“Yes. I’m calling for a cease-

fire,” says Peeta tiredly. “Now why don’t we ask the guards to take me back to my quarters so I

can build another hundred card houses?”Caesar turns to the camera. “All right. I think that

wraps it up. So back to our regularly scheduled programming.”Music plays them out, and then

there’s a woman reading a list of expected shortages in the Capitol — fresh fruit, solar

batteries, soap. I watch her with uncharacteristic absorption, because I know everyone will be

waiting for my reaction to the interview. But there’s no way I can process it all so quickly — the

joy of seeing Peeta alive and unharmed, his defense of my innocence in collaborating with the

rebels, and his undeniable complicity with the Capitol now that he’s called for a cease-fire. Oh,

he made it sound as if he were condemning both sides in the war. But at this point, with only

minor victories for the rebels, a cease-fire could only result in a return to our previous status.

Or worse.Behind me, I can hear the accusations against Peeta building. The words traitor, liar,

and enemy bounce off the walls. Since I can neither join in the rebels’ outrage nor counter it, I

decide the best thing to do is clear out. As I reach the door, Coin’s voice rises above the others.

“You have not been dismissed, Soldier Everdeen.”One of Coin’s men lays a hand on my arm.

It’s not an aggressive move, really, but after the arena, I react defensively to any unfamiliar

touch. I jerk my arm free and take off running down the halls. Behind me, there’s the sound of a

scuffle, but I don’t stop. My mind does a quick inventory of my odd little hiding places, and I

wind up in the supply closet, curled up against a crate of chalk.“You’re alive,” I whisper,

pressing my palms against my cheeks, feeling the smile that’s so wide it must look like a

grimace. Peeta’s alive. And a traitor. But at the moment, I don’t care. Not what he says, or who

he says it for, only that he is still capable of speech.After a while, the door opens and someone

slips in. Gale slides down beside me, his nose trickling blood.“What happened?” I ask.“I got in

Boggs’s way,” he answers with a shrug. I use my sleeve to wipe his nose. “Watch it!”I try to be

gentler. Patting, not wiping. “Which one is he?”“Oh, you know. Coin’s right-hand lackey. The one

who tried to stop you.” He pushes my hand away. “Quit! You’ll bleed me to death.”The trickle

has turned to a steady stream. I give up on the first-aid attempts. “You fought with Boggs?”“No,

just blocked the doorway when he tried to follow you. His elbow caught me in the nose,” says

Gale.“They’ll probably punish you,” I say.“Already have.” He holds up his wrist. I stare at it

uncomprehendingly. “Coin took back my communicuff.”I bite my lip, trying to remain serious.

But it seems so ridiculous. “I’m sorry, Soldier Gale Hawthorne.”“Don’t be, Soldier Katniss

Everdeen.” He grins. “I felt like a jerk walking around with it anyway.” We both start laughing. “I

think it was quite a demotion.”This is one of the few good things about 13. Getting Gale back.

With the pressure of the Capitol’s arranged marriage between Peeta and me gone, we’ve

managed to regain our friendship. He doesn’t push it any further — try to kiss me or talk about

love. Either I’ve been too sick, or he’s willing to give me space, or he knows it’s just too cruel



with Peeta in the hands of the Capitol. Whatever the case, I’ve got someone to tell my secrets

to again.“Who are these people?” I say.“They’re us. If we’d had nukes instead of a few lumps of

coal,” he answers.“I like to think Twelve wouldn’t have abandoned the rest of the rebels back in

the Dark Days,” I say.“We might have. If it was that, surrender, or start a nuclear war,” says

Gale. “In a way, it’s remarkable they survived at all.”Maybe it’s because I still have the ashes of

my own district on my shoes, but for the first time, I give the people of 13 something I have

withheld from them: credit. For staying alive against all odds. Their early years must have been

terrible, huddled in the chambers beneath the ground after their city was bombed to dust.

Population decimated, no possible ally to turn to for aid. Over the past seventy-five years,

they’ve learned to be self-sufficient, turned their citizens into an army, and built a new society

with no help from anyone. They would be even more powerful if that pox epidemic hadn’t

flattened their birthrate and made them so desperate for a new gene pool and breeders. Maybe

they are militaristic, overly programmed, and somewhat lacking in a sense of humor. They’re

here. And willing to take on the Capitol.“Still, it took them long enough to show up,” I say.“It

wasn’t simple. They had to build up a rebel base in the Capitol, get some sort of underground

organized in the districts,” he says. “Then they needed someone to set the whole thing in

motion. They needed you.”“They needed Peeta, too, but they seem to have forgotten that,” I

say.Gale’s expression darkens. “Peeta might have done a lot of damage tonight. Most of the

rebels will dismiss what he said immediately, of course. But there are districts where the

resistance is shakier. The cease-fire’s clearly President Snow’s idea. But it seems so

reasonable coming out of Peeta’s mouth.”I’m afraid of Gale’s answer, but I ask anyway. “Why do

you think he said it?”“He might have been tortured. Or persuaded. My guess is he made some

kind of deal to protect you. He’d put forth the idea of the cease-fire if Snow let him present you

as a confused pregnant girl who had no idea what was going on when she was taken prisoner

by the rebels. This way, if the districts lose, there’s still a chance of leniency for you. If you play

it right.” I must still look perplexed because Gale delivers the next line very slowly. “Katniss . . .

he’s still trying to keep you alive.”To keep me alive? And then I understand. The Games are still

on. We have left the arena, but since Peeta and I weren’t killed, his last wish to preserve my life

still stands. His idea is to have me lie low, remain safe and imprisoned, while the war plays out.

Then neither side will really have cause to kill me. And Peeta? If the rebels win, it will be

disastrous for him. If the Capitol wins, who knows? Maybe we’ll both be allowed to live — if I

play it right — to watch the Games go on. . . .Images flash through my mind: the spear piercing

Rue’s body in the arena, Gale hanging senseless from the whipping post, the corpse-littered

wasteland of my home. And for what? For what? As my blood turns hot, I remember other

things. My first glimpse of an uprising in District 8. The victors locked hand in hand the night

before the Quarter Quell. And how it was no accident, my shooting that arrow into the force

field in the arena. How badly I wanted it to lodge deep in the heart of my enemy.I spring up,

upsetting a box of a hundred pencils, sending them scattering around the floor.“What is it?”

Gale asks.“There can’t be a cease-fire.” I lean down, fumbling as I shove the sticks of dark gray

graphite back into the box. “We can’t go back.”“I know.” Gale sweeps up a handful of pencils

and taps them on the floor into perfect alignment.“Whatever reason Peeta had for saying those

things, he’s wrong.” The stupid sticks won’t go in the box and I snap several in my frustration.“I

know. Give it here. You’re breaking them to bits.” He pulls the box from my hands and refills it

with swift, concise motions.“He doesn’t know what they did to Twelve. If he could’ve seen what

was on the ground —” I start.“Katniss, I’m not arguing. If I could hit a button and kill every living

soul working for the Capitol, I would do it. Without hesitation.” He slides the last pencil into the

box and flips the lid closed. “The question is, what are you going to do?”It turns out the



question that’s been eating away at me has only ever had one possible answer. But it took

Peeta’s ploy for me to recognize it.What am I going to do?I take a deep breath. My arms rise

slightly — as if recalling the black-and-white wings Cinna gave me — then come to rest at my

sides.“I’m going to be the Mockingjay.”Buttercup’s eyes reflect the faint glow of the safety light

over the door as he lies in the crook of Prim’s arm, back on the job, protecting her from the

night. She’s snuggled close to my mother. Asleep, they look just as they did the morning of the

reaping that landed me in my first Games. I have a bed to myself because I’m recuperating and

because no one can sleep with me anyway, what with the nightmares and the thrashing

around.After tossing and turning for hours, I finally accept that it will be a wakeful night. Under

Buttercup’s watchful eye, I tiptoe across the cold tiled floor to the dresser.The middle drawer

contains my government-issued clothes. Everyone wears the same gray pants and shirt, the

shirt tucked in at the waist. Underneath the clothes, I keep the few items I had on me when I

was lifted from the arena. My mockingjay pin. Peeta’s token, the gold locket with photos of my

mother and Prim and Gale inside. A silver parachute that holds a spile for tapping trees, and

the pearl Peeta gave me a few hours before I blew out the force field. District 13 confiscated my

tube of skin ointment for use in the hospital, and my bow and arrows because only guards

have clearance to carry weapons. They’re in safekeeping in the armory.I feel around for the

parachute and slide my fingers inside until they close around the pearl. I sit back on my bed

cross-legged and find myself rubbing the smooth iridescent surface of the pearl back and forth

against my lips. For some reason, it’s soothing. A cool kiss from the giver himself.“Katniss?”

Prim whispers. She’s awake, peering at me through the darkness. “What’s wrong?”“Nothing.

Just a bad dream. Go back to sleep.” It’s automatic. Shutting Prim and my mother out of things

to shield them.Careful not to rouse my mother, Prim eases herself from the bed, scoops up

Buttercup, and sits beside me. She touches the hand that has curled around the pearl. “You’re

cold.” Taking a spare blanket from the foot of the bed, she wraps it around all three of us,

enveloping me in her warmth and Buttercup’s furry heat as well. “You could tell me, you know.

I’m good at keeping secrets. Even from Mother.”She’s really gone, then. The little girl with the

back of her shirt sticking out like a duck tail, the one who needed help reaching the dishes, and

who begged to see the frosted cakes in the bakery window. Time and tragedy have forced her

to grow too quickly, at least for my taste, into a young woman who stitches bleeding wounds

and knows our mother can hear only so much.“Tomorrow morning, I’m going to agree to be the

Mockingjay,” I tell her.“Because you want to or because you feel forced into it?” she asks.I laugh

a little. “Both, I guess. No, I want to. I have to, if it will help the rebels defeat Snow.” I squeeze

the pearl more tightly in my fist. “It’s just . . . Peeta. I’m afraid if we do win, the rebels will

execute him as a traitor.”Prim thinks this over. “Katniss, I don’t think you understand how

important you are to the cause. Important people usually get what they want. If you want to

keep Peeta safe from the rebels, you can.”I guess I’m important. They went to a lot of trouble to

rescue me. They took me to 12. “You mean . . . I could demand that they give Peeta immunity?

And they’d have to agree to it?”“I think you could demand almost anything and they’d have to

agree to it.” Prim wrinkles her brow. “Only how do you know they’ll keep their word?”I remember

all of the lies Haymitch told Peeta and me to get us to do what he wanted. What’s to keep the

rebels from reneging on the deal? A verbal promise behind closed doors, even a statement

written on paper — these could easily evaporate after the war. Their existence or validity

denied. Any witnesses in Command will be worthless. In fact, they’d probably be the ones

writing out Peeta’s death warrant. I’ll need a much larger pool of witnesses. I’ll need everyone I

can get.“It will have to be public,” I say. Buttercup gives a flick of his tail that I take as

agreement. “I’ll make Coin announce it in front of the entire population of Thirteen.”Prim smiles.



“Oh, that’s good. It’s not a guarantee, but it will be much harder for them to back out of their

promise.”I feel the kind of relief that follows an actual solution. “I should wake you up more

often, little duck.”“I wish you would,” says Prim. She gives me a kiss. “Try and sleep now, all

right?” And I do.In the morning, I see that 7:00 — Breakfast is directly followed by 7:30 —

Command, which is fine since I may as well start the ball rolling. At the dining hall, I flash my

schedule, which includes some kind of ID number, in front of a sensor. As I slide my tray along

the metal shelf before the vats of food, I see breakfast is its usual dependable self — a bowl of

hot grain, a cup of milk, and a small scoop of fruit or vegetables. Today, mashed turnips. All of it

comes from 13’s underground farms. I sit at the table assigned to the Everdeens and the

Hawthornes and some other refugees, and shovel my food down, wishing for seconds, but

there are never seconds here. They have nutrition down to a science. You leave with enough

calories to take you to the next meal, no more, no less. Serving size is based on your age,

height, body type, health, and amount of physical labor required by your schedule. The people

from 12 are already getting slightly larger portions than the natives of 13 in an effort to bring us

up to weight. I guess bony soldiers tire too quickly. It’s working, though. In just a month, we’re

starting to look healthier, particularly the kids.
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bleak. It had to be. It's a first person account of an individual who has survived two Hunger

Games and plays a major role in a revolution. Of course it's going to be brutal. Had the story

drawn to a close with Katniss standing majestically with trumpets blaring and flags waving, it

would have been completely unrealistic.I also heard a few people express disappointment in

the conclusion of the Katniss/Peeta storyline. I've read people's reviews taking issue with how

Katniss and Peeta are represented at the end of Mockingjay, asking "Where's the passion?"

Passion? Are they insane? First of all, the story is told in first person by a character who is

admittedly not at all comfortable being demonstrative and doesn't respond well to those who

are. There was never going to be a hearts/candy/flowers declaration happening here. Peeta

has a borderline obssessive love for Katniss throughout most of the trilogy. The way I read the

story, by the end of the first Hunger Games, she returns the feeling. Though hesitant to think

why she does the things she does, or to state it aloud, she expresses it in so many different

ways throughout the remainder of the trilogy, there really is no doubt. Despite the fact that she

is suffering major PTSD, she agrees to take on the stress of being the symbol of revolution and

take a front line role to bring him back. Regardless of the amount of trauma they both endure,

they still eventually turn back to each other. Gale was a strong character, but he had not gone

through what Katniss did in the arena and would never have been able to understand that part

of her. The time she spends clinging to him and avoiding Peeta is essentially an attempt to

return to the person she was before the games (which was never going to happen). Peeta was

the walking, living, breathing reminder of the trauma endured. I thought it telling that Peeta

returned to Region 12. Like Gale, he could have gone anywhere when it was all over, yet he

went where Katniss was. Really, Katniss, Peeta and Haymitch needed each other to become

human again (or as human as they were ever going to be). Katniss reminded me of uncles I

had who, when they returned from war, sat in a darkened room, staring at a wall day after day

for over a year before they could handle being amongst the living again.I'll admit part of me

would have liked President Snow's demise to be more than it was. Considering the amount of

suffering he caused, part of me is bloodthirsty enough to have wanted him to suffer a great

deal more. There are also characters I would have liked to survive (Finnick, Cinna, and Prim to

name a few), but their deaths helped to illustrate the randomness and unfairness of death in

wartime.There are parts of this story we'll never get to see because it is told from Katniss' point

of view. We see only what she sees and know only what she thinks is going on. I, for one,

would be interested in knowing more about events of the story from Peeta and/or Haymitch's

point of view. Peeta's fight back from his memory hijacking would be an intriguing

read.Ultimately, I found this book engaging, infuriating, exhausting, and funny all at the same

time. To have had Katniss serene and sweetly declaring life to be sunshine, lollipops, and

rainbows would have been absurd. She is with a husband (partner?) whom she loves and is

utterly devoted to. She has two children she loves, but is worried what they will think when they

know the role their parents played in the past. She and Peeta are happy, but remain somewhat

haunted which is perfectly realistic for what the characters have gone through.”

rizaroza, “The Most Meaningful Book of the Trilogy. You know a book is good when it crawls

inside your head and snuggles there. When you are thinking through it as you read it, and

thinking about it long after you’ve read the last word on the last page.I had little to no

expectations when I first started reading the Hunger Games Trilogy. If a book is trending and

seems interesting, I will add it to my “to read” list. This is how I first started reading Suzanne

Collins’ The Hunger Games. After finishing Mockingjay, I was blown away. All I could think

was, how many of the YA readers will understand the nuances of Collins’ message?She



hooked you in with the “will she or won’t she” scenario. “Will she or won’t she” pick Peeta or

Gale? “Will she or won’t she” survive a game that does not allow for love to shine through?

Those questions get you through the first book, and possibly half way through the second

book, but those same questions are a moot point with Mockingjay.Mockingjay stripped you of

your hopeless romantic naiveté. There is no room for romance when the world is collapsing

around you. There is barely room to breathe. There are no good guys or bad guys, only

survivors. Mockingjay asks difficult moral questions: can man ever hold seats of power without

corruption? Can war ever actually solve a dispute? At what price is man willing to pay for

absolute power?I won’t even go into Collins’ varied symbolisms. Part of the pleasure of

reading is finding them yourselves and asking yourself what the author is telling you, the

reader. It becomes a communication between the author and the reader. It makes the novel

Mockingjay even more important because it is written for younger readers, our future, those

that will decide the world events of tomorrow. Collins does all this without a lecture, without

loosing her characters or her plot, she has crafted an incredibly well written story that I would

gladly recommend to anyone who asks.After I finished reading Mockingjay I had the same

feeling as I had when I finished reading The Lord of the Flies so many years ago. Yes, I am

comparing Mockingjay to a classic. There is no way around it. Mockingjay, like Lord of the

Flies, asks you deep moralistic questions through the point of view of young characters. This is

simply another great novel that makes you go hmmm.My favorite quotes from

Mockingjay:“Frankly, our ancestors don’t seem much to brag about. I mean, look at the state

they left us in, with the wars and the broken planet. Clearly, they didn’t care about what would

happen to the people who came after them.”“It’s a saying from thousands of years ago, written

in a language called Latin about a place called Rome,” he explains. “Panem et Circuses

translates into ‘Bread and Circuses’. The writer was saying in return for full bellies and

entertainment, his people had given up their political responsibilities and therefore their

power.”“Something is significantly wrong with a creature that sacrifices its children’s lives to

settle its differences.””

Dave, “THE BEST. I’ve read this series four times. It’s funny how you notice new things each

time. The author has such a command of language. This level of excellence is unfortunately

abandoned by the writers if “grown up” books. It is really possible to write a gripping,

entertaining story without using terrible language and graphic sexual content. I would love for

her to expand the series. Maybe back stories on Haymitch or even Cinna or Finnick. This is

definitely a must read for anyone with consciousness.”

smllv, “So much better than the movie. For those who might come to this series after having

seen the movies, this book will be a bit of a surprise, as it presents a far more realistic

depiction of events. As a psychologist who specializes in the treatment of trauma, I never

expect a fiction piece to truly capture PTSD accurately. That is why we call it fiction. But the

emotions Katniss experiences are real, raw, complicated,and expressed beautifully. Recovery

from the horrors she saw, the physical traumas she experienced , and the childhood events

she survived, take years, and are powerfully conveyed.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Well Wrapped Up. Mockingjay for me was like reading something from

another author. The first 2 were very clearly written for young adults and were very easy

flowing whilst book 3 feels more serious and more detailed. Maybe this was intentional as

Collins knew her initial fans were growing up. We are introduced to district 13 as the war on the



capital kicks off. This one is slow to get in to and doesnt really pick up speed until part 3. I loved

the whole Peeta story with his memories being tampered with and in all fairness, the story

wraps up pretty well but book 3 is my least favourite. I would still recommend this trilogy.Lastly,

I was team Gale all the way.”

Denisa Ifill, “HUNGER GAMES...,. I think that the hunger gamees were actually the best series

that I have ever read in my whole life. It is actually better than the movie. *spoiler* My favourite

part of this book was when Katniss leads her team/friends into the Capital to go and fight

against the the people of the city.(Pls listen to this bit carefully...)I recommend this book for

ages 10-12 so please do not read the books in this series if you are younger because it is

extremely vilolent. Please do not even read the series if you are even 9 years old. I started

reading this book when I was 10 years old so I wasn't realy scared.Anyway, overall I love this

book and pls buy this book (if you are the right age) because I think you would enjoy this book

a lot.”

Swiftie4lyfe, “when half the world throw tons upon tons of food into the garbage? How trivial is

our obsession with appearance. Suzanne Collins has written a very observant, shockingly

familiar, social and political criticism as a sub-text to her 'young adult' series.Shaming as well

as shameful: To date, I wonder how many children have been sacrificed in wars around our

world? How many countless children suffer near starvation on this planet, when half the world

throw tons upon tons of food into the garbage? How trivial is our obsession with appearance:

plastic surgery, boob jobs; whilst thousands upon thousands of children don't even have clean

water to drink.If you think Ms. Collins has written a thrilling dystopian novel, you're right, she

has. Now read it again: the message is Loud and Clear:'Because something is significantly

wrong with a creature that sacrifices its children's lives to settle its differences.' And she's not

talking about the Capitol.”

T. Wills, “really great!. to be honest it was the darkest book of the hunger games trilogy but

could possibly also be the best! i read the first one then watched the movie. i read the second

one and watched the movie. i read the first half of this one and watched the movie. and finally i

read the other half of this one and watched the last movie but i figured out that by reading and

watching the books were DEFINITELY better than the movies (the movies were still really good

tho) so reading the book is DEFINITELY DEFINITELY worth it. (i think reading first then

watching is the best way to do it) :))”

Dr. Michael Heron, “A good cap-stone to a tremendous trilogy (minor spoilers within). Some

minor spoilers within.I have read the hell out of these books in the past week - all three of

them. It's a tremendously satisfying series of books and every single one of them was hugely

enjoyable. However, the last book suffers (a little) from several issues. The first is that it just

doesn't feel as coherent as the first two - without the driving force of the Games themselves, it

has to be a very different book and the characters don't feel quite so credible to me. The

second is that the ending seems to undermine most of the central messages I took from the

book. It just doesn't gel - it's a jarring misstep to my sensibilities. The third is that the horror of

the central plot-line loses a lot of its impact with the half-hearted way in which events are

described. Certain characters, I feel, deserved better in their final send-offs.Don't get me

wrong - it's still an intensely good book, and a reasonably good cap-stone to a tremendous

trilogy. It doesn't take away from how good the first two books are, and it stands up well as a

book in and of its own rights. It's just I came away from it feeling a little colder than I think I



would have if some other paths had been taken.”

The book by Suzanne Collins has a rating of 5 out of 4.6. 35,065 people have provided

feedback.
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