
Karina Eide
The female from District 2 is one that we all know and love for her savagery and skill. Enobaria(Coleton Wilson) is sure to make the Games very interesting!
1/2, 9:14pm
Karina Eide
The next female tribute is known for her electrifying victory in the Hunger Games many years ago. She is Wiress(Shayne Collins)!


1/2, 9:17pm


Karina Eide



Oh? Why, we have a volunteer in our midst! Let's have a round of applause for Mags(Tai Groot) who bravely volunteered to replace Annie Cresta!


Karina Eide


Our District 5 female tribute is definitely a special one. Who could forget the tribute that won her Hunger Games when she could only see in one eye? She is Glacia(Parker Johnson)!


Karina Eide


Ah. Oh dear. Um... From District 6, we have Kiana(Athena Yrigollen). Kiana has struggled in the past years with a morphling addiction, but I still see some strength in her eyes! Will this be her opportunity to make a comeback?
1/2, 9:24pm
Karina Eide
Who could forget the amazing Johanna(Benjamin)? She certainly had us all fooled in her Hunger Games when she acted so weak and demure... only to make a complete turnaround in the finale to push for a win! What a show it was! Johanna is certainly a tribute to watch out for!
1/2, 9:26pm


Karina Eide



Oh no... From District 8, Cecelia(Heather) has been reaped for the Hunger Games! All of the Capitol despairs for her as there is no other person who can weave such beautiful cloth. Will the skilled seamstress manage to pull out a victory?


Karina Eide


From District 9, we have Maize(Abby)! This crafty woman managed to win her Games by outwitting the other tributes. After all, not all Games are won by strength alone. Will Maize's cunning lead her to victory once more?
1/2, 9:31pm
Karina Eide
Alas, what a tragedy this is! From District 10, we have Ava(Joy)! A father and a daughter in the same Hunger Games? What will they do in this terrible situation? There can only be one victor emerging from this game. No matter what happens, father and daughter cannot escape together. Only time will tell how this tragedy plays out!
1/2, 9:31pm
Josh
Sucks.
1/2, 9:32pm
Joy  <3


Karina Eide


Hailing from District 11, the beloved Seeder(Hannah Lara)! Her kind and considerate nature has made her popular with the Capitol crowd, but how will she do in the arena?


Karina Eide


Ah, District 12. It has been a long time since District 12 has seen a victor hasn’t it? Why, I do believe that they haven’t had a victor since the Second Quarter Quell! Perhaps this Quarter Quell will offer them an opportunity to win once more! 


Hm... I’ve received word from the Capitol that due to the lack of female victors in District 12, a substitute will be entered into the Games! How exciting! According to this letter, the last female tribute will be picked from among the girls who were originally reaped, but someone volunteered to take their place. But that's enough of that blather, let’s reveal who the lucky girl is! And she is... Primrose Everdeen(Sarah Salvatico)!


Karina Eide


Just because I want to emphasize it again... Reading your character's story is very important. Acting according to your character's storyline could make the difference between winning and losing. Keep it in mind when you plan what to do next. 




Karina Eide
He’d been here before. Only a year ago, he had walked into that glass tube, and now it was time to do it again. The walk to the tube was deceptive. It almost looked like he had the choice of just staying out of the container, but the two men in white behind him told him otherwise. With a sigh, Olynn stepped onto the platform, and the glass doors eagerly snapped shut behind him. A small knock on the glass behind him made him turn around to see one of his old mentors giving him a hint of a smile. “Good luck” was what it meant. Olynn tried to smile back, but he found himself unable to. The glowing, red timer on the wall clicked down, and Olynn began rising into the arena. The shutters opened above him, and the piercing light blinded his eyes. It took him a few moments to recover before he realized where he was. 
The tributes stood above a large watery abyss. Before them, the Cornucopia stood behind a gap of a good fifty or so meters worth of water. Olynn took in a deep breath and shook out his shoulders. He’d have to make a dive for it. Running in this arena would be stupid. Letting other victors have Cornucopia weapons while you had nothing was asking for death. “Three, two,” Olynn braced himself, “one.” The glass shot down around him, and Olynn leaped into the water. The cold shocked him only for a moment before he began swimming towards the Cornucopia. He wasn’t a terribly good swimmer, being as he never had to learn how back in District 9, but he was passable. Unfortunately, he wasn’t the first to reach the hoard of treasures. 
Enobaria stood before him, twirling a knife in her right hand. Her eyes were training on him, and Olynn couldn’t find it in him to consider it flattering. “Do me a favor and die,” Enobaria said before flinging her knife at him. Olynn rolled to the side and made a quick look around to see if he could find anything he could use to fight back. He grabbed a small green backpack off the ground and swung it in front of him at Enobaria came charging with another knife. Enobaria ducked down and kicked out Olynn’s legs, sending him to the ground. “Olynn!” Enobaria clicked her tongue before quickly stabbing down her knife into Olynn. Olynn(Daniel Sheahan) coughed once before falling back to the ground. Well, if he had to die, at least he would be going to where he could see Poppy again. He hoped that his little sister wasn’t too ashamed of him for killing so many people. Maybe, just maybe, she’d welcome him with open arms if she saw him again. 
Haymitch panted as he reached the shore of the Cornucopia. He had been too late to save Olynn. If he had been a little bit younger, then maybe he would have had to die. Haymitch grabbed a spear from off the ground and pointed it warily at Enobaria. He knew enough about her work outside of the Capitol to know that she was incredibly dangerous. Eliminating her now was much safer than eliminating her later because with her power, she was sure to gain outside support from... less than legal characters. Enobaria gnashed her teeth. “Really, you old drunk? You’re going to try and kill me? I’d like to see you try.” 
Enobaria stepped off of Olynn’s corpse and calmly approached Haymitch. If she had run, then Haymitch would have had a chance to respond, but her slow walk threw him off. It was only when she was six feet away that Haymitch snapped back to his senses and stabbed forward at her. She slid out of the way before darting forward. Haymitch cracked the spear to the side, its thick coppery base being strong enough to send Enobaria tumbling to the side. “You...” Enobaria growled, getting to her feet. 
Behind Enobaria, Haymitch could see a flicker of movement. He had to stall. “Looks like I’m not the only one getting old here.” Enobaria’s eyes narrowed. 
“WHY, YOU-“ Enobaria gave a short gasp as a sword slashed her across the back. She tripped forward and looked behind her. She hadn’t heard anyone coming! Prim stood there, quaking with fear as she held a blood-stained sword. Enobaria’s glare was enough to cause her to squeak and drop her weapon. Enobaria grunted as she stumbled to her feet. There was no way she was going to die because of some pathetic little newbie! She lunged forward, but she was slowed due to her injury. Haymitch stabbed Enobaria(Coleton Wilson) through the chest and released the spear, letting her fall to the ground. Enobaria spat out a glob of blood and glared up at Haymitch. “Don’t be so smug. You know you’ll end the same... way...” And so died Enobaria, the crime queen of District 2. 
“Good work, Prim. Now come with me,” Haymitch said hurriedly. He didn’t know what she was doing here. He specifically told her to get away while she still had the chance. His eyes searched for an exit, but too many tributes had already reached the Cornucopia. It would be difficult to escape now. He found an opening and looked to the side, to see an empty hole. “Prim?” Haymitch turned around only to see a sight which made his face pale. Prim(Sarah Salvatico) had crumpled to the ground, and blood was oozing out of her side. Standing above her were the tributes from District 3, Wiress and Beetee. 
“No...” He had let it happen again. He had sworn to protect someone, and he had let them die. Haymitch bowed his head for a moment before turning away from the Cornucopia. He had to run before losing himself to the destruction. 
Beetee nudged Wiress, and the woman nodded. They had to escape now. The two slung backpacks over their shoulder and scurried away from the Cornucopia, but not before they were seen. Blight pulled a silver arrow out of his quiver and fired at the two fleeing tributes, striking the male in the leg. Beetee tumbled to the ground. Wiress screeched to a stop and tried to help her companion to his feet, but Beetee shook his head. He knew he wouldn’t be able to swim away like this. “Go!” Wiress whimpered before jumping into the water, swimming away as quickly as she could. She didn’t look back even when she heard the thump of a second arrow, signaling the end of Beetee’s(Jimmy Topper) life. 
Slowly, the clouds of battles around the Cornucopia began to die out as tributes fled into the surrounding forest. Somewhere, deep within the trees, four poor souls got lost within the blood rain.
1/4, 9:42pm
Maggie
TLDR: 


Daniel (Olynn) died. 


Jimmy (Beetee) died. 


Coleton (Enobaria) died. 


Sarah (Prim) died. -cries- 
But if you *do* read the stories, there will be hints in there about who attacked who. If you're looking for revenge options. 
Also just read the story because it will be wonderful and heartbreaking. 
And Phase 2 has begun and ends Sunday at 9pm. Sponsor Gift messages will be sent out shortly...


Maggie
Alright - actions are locked in!
Kare will have the story out as soon as she finishes it. 
1/5, 9:32pm
Karina Eide
He took some small comfort in knowing that she was still alive. He didn’t know where she was, and he doubted that he would find her in the chaotic forest. Ava would be fine on her own though. He hadn’t raised her to be weak. She was a tough cookie, and he had faith that she would be able to fight on even if something happened to him. He wanted to survive though. The longer he lived, the longer he would be able to defeat enemies and help pave the way to Ava’s victory. It was his fault that she had gotten in the first place, so it was the least he could do to see that she made it out alive. 
Brahm pushed himself off the ground and dusted himself off. It was time to move again. He didn’t know how long it had been since the bloodbath, but it felt like about two hours. He couldn’t even trust the sun in the sky because he knew how the gamemakers loved toying with the day and night. He grabbed the spear that he had propped up against the side of the tree and used it as a walking stick as he moved forward. He needed to find water quickly if he was going to survive. 
His journey was eerily quiet. Every moment, he expected to hear some leaves shake or a branch snap, but he heard nothing. He was just constantly aware, constantly afraid. If he relaxed for one moment, it could be the end of him. He hadn’t been fortunate enough to score an alliance before the Games had begun. He had considered reaching out to his daughter, but he didn’t want to attract attention to her. If he was going to ally with her, they would have needed at least two others to not be vulnerable. Small alliances were only trouble. A bird chirped, and Brahm instinctively swung his spear towards it, pointing the gleaming tip at the red bird. He took in a deep breath and sighed, and that was where he made his mistake. 
“Gotcha.” Brahm grunted as an arrow sliced across his right arm before diving into the greenery. He held his spear tight to him as he rolled out of the way of another arrow. It was a female voice. Was she alone? He didn’t think so. She wouldn’t risk announcing herself audibly if she was by herself. That meant she probably had allies. How many? One or even more? He gripped the spear tightly. He’d have to give it everything he had. 
Cashmere took another arrow out of her quiver and aimed it at Brahm. She looked over to her comrades before nodding her head at the direction of her target. Brutus and Johanna burst out of the trees just as Cashmere’s arrow let loose. Brahm raised his spear and ducked out of the way of the arrow, stabbing at Brutus as he came close. Brutus brought his sword against the spear, but Brahm quickly angled his spear before snapping it to the side, causing Brutus’ sword to go flying. Johanna dived into the fray, bringing her sword down on Brahm. Brahm lifted his spear to parry, but it wasn’t enough to carry the tremendous weight. The spear snapped, and the axe went down into Brahm’s(John III) chest. From the distance, Cashmere smiled and said to Cecelia, “See? I told you it would be easy.” 
--------------In a land not that far away--------------
“Are you feeling all right? You don’t look that good,” Finnick said worriedly as Mags trudged alongside him. 
“Don’t worry about an old woman like me,” Mags wheezed. Mags was old, and she knew it. An old bird like her had no chance of winning the Hunger Games. She had already “won” before she entered the arena. She saved a young girl who now had the opportunity to live out the rest of her life. And that was good enough for her. It was better that she go out saving someone than to die in a care-center being old and senile. This wasn’t too bad. Mags stopped suddenly, causing the rest of the group to stop as well. 
“Mags? What’s wrong?” Mags frowned. She had heard something unpleasant. She made furtive glances around the small clear and noticed a small flicker of unnatural light coming from the left. Finnick followed Mags gaze and gritted his teeth. They had been followed. Finnick gripped the spear tightly in his hand. He didn’t know how many of them there were, so he couldn’t throw it. But what would he do? Let them attack first? 
Fortunately, Finnick didn’t have to make that choice. Seeder burst through the trees, her sword behind her. As she neared Finnick, she swung at his head, leaving him barely any time to dodge. “Run, Mags!” Finnick stabbed at Seeder, who knocked his spear to the side. Woof, Mark, and Glacia followed Seeder, their weapons at the ready. Finnick glanced to the side to see that Mags hadn’t moved. “GO!” Mags looked at Finnick sadly before shaking her head. Mags grabbed Finnick by the back of his shirt and yanked him behind her. She shakily held her sword before her, barely managing to parry an attack from Glacia. “Mags!”
“Live.” It was the last word that Finnick heard her say before she launched into the fight. Finnick felt fear well up inside him. Should he run and fight beside her or respect her wishes? Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes as he turned and run. 
Hearing the sound of Finnick’s feet crashing through the underbrush, Mags(Tai Groot) smiled as Mark stabbed her through the stomach. She had managed to save one more life. Even if she died like this, she wasn’t disappointed. 
 --------------In a land not that far away--------------
Regrettably, he had gotten stuck with allies. Blight plucked another piece of grass from the ground. Also regrettably, he had gotten stuck with the duty of protecting the supplies while the others went to reconnoiter. Humans were a nuisance, and he had gotten locked up in an arena full of them. If he died, he wasn’t sure if that would be a bad thing. It would get the entire thing over with, and he’d finally be able to avoid people for good. Blight sighed and let the blade of grass drop to the ground. He had liked people once, but he’d been betrayed too many times. Wouldn’t it have been funny if his allies turned on him right now? Instead of searching for opponents, they were just planning on killing him. Blight laughed bitterly. That would have been an amusingly pitiful way to day. 
Blight picked up his knife off the ground and toyed with it. He heard the sound of rustling shrubbery behind him. “You’re late,” he said as he stood up. He turned around to see a knife at his neck. Kiana’s blank, yellow face stared back at him. Her eyes had bags under them from all the morphling, but he could tell that her skills hadn’t dulled that far. Blight jumped back, brandishing his weapon before him. Kiana rushed forward and stabbed Blight in the arm. Blight yelped and shoved Kiana toppling to the ground. 
The morphling’s eyes widened as Blight came towards her, prepared to kill her with his knife. He raised the knife up before he gasped and fell down in front of Kiana. Kiana stared at the arrow protruding out of Blight’s(Jeremy Sheftick) back before looking up at the trees. She briefly met eyes with Maize before the tribute from 9 darted away. 
John(Brahm) has died. 


Tai(Mags) has died.


Jeremy Sheftick(Blight) has died.




Tai
...
An estimate on when it will be ready?
1/7, 9:48pm
Karina Eide
It's a very sad story. Probably 5-10 minutes at the most.


Karina Eide


She shined her sword with a heavy heart. She knew that killing was what she was in the Hunger Games for, but she couldn’t help but feel a certain heaviness in her heart with every life she helped take. If her kids were watching her back in District 8, she would feel even more ashamed. She had wanted to leave the past of the Games behind her so she could go on to a better future, but she had been dragged back into the darkness once more. Cecelia held up her sword and examined her handiwork carefully. If she had been back home, she would have been weaving tapestries, not shining swords. She put the sword back down on her lap and bent her head tightly to her chest. It was in times like this that she felt more homesick than ever. She missed her kids, she missed her husband, she missed her life. A single tear escaped her eyes before she wiped it away. She couldn’t show weakness, not here. She stood up and clapped herself on the cheek. Her allies were up ahead waiting for her. She had to catch up. 


The sound of a rock crashing through shrubbery snapped Cecelia to attention. She whipped around, holding her sword before her. She didn’t bother to look at where the rock fell behind her, knowing that her target had to have thrown it from somewhere else. Cecelia’s eyes searched the busy forest, trying to find any sign of life. It had to be a tribute. No animal could throw a rock like that. She searched and searched, and then she found it, a small piece of rounded leather where there should be none. Cecelia rushed forward, and an arrow zinged into the spot she had just inhabited. Location confirmed. 


The tree rustled as Maize crawled farther up the tree. She had expected this to be an easier kill. A seamstress from 8 should have just been a ditzy idiot like how she appeared on camera. Maize took another arrow from her quiver and shakily aimed it at Cecelia. Killing a person while they were looking at you was entirely different from shooting birds on her father’s farm. She knew that if she fired, she’d always remembered Cecelia’s face. “I’m so, so sorry,” Maize said regretfully as she let the arrow fly, hitting Cecelia in the chest. 


Cecelia stumbled back. The arrow had come too quickly for her to parry. It had just... appeared. She fell backwards, her sword tumbling out of her grip. She turned to the side and reached out an arm, trying to grab at it, but another arrow hit her in the side. Cecelia fell limply to the ground, and she finally let the tears, that she had tried so hard to keep hidden, to flow. She’d never get back to teach her daughter how to weave tapestries would she? Somehow, she hoped that Maria would find it in her to forgive her poor, dead mother. Cecelia’s(Heather McMillan) eyes closed, and a cannon fired. 


----------You Were My Most Precious Treasure----------


Finnick had known that this time would come, but he had never wanted to accept it. He had pushed it off in his mind, pretending that it would never exist. And then, it finally happened. Mags had died. Finnick clutched his spear tightly too his chest and let a salty tear slip from his eyes. First one, then another, and then a whole flood of tears rushed from his eyes. Mags had died for him. Mags had died. Mags... Finnick raised his other hand to his mouth, trying to muffle the sounds of his crying. He wanted to cry his heart out, but he couldn’t, not now. He couldn’t betray the one thing that Mags had asked of him. She had asked for him to live, and he couldn’t let her down. Finnick wiped the stinging tears away and forced himself up to his feet. 


He blindly walked through the forest, not knowing where he was going. He was going away, somewhere... He’d figure out when he got there. Eventually, he came to the ocean. It was so reminiscent of District 4. It felt so close, yet so far away at the same time. He walked onto the beach and picked up a handful of sand before letting it slip through his fingers just like everything else in his life. He let out a sigh and cast a sideways glance towards the forest, where he saw a sight that chilled him. Three familiar faces were hiding amongst the trees: Seeder, Glacia, and Woof. They were the three that had helped to kill Mags. Had they followed him all the way here? Finnick’s nails scratched against the surface of his spear. He wanted to attack them. He wanted to kill them, but that was too hasty. He was sure to be killed in a three on one battle. What could he use to his advantage? 


A little bit of water lapped at his ankles, but Finnick paid it no mind. He had other things to worry about.... And then the little bit of water disappeared. Finnick thought it strange, so he turned around to see the water draining out of the ocean. His face paled. The Gamemakers wouldn’t... oh, but they would. Finnick took off in a sprint towards the forest, away from where the three tributes hid. He had to run, run, run. An arrow struck the sand behind him as he finally escaped into the tree. Finnick didn’t allow himself to calm down though, he was still in danger. He rushed away from the water, his opponents in hot pursuit. He could hear them crashing through the trees like elephants. It was obvious that they both knew that the other knew they were there. Secrecy was moot at this point. Finnick spotted a small ditch to the left and dived into it, hoping that the others wouldn’t find him. 


Seeder, Glacia, and Woof stormed by, angrily chasing a phantom. After a few minutes, Finnick poked up his head and gave a sigh of relief. He was safe... But he hadn’t looked the other direction. Salt water hit him like a brick, sending him painfully into the side of the ditch before throwing him out and into a tree. Finnick gasped as the air rushed out of him as his spear slipped from his grasp. He took in all the air he could before his head was forced in under the water. The tidal wave sent him tumbling through the forest, smacking into the occasional trees as he went. His body ached all over, but he tried to hold on to life, for Mags. 


From high up on a cliff, a blonde woman took an arrow out of her quiver and aimed it at Finnick who clung tightly onto the trunk of a tree. “I almost feel bad for you... Let me put you out of your misery.” And then, she let the arrow fly. The water turned red. Finnick’s(Hallie Fleming) body drifted away with the tide, and all of Capitol cried. 


Heather(Cecelia) has died. 


Hallie(Finnick) has died.




Hallie(Finnick) has died.
1/7, 9:56pm
Daniel i cryed rly hard. >:((
1/7, 9:56pm
Abby Uh-huh. 
1/7, 9:59pm
Shayne
I cried so hard I didn't even bother to read the whole wall of text 
1/7, 10:00pm
Maggie
Elsewhere, a bolt of lightning could be heard from all parts of the arena, and a scream escaped from a tribute's mouth. But fortunately all three of the tributes in the area of the lightning escaped it's fatal strike.
1/7, 10:12pm
Heather
Aw shucks. 
Hallie
Oh hey thanks ruthless murderer of mine! Maybe now ill write a decent term paper xD
1/7, 11:52pm
Kaitlyn
1/8, 11:24am
JeremySoooooooo sad. 
1/8, 11:46am
Hannah
Good job, Karina. 
1/8, 12:24pm
Karina Eide
-is secretly glad that she can find out that at least some people read "the wall of text"- ^^ Thanks Hannah.


Tai
Estimated arrival time of the story plz?
1/8, 9:17pm
Maggie
Whenever Karina is finished writing to her heart's content, buddy.
1/8, 9:18pm
Tai
Lol OK
My phone is about to die so I wanted to know
1/8, 9:36pm
Karina Eide
Cashmere laced her fingers together as she stared at the wisps of smoke drifting away from what had once been a fire. None of her alliancemates dared to talk to her when she was like this. When Cashmere wasn’t arrogant and flashy, she was twice as dangerous. Anything done to anger her would result in injury, a fact they knew all too well already. Allying with her was a powerful boon as the sponsors liked the beautiful tribute from District 1, but it was also troublesome. 
Cashmere bit her lip tightly. She had marked out her next prey, but she still had lingering doubts. And she HATED having doubts before going in for a kill. If she regretted her actions, she could lower her accuracy or hesitate on the killing blow. She shook her head vigorously before standing up, grabbing her bow and quiver as she went. “We’re going.” It was all she said before disappearing into the trees, going to where she knew her next target was. It was appropriate that she would be the one to kill him, but it was a little sad too. Mother would surely cry tonight. 
Cashmere slunk through the forest until she saw a dash of familiar golden hair. She let the smallest of sighs escape her mouth before she began to scale a nearby tree. When she reached a good height, she pulled an arrow out of her quiver and notched it in her bow. Pointing the arrowhead at her target once again made her feel a little bit of a lingering doubt. No! She wouldn’t stop now. She had to get rid of him before he became a potential threat to her. She released the arrow. 
Gloss stumbled forward as the arrow hit him in his right shoulder. He didn’t bother ripping it out as he grabbed the sword that rested beside him and prepared to defend against the onslaught of opponents. Glacia and Seeder burst out of the forest, swinging their swords at him. Even when injured, Gloss was a difficult opponent to beat. With a few quick movements, he kicked Glacia back into a tree and knocked Seeder’s sword out of her hand. Seeder was only saved by an axe flying out of the forest and striking Gloss directly in the back. Gloss dropped to the ground and hazily glanced back behind him to see Johanna standing with a smug look on her face. No... He would not lose to them... to anyone. His eyes wandered up to the trees where he saw golden hair hanging from the limbs. His eyes widened. It was his sister. Gloss let his head hit the ground. It couldn’t be her. She couldn’t have beaten him again. Why was she always better than hi- Gloss’s(Josh Fleming) world faded to black. 
----------I have been betrayed----------
Maize squealed as a sword stabbed the tree above her. She darted out of Brutus’ grip and drew an arrow out of her quiver. She fired it behind her, but Brutus only batted it away with a swing of his sword. “Why are you running, stupid girl? You’re only dying in the end anyways,” Brutus said, a cruel grin lighting his face. His words only spurred Maize to run faster. Where she was running, she did not know, but she knew it was a long ways away from Brutus. 
“Kya!” Maize tumbled over something warm. She wobbled to her feet to see Ava splayed against the ground. The red-headed girl rubbed the back of her head as she stared at Maize incredulously. It only took her a moment to sense something was even more wrong by the way Maize stared at the air above Ava with horror. Ava grabbed her pouch and rolled out of the way as Brutus stormed into the small clearing. 
Brutus’ eyes were lit with excitement as he noticed Ava. It was simple to him. More prey to kill meant more fun for him. “But you first, sweetie.” Brutus swung down at Maize who only just scampered out of the way in time to not receive a fatal wound. Maize cried out as the sword cut through her left arm, leaving it hanging limply by her side. Maize’s gaze flickered from her arm to Brutus. How was she supposed to fight now? A bow required two hands to use! Suddenly, a small “pock” was heard and a dart whizzed into Brutus neck. He clapped at the dart and yanked it out before throwing it away carelessly. He took a few steps towards Maize before freezing. Brutus(Jack Betchel) fell over, stone dead. 
Maize breathed hard as she stared at Brutus’ body. She was alive! He didn’t kill her! Maize looked around for her savior. In the trees, she saw the red-head, so she waved at her. “Thank yo-“ Maize’s thanks was cut off as a dart hit her in the neck. Her eyes turned from excited to horrified as she pulled the dart out and stared at it. “Why...” Maize(Abby Hildy) fell over as Ava looked on from the trees. 
“I’m so, so sorry...” Ava let the shooter drop from her hand as she fell to the ground, clutching at the sides of her head. “I’m so sorry!” 
Josh Fleming(Gloss) has died. 


Jack(Brutus) has died. 


Abby(Maize) has died.
1/8, 9:40pm
Karina Eide
Somewhere in the arena, a maniacal laugh was heard. It was time for the ghosts to come out and play.
1/8, 9:42pm
Maggie
Alright everyone! I am going to be at a tournament for the next three days, so a couple things: 
-The next two phases are going to be 48 hours long. So, this phase starting now ends on Friday at 9pm. And the next one will end on Sunday at 9pm. 


-Send all your actions to KARINA. Any actions sent to me will *not* be calculated, so you really need to make sure you send them to her.


Shayne
List of the living?
1/8, 9:45pm
Parker Johnson
Your official list of the living is: 


Kaitlyn (Cashmere)


Shayne (Wiress) 



Parker (Glacia) 


Arik (Aniom) 



Athena (Kiana) 


Josh (Mark) 


Ben (Johanna) 



Josiah (Woof) 



Joy (Ava)



Hannah (Seeder)


Tai (Chaff) 



Chandler (Haymitch)

1/8, 9:45pm
Parker
*unofficial
1/8, 9:50pm
Maggie
Alright - just going to repeat this, cause it's important that everyone gets it: 
You need to send your actions to Karina! Starting now. Actions/questions/venting/ranting, all that can go to her now. 


Jan 8

Tai named the conversation: Catching Fire - Phase 5 (Ends Friday @ 9pm).
1/9, 6:25pm
Karina Eide
Everyone remember to send your actions in to me, not Maggie! She won't be back until Sunday. So, if you send any actions in to her, they will /not/ be processed. Happy Hunger Games!
1/9, 6:34pm
Tai
And may the odds be /ever/ in your favor!


January 10
1/10, 3:48pm
Karina Eide
Guys, I'm missing a majority of actions for this phase... Remember that actions sent to Tei will NOT be received. You need to send them to me.
I want to at least have 2/3 of actions in before I end the phase. If people don't submit by 9pm tonight, I'll extend the phase another day. However, I reeally don't want to do that. Try to finalize your actions and send them in by 9pm!
1/10, 9:02pm
Karina Eide
The phase is now over! Enough actions have been submitted. (: Thanks everyone! I'll work on the writing the results, and they will be out to you shortly!
1/10, 9:35pm
Karina Eide
Everything was silent save for the soft breathing of Cashmere as she slept. She got precious few hours of sleep while participating in the Hunger Games, so she had to take advantage of any rest she got. A harsh wind blew through the forest, and Cashmere cuddled up into a ball to help keep in the heat. Cashmere was so far asleep that she didn’t hear a ghostly voice on the wind, “It was you, wasn’t it?” A white haze covered the small clearing where she peacefully slept. The fog rippled like the ocean, swaying in an out. 
“Out of all people, it had to be you...” Cashmere twitched in her sleep. She turned to the other side, her sleep disturbed. Why had Gloss appeared in her dream? After killing him, she had tried so hard to forget about him. How else was she supposed to be able to sleep at night? “You always took everything I wanted from me. Now, it is time for me to return the favor.” The white haze circled around and collected into the form of a sword, hovering over Cashmere’s head. The woman’s eyes flickered open just in time to let out a gasp as the sword dropped down on her, stabbing her through the chest. 
The ghostly forms of Finnick, Olynn, Brahm, and Gloss danced before her eyes. “Gloss? You’re... dea-“ Cashmere’s(Kaitlyn Hasegawa) voice dropped off as her head fell to the ground. She was dead. 
----------Ghosts shall haunt tonight----------
Haymitch stared up at the desolate, pixel moon. It was quiet tonight, just how he hated it. Quiet nights always gave him time to think, something he never liked doing. He let out a sigh as he leaned his head back against the tree trunk. He had let Prim die. He had promised himself that he would save her, but she had died in the bloodbath. It was pathetic. He hadn’t even managed to protect her for a single day. Maybe it was fated that he would always lose those he tried to protect. He had lost Prim just like how he had lost Maysilee, his family, and his girlfriend. Haymitch was a failure. 
“I need a drink right now,” Haymitch groaned as he rubbed his face. He couldn’t sleep after thinking those sorts of thoughts, but he couldn’t move now either. He had to wait for his alliancemates to catch up on their rest. So, he settled himself to plucking blades of grass, hoping the monotony of it all would numb his mind. One, two, three, four, five... At some point, he lost count, but he still continued pulling out little blades of grass, losing himself in the emptiness of it all. 
While Haymitch plucked grass, a shadowy form lurked behind a tree. Glacia held her breath and peaked around the side of her tree. The back of Haymitch’s shoulder was just visible a few feet away. She exhaled and readied herself for the attack. In three, two... Glacia rushed towards the tree and swung around it so she hit Haymitch(Chandler Lasch) in the neck. Not looking back, Glacia rushed away, disappearing into the night. 
----------I’m sorry that I failed you----------
After sobering up, Kiana had to face a lot of things, a lot of memories she would have liked to forget. She had to remember all of the red, that nasty red, and that they weren’t around anymore. It was all the Capitol’s fault. Kiana gripped the knife in her hand tightly. She still had some thoughts of revolution, like she had thought in her younger days, but she knew it was hopeless. A revolution would never succeed in Panem. The fact that twenty four incredibly powerful warriors willingly went into an arena was proof enough of that. Any one of them could have rebelled and killed all of the people on their transport train, but none of them did. They were all too weak for that. Kiana was too weak for that...


Kiana shook her head angrily. She hated herself when she was off the morphling. Thinking was such a painful thing to do. She just had to do things. Yes, that was right. Kiana exhaled and rolled her shoulders. All right. She could do this. Her eyes narrowed as she stalked through the trees, aiming for her next target. She knew that he was around here somewhere... And there he was. Aniom was propped up against a tree and was snoring loudly, a bad habit to have in the Hunger Games. But Kiana hardly noticed it at all, she was too far in her trance. No thinking, just acting. She repeated the words over and over in her head as she approached Aniom. 
Aniom snorted in his sleep and turned on his side, completely unaware of the danger he was in. Kiana crept closer and closer... until a loud snap was heard. Kiana’s head snapped to the side where she saw her district partner, Mark, looking pale-faced and staring down at the branch he had just stepped on. THAT IDIOT! Kiana looked back at Aniom to see the man had started awake, and he was staring right at her. Kiana rushed forward, but it was too late. Aniom had grabbed his spear and was waving it at her and Mark threateningly. 
Kiana dashed in and struck at Aniom, but he managed to blocked it just in time. They exchanged many blows, and Kiana slowly realized that she wouldn’t be able to win this by herself. Mark had already fled, so she was stuck in this fight. She gritted her teeth and jumped back a few feet, hoping to buy time. And then, something weird happened. A ghostly white haze crept up behind Aniom and formed into the shape of a young girl. The girl wrapped her arms around Aniom’s neck, dragging him to the ground. Aniom twisted and struggled, but he couldn’t escape her grip. Kiana just stared at the phantom before she heard the words, “Do it. Please.” Kiana gulped and walked hesitantly towards Aniom’s thrashing form. She looked from her knife to Aniom(Arik Schneider) before plunging it down in his chest. Soon, he lay still, and the ghost of Prim dissipated into the air, leaving a confused Kiana behind. 
Kaitlyn(Cashmere) has died. 


Chandler(Haymitch) has died. 


Arik(Aniom) has died.
1/10, 9:35pm
Karina Eide
I'll work on calculating sponsor gifts, and those will be out to you shortly. (:


Jan 10

You named the conversation: Catching Fire - Phase 6 (Ends Sunday @ 9pm).
1/10, 9:43pm
Benjamin
Spooky Ghosties?
1/10, 9:49pm
Karina Eide
Sponsor gifts have been sent out!
A loud buzzing is heard in the arena. An insect swarm is on the horizon!


January 12
1/12, 8:21pm
Karina Eide
I'm feeling quite sick today. I can't guarantee that I can release results to tonight, but all actions will be due at 9pm. I'll see if I feel better by 9, but it seems unlikely at this point. Sorry everyone!
1/12, 9:04pm
Karina Eide
The phase is over! No more actions can be sent in! I'll try to get the next phase started, but I might take a little bit longer. > _ <
1/12, 9:32pm
Karina Eide
I'm ending this phase without a story since I'm not in the right mind to write it. X_X I'll try to post it tomorrow if I can, but here are the results: 
Shayne(Wiress) has died. 


Hannah(Seeder) has died. 


Josh(Mark) has died. 


Tai(Chaff) has died. 
An earthquake shakes the arena. After a few minutes, the trembles stop, but not before the earthquake has taken its toll...
1/12, 9:34pm
Hannah Kare - I will be praying for health to speedily head your way. 
1/12, 9:36pm
Karina Eide
Thank you, Hannah. I really appreciate it.
1/13, 9:38pm
Karina Eide
Anger was a powerful thing. It was a driving force, something that kept her alive when nothing else did. She lived because of her will that was driven by anger. She had people to avenge and people to destroy, and she would fight until the end to make sure she got what she wanted. Johanna gripped her axes tightly in her hands. She was lucky to find a pair at Cornucopia, and they had been serving her well ever since. Johanna doubted if there was a tribute left in the arena that could defeat her as long as she held these. 
Her next target was the morphling woman. Johanna was honestly surprised that she had lasted so long considering how utterly sickly the woman looked at the opening parade. Perhaps she was hiding some hidden talents after all. Johanna stalked through the forest until she found the familiar scent of flame. It had to be her and her alliance. No lone tribute would dare light a fire so near the end of the Games. Johanna stalked forward and pressed herself against the side of a tree before looking out towards the fire. Kiana held a stick over the fire with two fish, which Johanna assumed were from the waters at the Cornucopia. The pale, yellow-skinned woman occasionally rotated her stick, but she otherwise stayed motionless, her eyes fixated on the fire. Johanna grinned. It was the perfect opportunity to attack. Her allies seemed to be away at the moment, and there was no telling when they would come back... So she had to attack now. 
Johanna threw her first axe, but it barely missed Kiana and instead went straight into the flames, scattering fire and burning wood all around. Kiana screeched as some of the burning wood hit her skin. She brought out her dagger, but moving hurt so much that she unconsciously slowed herself down. Johanna took the advantage and hit Kiana with her second axe. Kiana let out a choked gasp as she fell back to the ground. Ugh. She really wished she had some morphling right now. Dying with a clear mind was too painful. There were too many things to think of and regret when you had a clear mind. At least, she’d find be able to see her family and friends again in a land where the Capitol had no rule. Kiana(Athena) fell limp. 
Athena(Kiana) has died.
1/13, 9:58pm
Athena
I have regrets. 
1/13, 9:58pm
1/14, 3:33pm
Karina Eide
Loud and pained shrieks echoed across the arena that night. Certain tributes found themselves unable to sleep because of the agonized cries of those they held dear.
Karina Eide


Woof had always joked to himself that when he died, he would have liked to die in the arms of beautiful woman. Now that he was in the Hunger Games, he took it back. He really, really took it back. Woof gasped for air as he stumbled through the forest, desperately looking for a hiding spot where he could lose his female pursuers.  An axe tumbled through the air and struck the tree beside him, and Woof scampered on. He was old, and he knew it. It was lucky that he had lasted so long in the Games anyways considering he was a good few decades older than the rest of the competition. Acting like a senile idiot had bought him time, but they were down to the final four already. Acting wouldn’t save him now. 


Eventually, Woof could run no longer. He tumbled to the ground just before a rocky cliff, his back pressing against the wall as he heaved in for air. “E tu, Glacia?” Woof joked half-heartedly as his old alliancemate walked towards him, her sword at her side. Alliances had to dissolve eventually, and he was the weaker party...


“Nothing against you personally, Woof. It’s just the Hunger Games,” Glacia said with a shrug. “Now, let’s get this over with, shall we?” Woof(Josiah Tey) closed his eyes as Glacia stabbed the sword through his chest. Well, if he had to die, he guessed he at least wouldn’t be bored anymore. 


From the distance, Ava watched as Glacia took her kill. She lowered her dart gun and sighed with relief. Her prey had been taken. How lucky! She turned and vanished back into the forest to prepare for the final battle up ahead. 


Josiah(Woof) has died.
1/14, 9:33pm
Karina Eide
All wise tributes hid as a storm of wild, shrieking monkeys flooded the arena. By the time they left, the tributes had a foreboding feeling that something was missing.


Maggie
Attention! 
Because the finale is coming up, the results will take longer before they are out. Kare is writing an incredible story (I hope you're all prepared to read it  ), but it will take time. So just have patience. That is all. Thank you.
1/15, 9:35pm
Kaitlyn
 Kare. It's gonna be awesome guys. Cuz KARE!!!
1/15, 9:36pm
Elizabeth Kare's amazing 
'Nuff said
1/15, 9:38pm
Abby
I can't wait! #ontheedgeofmyseat
1/15, 10:07pm
Karina Eide
I'm finally done! Just give me a moment to format it, you impatient people. 
1/15, 10:08pm
Josiah
Wooot.... dun dun dun
1/15, 10:08pm
Karina Eide
A chill ran down Johanna’s neck. Her head snapped up as she madly searched through the trees for the sound of the voice. “Johanna? What’s wrong?” Ava rubbed Johanna’s arm gently as she watched Johanna’s gaze flicker right and left. 
“I know that voice,” Johanna said weakly. The shriek of pain came again, and Ava covered her ears. Johanna couldn’t even bring herself to do that. All she could do was stand in horror as the memories came back to her. “Mom.” Johanna took a step forward. Another cry. “Mom!” Johanna burst into a run as she blindly ran through the forest. She knew it was stupid. She knew that her parents had been killed long ago, but she couldn’t just stand there. Another blood-curdling scream came, and Johanna dropped down on her knees, her axes slipping from her grip. She jammed her hands over her ears trying to block the voices out. How would the Capitol have her mother’s voice? How could they do thi- Johanna’s eyes widened. They couldn’t have… Johanna stared up into the trees where she saw a black bird with a white crest staring down at her. It opened its beak and let out another piercing cry. “No… No… No, no… This is when they…” A tear slipped from the eye of the normally composed Johanna. 
Ava rushed up to Johanna, breathing heavy. “Johanna?” Ava’s voice dropped off when she saw the state Johanna was in. “Shh… It’s all right.” Ava tiptoed near Johanna before wrapping the woman in a hug. “They’re just voices. They can’t hurt you. Just shut them out.” 
Johanna clung onto Ava as the screams continued to echo around them. “It’s not okay! This is from when they…” Johanna gulped. “This is from when they killed my family! It’s not enough that they just killed them, but they tortured them too!” Ava didn’t say anything. There was nothing she could say that would make it better. Instead, she quietly held Johanna in her arms until the Jabberjays finally flew away. After a few moments, Johanna leaned away from Ava and rubbed her eyes. She looked at Ava and then down at the ground before mumbling, “Thanks. Really.” 
Ava smiled kindly and stood up before offering Johanna a hand. Johanna took it and got up, grabbing her axes as she did so. “Come on, let’s go finish this,” Johanna said. Ava nodded, and the two set off. After an hour of searching, they spotted a certain tribute in the distance. Johanna glanced over towards Ava and saw the woman trembling as she stared at Glacia. Johanna let out a short sigh before saying, “I’ll take care of it. You stay here, okay?” 
Ava blinked in surprise before whispering, “Thank you.” Johanna snorted before turning away. She took in a deep breath before walking through the underbrush, hardly making a sound. She was in hunting mode now, and she would let nothing distract her. Once she reached seven feet away from Glacia, she readied the axe in her right hand before flinging it at Glacia’s head. Glacia barely managed to duck down as the axe implanted solidly in a tree. Glacia drew her sword and brandished it before her. 
“I knew this would come eventually… Well, I suppose we had better get this over with,” Glacia said grimly. The two waited a moment longer before lunging at each other. Glacia took the first swing, slicing at Johanna’s chest. The sword hit air as Johanna ducked to the ground and rolled past Glacia. Johanna jumped to her feet and hacked down at Glacia who managed to parry the blow. They continued to exchange blows, and Johanna was forced back step by step. “No where to run now,” Glacia growled as she swung at Johanna. As she brought the sword across, she noticed Johanna’s concentrated face turn into a smirk. Panic flooded her. Something was wrong. 
“I win.” Johanna brought her first axe against Glacia’s sword, sending her back a few steps. And then… she released it, sending Glacia stumbling back. Johanna yanked her second axe out from the tree behind her and threw it, hitting Glacia in the chest. Glacia(Parker Johnson) coughed twice before falling to the ground. 
Johanna gave a sigh of relief and turned to a shady bunch of trees. “Ava, it’s over.” Ava stepped out from the trees and gave Johanna a relieved smile. It was only when the two got closer to each other that they realized one grim fact: they were the only tributes left in the arena. Johanna’s gaze dropped as soon as she realized it. How could she have been so stupid? Getting attached to another tribute was one of the dumbest things to do, and she swore that she would never let it happen… Yet it did. 
Ava looked at Johanna sadly and clasped one of Johanna’s hands, letting the axe slip and fall harmlessly to the ground. “Johanna, I want to thank you for helping me these past few days. I know I haven’t known you long, but I feel like we’ve gotten close. You’re so much more than I took you for when I saw you in the tribute parade. You’re not harsh. You’re kind. You helped me when even my father was unable to help me. You’ve done so much for me, so thank you. Really.” Ava bowed her head as her voice cracked at the end. 
Johanna opened her mouth to say something, but Ava cut her off, “Please listen to me, Johanna. Please.” Johanna bit her lip. She didn’t think that she liked where this was going. “I want you to win the Games for me.” Johanna froze. No, she didn’t like it at all. “I’ve lost everything in these Games, Johanna. I don’t have a father anymore, and I’ve killed so many people to get this far…I don’t have it in me to kill my best friend, not when there is so little waiting for me at home. Living would be torture for me, Johanna. I don’t think I could wake up and face each morning knowing that I had killed you and so many others.” Tears dripped from Ava’s face as she clutched Johanna’s hand tightly. “I know it’s selfish of me to ask this of you because I know it had to hurt for you too, but… will you ki-… no. Will you win the Hunger Games for me? Johanna, you’re a wonderful person, and I know that you will live and thrive outside of this horrible arena. So please do this… for me.” 
Johanna shook slightly as she stared at the two hands that clasped on to hers. She was quiet for a few moments before saying weakly, “Fine… I’ll do it.” 
“Thank you.” Ava gripped Johanna’s hands tightly. “Thank you.” Ava released Johanna’s hand and closed her eyes. As Johanna looked at her, she couldn’t help but feel fear, doubt, and pain. She wrenched her eyes shut as she raised the axe in her right hand and struck Ava(Joy Feria) in the neck, killing her instantly. 
Johanna let the axe slip from her hands as Ava’s body fell to the ground. When she opened her eyes, tears were openly flowing. “I’m so sorry, Ava. I’m so sorry I couldn’t do anything to save you.” Johanna collapsed on her knees and wept as the final cannon sounded. 
Parker Johnson(Glacia) has died. 


Joy(Ava) has died. 
The 75th Annual Hunger Games has drawn to a conclusion. Benjamin(Johanna) is our new victor!
1/15, 10:08pm
Josiah
What I thought
Congratz
1/15, 10:08pm
Elizabeth
WOOOOOOOOO!
1/15, 10:08pm
Maggie
No spamming with congratulations, guys.
1/15, 10:09pm
Daniel
Congratulations to Benjamin
Oh.
Sorry.
XD
1/15, 10:09pm
Maggie
Let people read the story.
And go away and congratulate him personally. 
AND READ THE STORY FOR GOODNESS SAKE.
1/15, 10:10pm
Joshua
And then post a summary for us
1/15, 10:10pm
Maggie
NO, READ IT, JOSH. -glares sternly at Joshua-
1/15, 10:11pm
Daniel
The story was actually really good and really moving.
*props* and *applesauce* for Kare.
1/15, 10:12pm
Elizabeth
That story was wonderful, Mumsie!  -wild applause-
1/15, 10:12pm
Karina Eide
It was "actually" really good? Thanks Danny.  It was really great writing it. Credit goes to Tei for some of the ideas. Brainstorming was great. 
1/15, 10:12pm
Daniel
Well, most of my stories are very wire-esque
Parker
Joy you back stabber!!!!!!!!
1/15, 10:12pm
Abby
THAT WAS BEAUTIFUL
1/15, 10:12pm
Daniel 
so compared to mine, yes, it was very good.
1/15, 10:12pm
Parker
Ahhhhh
1/15, 10:12pm
Kaitlyn Hasegawa
that was fantastico 
1/15, 10:12pm
Parker
Noooo
1/15, 10:13pm
Abby 
(/)
1/15, 10:13pm
Parker
How though? did Ben have 2 kills?
1/15, 10:13pm
Jeremy
That is soooooo epic!!!
Karina Eide


Ben had a mechanic where he gained a second kill upon the death of Gloss.
Josh
The odds were not in your favor! c ;
1/15, 10:16pm
Hannah
Congrats to Ben. Amazing story writing, Kare. 
Karina Eide
Oh come now. It's fairly well known that we give all of the popular/strong characters bonus powers. (Careers, Prim, Haymitch, ect.)
1/15, 10:19pm
Karina Eide
For anyone who wants to read all of the rpms of the characters. I'm adding a link in the Catching Fire signup post.  
And I'm glad that people enjoyed the finale story!
1/15, 10:19pm
Joy
And Karina, beautiful stories  you are quite gifted
Karina Eide
Thanks Joy and Hannah. ^^ I had a great time writing the stories, and I'm so thankful that people enjoyed reading them! 
Thanks for participating in Catching Fire, everyone! You all made it a great game, and it was so much fun to co-host with Tei! ^^
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