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		Description

In the not so distant future 12 colts and 12 mares will fight to the death over a period of 7 weeks. One can win, be crowed Victor. Winning will make you famous, losing means certain death! "May the odds be EVER in your favor." When 12 year old Daisy volunteeres for her best friend Fluttershy when her name is drawn at the reaping, she see's it as a way to keep her safe. But young Daisy is rebelious, and this will not stop the fact that the capital Canterlot must held responsable for her perants death. No matter what the personal cost!
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		[1] The Reaping



[1] The Reaping.
The unwanted sun light flutters into the room, forcing me to wake to the day I’ve been dreading for months. It's the day of my first reaping. I stretch out reaching for the warmth my little sister Lily provides, only to find the rough canvas of the mattress. "Lily" I whisper going into panic mode. This started to happen after Mother and Father were shot in the head after they were wrongly accused of stealing from the harvest. They didn’t. District 11 Peace ponies are tough. And I hate them. "Lily" I call again. She comes rushing in. “Shhh, its ok, its ok” she says stroking my mane. “Look I made you something.” She says turning to show me a breakfast platter. Water melon, (that I got illegally from the woods that surrounds our district) Eggs, (That I stole illegally from a birds nest in the woods) and bacon. (That I traded a melon from the woods for. So yes it’s illegal.) “Thanks sweetie, but I can’t, I have to meet Golden Delicious in the woods.” She carefully places the platter next to my game bag on the floor. “At least take it with you, I’ll get some plastic” She runs of into the kitchen of our small house. It has three small rooms. A small kitchen and living room as one, a bedroom and tiny bathroom. My older sister Rose walks into our room. “Going to the woods are we.”
“Yup”
“No you’re not. There are thousands of peace ponies round her today.”
“There are thousands of peace ponies around every day!” I’m shouting now. It’s becoming automatic, me having to be right. “Fine see if I care. I’ll just laugh when they call your name and you’re not there!”
“Sure, and you know I’ll be back before two.” That’s when we have to be in the Town Square to wait in the blistering heat to see witch ponies are going to their death from our district this year. I grab my game bag and bounce it out the door. Our fence is supposed to have a hard core electric current running through it 24 hours a day. But it doesn’t. So all that’s left to face is the guard towers placed evenly apart so nopony can get out. So that’s why you don’t try to get passed them, well I don’t any way. On the outskirts of town is an old house that nopony lives in. So because there is a house there no watch towers. You know, for privacy. Not that we get a lot of it any way. There’s a barb wire topping on all around the top of the fence. So you can’t go over it, you have to go under it. So telling the short story, there’s a gap I can fit under if I crawl. I arrive at the back of the house as the sun is finally up over the hills, making it 10:00 so I have four hours. I creep under the fence, checking I don’t have any pursuers. I never do but better safe than sorry. It takes half an hour to hike to our rendezvous spot. At the top of a large, steep hill concealed by trees. He sits there on a rock, sorting through dandelions and wild turnips. My best friend, the only one outside of my family who I openly trust. Golden Delicious.  “Hey” I say as I sit next to him. “Look what Lily made us” I say pulling out the spread. “Wow” is all he says. He’s 18 like me sister but they don’t really even talk. I know him better than anypony, so it doesn’t take long to figure out something is wrong. But I don’t get the chance to ask before he blurts it out. “Do you ever get the feeling you could really do something good, no, great if we didn’t live in the hell hole we do today?” I sigh. He says these things all the time but I tolerate them. It’s not that I don’t agree, trust me I do. But somepony hearing us is the last thing we need. “Well…”
“And the keep us locked up here with the games and the hunger and the…”
“Shhh, I do know ok, I do.”
“Then why don’t we do something about it!”
“NO!” I say standing up. “That sort of thinking is forbidden, no more of it, so shut up and eat your eggs!” I yell. It’s quiet until we finish eating. “Soooo…” I say in a flat tone trying to start up conversation. “So what.” He spits back, clearly annoyed with me. “Soooo, what do you want to do?” I ask in an attempt at lightness. “Start an uprising.” I hear him mumble. “What’s that hear, go fishing?” He giggles as he stands up to brush himself of. “Ok, let’s get going.” He says. I smile because I don’t know what I’d do without him.
“See you in the square.” He says after we split today’s gatherings. “Yup” I confirm. As if we have a choice, I want to say but I hardly can when peace ponies are beginning to fill the district. I trot home in silence to get ready for the reaping when Fluttershy joins me. “Hello Daisy.”
“Hi Fluttershy, lovely dress.” She’s wearing a lovely white frilly dress that’s probably been handed down her family for generations. “Thanks, what’s in the bag?” she asks. “Oh, just the usual.” She will know what I mean. I can’t really say illegal stuff from the woods. She’s a good friend of mine to. I took her out to the woods once but it terrified her. Never again. “Well I have to go Fluttershy. Wait for me in the square.” 
“Ok.” She replies. Our names are in the ball once because it’s only our first reaping but as we get older our names will be entered one more time each year we get older. But say you poor and starving you can opt to have your name added 1 more time for some oil and grain. This is called tesserae. Yeah sucks to be my family. Rose took 3 tesserae’s at the age of 12 to try to keep us all fed after mother and father were killed. She won’t let me take one so I’m not worried about me, I’m worried about Rose and Golden Delicious. Rose has 10 entries in the glass ball with thousands. Golden, 8. I have one there’s a good chance I will not be chosen to fight to the death this year. But what about the next? When Rose can’t take tesserae? What if I was chosen? These thoughts are so terrifying I push them right out of my mind and walk through the door. Lily walks out in my first set of reaping clothes. A neat sky blue dress. Her blonde mane pinned up into a bun. “Well don’t you look stunning little petal.” I say this makes her blush. “Hehe, Rose left some warm water for you to bathe in.” I swam in the lake were Golden and I fish, so I’m pretty clean. But I don’t turn down the bath. ”Thanks.” I say walking into the bathroom. I walk in on Rose Securing her Red and pink mane into a bun to. “Sorry.” I say beginning to back out. “No, it’s ok I’m almost done” She say putting the last pin in place. She wears a light green dress with white flat shoes. “Ok.’’
“I’m sorry about yelling earlier.”
“It’s ok, I get it.”
“So were cool?”
“Yeah.”
“Sweet I just didn’t want to get picked and to, you know not get a chance to make up.”
“Yeah it’s ok.” She leaves me to bathe. I wash my green mane and tail and my purple coat. Once I’ve dried of, I put on my reaping clothes, a tight fitting pink dress and braid my mane but just leave my tail. When I re-enter the kitchen I find my sisters picking at dandelions. “Any left for me There girls?” Rose gives me a half-hearted smile. “Yup.” I’m just about to eat when the bell rings signalling it’s time to move to the square. “No!” Lily protests as she falls into my arms. “It’s ok” I promise. “I only have one entry.’’ 
“I know, it’s just...”
DONG DONG DONG!
“Look we have to go now” Says rose detaching Lily off my back. “Ok.” She sniffs putting all four hooves on the ground.

I meet Fluttershy in the crowd. She flutters on over to me. “Ready?” She asks in her sweet tone. ”Yes.” I reply with an unsteady voice. We wait in line moving one step at a time. When we get closer, we start to hear a zapping sound followed by “next” this goes on right up until we can see. It’s peace ponies zapping your hoof to take blood and ordering the next one forward. Fluttershy’s reaction is instant her face goes ghost white as she tries to back away just to bump into Flitter. “Watch it!” She says clearly as nervous. “S-sorry.” She stutters. “It’s ok.” I tell her. She gulps down her fear and stamps a hoof into the dirt. “Ok.” She replies, still unsure. “Next.” Says the peace Pony ordering me forward. I Step closer and let her take my blood. It’s all I can do not to wince. I will give nopony that satisfaction.  I wait for the small yelp the signal’s Fluttershy’s right behind me. We go and line up ready for the names to be called. Right the Giselle trots on stage and introduces herself. She’s a light blue mare with an orange mane, that I decide must be a wig because it’s flawless. Today she wears a brown and white dress complete with pearls. “But before we draw the names, I have a special film, all the way from Canterlot!” She pipes in that silly capital accent. “I just can’t get enough of that film, so… deep, so thought provoking, right!” No I think to myself. “Ok, Mares first!” I feel the whole of district 11 hold their breath. I am only able to form one thought. “Don’t let it be Rose, Don’t let it be Golden.” And it’s not either of them.
It’s Fluttershy.

			Author's Notes: 
Kinda based on the real book by Suzanne Collins but not really. :P
If you want to sponser a tribute coent who and what you would like to snd them. heres the list.
-1 liter water
-5 arrows (if player has bow)
-bean stew
-loaf of bead
-fever pills
-burn medicine
-bandages


	
		[2] The Train



[2] The Capital.
Fluttershy! How could it be Fluttershy? She’s a merchant. She had one entry. ONE! One in thousands!  How the small timid Pegasus I have known for years could, be headed for her death! “I Volunteer!”  I scream before I can stop the words from leaving my mouth. “Don’t take her!” I say unable to stop shouting. “Well um….” Giselle seems excited with the turn of events. “This certainly is a fun day for all!”
“No!” I hear from the crowd. “No don’t take my big sister!” Lily. How could I forget the fact that my little sister has to watch me die now? Peace Ponies start to push me up to the stage. “Hooves off!” I say. They seemed startled by the intensity in my voice and let go immediately. I mount the stage not letting any pony know how terrified I am. Nopony gets that satisfaction from me. I spot rose in the crowed, stock still. “I…I…I volente…”
“No! Rose!” I scream. “Lily” and that’s all I need to say to get her to shut up. “So dear, what’s your name?” I see Lily struggling with a couple of Peace ponies as I manage to get out “Daisy.”
“Well Daisy, who have you stole the spotlight off hmmm?”
“My friend, Fluttershy.”
“Well then, are you excited?” It’s comments like this that make me want to scream. And this time I have nothing to lose. I’m a contender in their games. I’m going to die for their entertainment. I have nothing to lose! “Excited, about dyeing so you ponies can cheer on my murderer!?! I don’t think so!” I slap Giselle across the face so hard she falls of the stage. “Hmp.” I say turning away from the sight of the pony lying on the ground. I find my older sister in the crowd. She gives me a look and uses a hoof to point to Lily, who is still crying and hanging onto Rose. At first I’m confused. Then I realise, the game ponies will probably punish me in the arena. They could do anything from setting the area I’m in on fire to releasing a band of mutts onto me. The word mutt is short for mutations. Animals and plants genetically modified by the Capital used to harm ponies on the rebel side in the dark days. They were all sent off to die but some managed to adapt into the wild. And I love how it’s a slap in the Face to the Capital. “Well I never!” She manages through a few choking sobs. “Serves you right!” I mutter. She manages to clamber back up the wooden stairs to the temporary stage and wipers into the microphone. “And now f-for the colts.” You can see a black eye beginning to form but with the amount of makeup the capital has to offer, you won’t be able to notice. Her magic digs around in the glass ball until it claps a small white piece of paper. And on the inside could still be Golden’s Name. “I swear, if you say Golden Delicious, you can consider yourself dead!” I snap. She gulps as she nervously looks at the name and almost sighs with relief. “Caramel.” The *Insert bad word her* can consider herself dead. Of course it has to be the pony I shared my first kiss with. It was the last day of the harvest and it was as hot as I can remember. We were about to head home when he pulled me behind an apple tree and kissed me strait on the lips. We were pretty good friends then but after that, we just sort of… drifted…apart. He looks shocked but still climbs the stairs to stand firmly next to me. “Well then, mares and gentalcolts, may I present to you, the rather brash.” When she says this she looks at me. It’s all I can do not to slap her again. “Contestants of the 73rd Pony Games!” She waits for applause but none is forth coming so instead she whispers to us “Well shake hooves you to. Try not to break him too.” Then she leads us into the Justice building. I manage to look over Giselle’s shoulder to see a last glimpse of the district I will probably never see again after today. I try to make my brain absorb everything about the square but I don’t have enough time, so instead I get a massive headache. A couple of Peace Ponies take over Giselle’s job of leading me through he Justice Building ten pushes me into a room and shuts the door before I can do him any damage. “Hmp” I moan as I flop onto a red velvet couch. I find myself rubbing my hoof back and forth over the fabric, it’s nothing like I’ve touched before. Soft and inviting, but a harsh knock at the wooden door interrupts my thoughts as Lily burst through followed by Rose Then Fluttershy. “Daisy!” Cries Lily as she latches forward onto me. “I’m sorry.” I mumble. “I’m sorry but I had to do it!” Fluttershy’s in on the hug now. Silent tears streaming down her face as she tries not to make the horrible chocking sounds she makes when she cries. I have to supers my tears because if I come out of this room all red eyed and puffy faced, the other tributes will see me as a weakling. Not only that but I won’t get sponsors. Sponsors are anonymous ponies from the districts and the Capital who can pay an extravagant amount of money to send a small gift to a tribute. Even small gifts can mean the difference between life and death but you really want a gift from a Capital sponsor. Somepony that can afford to spend a little extra. But they won’t sponsor a pony that’s snivelling and crying. No. You will be rewarded for brashness and bravery. While I was pretty brash at the reaping, if I leave this room crying it will do nothing to support my actions in the square. Soon Rose surrounds us all. But I know we only have 10 minutes for our goodbyes. So I mange to break away from the ponies that have entwined me in their arms*. “We don’t have much time.” I whisper to them quietly. “Golden will bring you game and fruit you can both eat and sell. Don’t take any tesserae from them ok. You won’t need to.” Fluttershy’s mouth is moving but no sound is coming out. She clears her throat, sniffs away more tears and says “I’m quite close to Pinkie, you know, the one at the bakery, I can probably get her to give me a discount on bread I can give to you. If you want.”
“We do want. Please” Says Rose remembering her manners right at the last minute. “Ok” moths Fluttershy. We all fall back into embrace right before a Peace Pony comes in to tell us “Times up. Get Out!”
“No!” screams Lily. I hate him for putting her through this. I hate Celestia, for when her student Twilight Sparkle died and she lost it. I hate the Capital for just sitting by and watching the districts starve as they wait for a new batch of Ponies to come and die for them. “No!” I scream breaking away from the choking hug. “I want more time!” I scream closing in on the Peace Pony Who is retracing his steps out the door. “Well I’d like to give you more time but I…”
“No! You wouldn’t like to give us more time! If you did You Would!” I scream right up in his face. Then I kick him right where it hurts and he falls to the floor at my hooves. I turn around to see every pony standing up. Lily is sobbing on Roses back as they head towards me, the door and the Peace Pony clutching himself in the doorway. “I love you.” Says Rose placing our fathers gold chain with my mother diamond ring on it around my neck and kisses me on the nose. “I love you to!” Screams Lily, demanding her voice be heard her hind legs hang of Rose as the rest of her is around my neck. Fluttershy puts her back onto before she steps over the Peace Pony. Fluttershy hangs back to give me a hug and to say “Thank you.” And then she’s gone. Gone. Gone. It seems to be the only word ratting around in my mind. Then I hear my name being called. I look out the still open door and down the hallway to see Golden looking around franticly. He sees me and my guard and puts two and two together but not before running to me. He embraces me and I don’t hesitate before I return the gesture. There has never been anything more than our very close friendship between us. Despite what other ponies in our district might think. “I will bring them food.” Says Golden. 
“I know.” I reply. 
“I love you.” This is just annoying. One minute I have to deal with the fact that I’m headed to my death, and next I’m supposed to deal with this. “I know.” I say. And trust me, I know that this is the worst response possible but then he kisses me in full, caresses my face and runs of down the hall. I sigh and plonk down on the hard wooden floor. After what seems like forever. Giselle enters through the door that’s still opens and tells me it’s time to get on the train. Caramel waits awkwardly behind her. I can’t stop the flow of red the reaches my cheek as we look each other in the eye for the first time in 3 years. Our eyes flit away in unison. When we’re back out in the square, the Camera Ponies descend on us and the bright flashes blind us from all angles. But through the flashes I make out something brighter, shiner, and I immediately know what it is. The Tribute Train. Capable of 250 km per hour, or something like that. I don’t really listen in class. Once the Camera Ponies are done gobbling up our faces we are allowed to take refuge in the train. The first thing I see is the food. Oh the delicacies! This of course fills me with rage considering we starve while these selfish ponies fill up on this spread. I run to the nearest window, open it, and begin to throw the food out the window. I see ponies of all different colours, ages and races catching the food, giving it to the younger ponies, eating it. It makes me happy to make the ponies of my district that I will never see again smile. Then Giselle tries to stop me but my hoof ends up in her face again sending her flying. She sits in the corner of the train, her hoof protectively cupping her nose were the blood has begun to flow. The train starts to move and I’m startled by the speed at first. I look around expecting to see everything flying of the tables but it remands glued to the table. I pick up a china vase, just to make sure it’s not glued down. I know there was no glue when it shatters to the floor and cuts my front left hoof. I swear under my breath. “Let me help you.” Says Caramel as he starts to pick up the razor shards of the vase. “No, I’m ok.” I say pushing him away and picking up everything to take it to the bin. “Ok, are sur…?”
“I’m sure” I say brushing off his offer. A kind Caramel will make things more complicated. And this is already much to complicate for me. So before he can say anything further, I leave the room and enter one of the slumber train cars. The train ride will be over night, so each slumber car is complete with, a bathroom, bed and wardrobe, with any selection of fine garments at my disposal. I realise I’m tracking Blood everywhere from the vase incident, so I head into my bathroom and wash away the blood and wait for the wound to set. It sucks that they will chuck you into the arena no matter what condition you’re in. After I’m done with my hoof, I pace around my room for hours until somepony calls me for dinner. I trot trough 2 more cars until I reach the dining car were Caramel, Giselle and the pony who I realise will be my mentor for the troubling weeks to come. Apple Fritter. She is the last pony from our district who won the games. Come to think of it, I can’t even remember how she did it. All I know is that she won. “Hi.” She says causally. “Hello.” Says Caramel. I say nothing. I just sit as far away from Giselle as I can. I look around the car. All the expensive things they have when we live in filth and grime. “As you probably will have figured out, I will be your mentor for the games.” As she says this, a group of ponies bring out a small dish of pea green broth dotted with small pieces if corn. We dig in as she keeps talking. I’m not really listing but I’ve only just finished my broth when out comes another dish. A dandelion, apple and carrot salad on a bed of white rice with a thick brown sauce running down the side of it. I can’t slow down this time and the whole thing is gone in 7 minutes flat! “Slow down!” Says Apple Fritter. “If you eat too fast, It will be making it’s reappearance in no time.” But I certainly don’t listen when the last dish comes out. Pure white ice cream with frozen fruity sauces ringing the outside of the desert. After I’ve inhaled that, I make an effort to listen to what’s being said at the dinner table. “So when you’re in training, don’t show of your special skills. Save them for the private sessions with the game makers at the end of the week.” Special skills. I don’t have many of those. “And when you’re in the presence of cameras, which will be a lot of the time, don’t do anything to stupid.” She looks at me when she says the last part and I hear Giselle mumble in agreement. This sets me off again. “I’ll do what I like thank you I say getting up from the table and leaving. “I’ll get her.” I hear Caramel say. I don’t what him to come get me, I thought I made it very clear I wanted to be left alone. We were both 8 when we had our little moment but I haven’t forgotten it. Nor will I ever. “Apple Fritter was just trying to keep you safe.” This rubs me the wrong way. “You need to let ponies help you and stop taking your anger out them physically. Where here and it’s not their fault. There sincerely try to help us but if you treat them like that. The sincerity will go away.” He says. “But I don’t want help! I just want this to all be over. And will be when I’m dead soon!” And with that I storm of into my room and release what I’ve been holding in all day. Tears.

			Author's Notes: 
* Do ponies have arms???


	images/cover.jpg





