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Dedication

To my lovely Jo





Allegiances

    
        
            
            
        
        
            	 
            	THUNDERCLAN
        



	LEADER
	SQUIRRELSTAR—dark ginger she-cat with green eyes and one white paw


	DEPUTY 
	IVYPOOL—silver-and-white tabby she-cat with dark blue eyes


	MEDICINE CATS 
	JAYFEATHER—gray tabby tom with blind blue eyes


	 
	ALDERHEART—dark ginger tom with amber eyes


	WARRIORS 
	(toms and she-cats without kits)


	 
	WHITEWING—white she-cat with green eyes


	 
	BIRCHFALL—light brown tabby tom


	 
	SUNBEAM—brown-and-white tabby she-cat


	 
	MOUSEWHISKER—gray-and-white tom


	 
	BAYSHINE—golden tabby tom


	 
	APPRENTICE, BRISTLEPAW (orange-and-white tabby she-cat)


	 
	POPPYFROST—pale tortoiseshell-and-white she-cat


	 
	LILYHEART—small, dark tabby she-cat with white patches and blue eyes


	 
	 NIGHTHEART—black tom


	 
	APPRENTICE, WAFFLEPAW (gray-and-brown tom)


	 
	BUMBLESTRIPE—very pale gray tom with black stripes


	 
	CHERRYFALL—ginger she-cat


	 
	MOLEWHISKER—brown-and-cream tom


	 
	APPRENTICE, STEMPAW (orange tabby tom)


	 
	CINDERHEART—gray tabby she-cat


	 
	FINCHLIGHT—tortoiseshell she-cat


	 
	APPRENTICE, GRAYPAW (white tom with gray spots)


	 
	BLOSSOMFALL—tortoiseshell-and-white she-cat with petal-shaped white patches


	 
	EAGLEWING—ginger she-cat


	 
	MYRTLEBLOOM—pale brown she-cat


	 
	DEWNOSE—gray-and-white tom


	 
	THRIFTEAR—dark gray she-cat


	 
	STORMCLOUD—gray tabby tom


	 
	HOLLYTUFT—black she-cat


	 
	HERNSONG—yellow tabby tom


	 
	HONEYFUR—white she-cat with yellow splotches


	 
	SPARKPELT—orange tabby she-cat


	 
	SORRELSTRIPE—dark brown she-cat


	 
	TWIGBRANCH—gray she-cat with green eyes


	 
	FINLEAP—brown tom


	 
	SHELLFUR—tortoiseshell tom


	 
	FERNSTRIPE—gray tabby she-cat 


	 
	PLUMSTONE—black-and-ginger she-cat


	 
	FLIPCLAW—brown tabby tom


	 
	LEAFSHADE—tortoiseshell she-cat


	 
	LIONBLAZE—golden tabby tom with amber eyes


	 
	SPOTFUR—spotted tabby she-cat


	QUEENS
	(she-cats expecting or nursing kits)


	 
	DAISY—cream long-furred cat from the horseplace


	ELDERS
	(former warriors and queens, now retired)


	 
	BRAMBLECLAW—dark brown tabby tom with amber eyes


	 
	THORNCLAW—golden-brown tabby tom


	 
	CLOUDTAIL—long-haired white tom with blue eyes


	 
	BRIGHTHEART—white she-cat with ginger patches


	 
	BRACKENFUR—golden-brown tabby tom


    	 
	SHADOWCLAN



	LEADER
	TIGERSTAR—dark brown tabby tom


	DEPUTY
	CLOVERFOOT—gray tabby she-cat


	MEDICINE CATS
	PUDDLESHINE—brown tom with white splotches


	 
	SHADOWSIGHT—gray tabby tom


	WARRIORS
	TAWNYPELT—tortoiseshell she-cat with green eyes


	 
	STONEWING—white tom


	 
	SCORCHFUR—dark gray tom with slashed ears


	 
	FLAXFOOT—brown tabby tom


	 
	SNOWBIRD—pure white she-cat with green eyes


	 
	YARROWLEAF—ginger she-cat with yellow eyes


	 
	GRASSHEART—pale brown tabby she-cat


	 
	WHORLPELT—gray-and-white tom


	 
	HOPWHISKER—calico she-cat


	 
	BLAZEFIRE—white-and-ginger tom


	 
	FLOWERSTEM—silver she-cat


	 
	SNAKETOOTH—honey-colored tabby she-cat


	 
	SLATEFUR—sleek gray tom


	 
	APPRENTICE, BIRCHPAW (light brown tom)


	 
	POUNCESTEP—gray tabby she-cat


	 
	LIGHTLEAP—brown tabby she-cat


	 
	GULLSWOOP—white she-cat 


	 
	SPIRECLAW—black-and-white tom


	 
	FRINGEWHISKER—white she-cat with brown splotches


	 
	DOVEWING—pale gray she-cat with green eyes


	QUEENS
	CINNAMONTAIL—brown tabby she-cat with white paws (mother to Firkit, a brown tabby tom, Streamkit, a gray tabby she-kit, Bloomkit, a black she-kit, and Whisperkit, a gray tom)


	ELDERS
	OAKFUR—small brown tom


    	 
	SKYCLAN


	LEADER
	LEAFSTAR—brown-and-cream tabby she-cat with amber eyes


	DEPUTY
	HAWKWING—dark gray tom with yellow eyes


	MEDICINE CATS
	FRECKLEWISH—mottled light brown tabby she-cat with spotted legs


	 
	FIDGETFLAKE—black-and-white tom


	MEDIATOR
	TREE—yellow tom with amber eyes


	WARRIORS
	SPARROWPELT—dark brown tabby tom


	 
	MACGYVER—black-and-white tom


	 
	DEWSPRING—sturdy gray tom


	 
	ROOTSPRING—yellow tom


	 
	NEEDLECLAW—black-and-white she-cat 


	 
	PLUMWILLOW—dark gray she-cat


	 
	SAGENOSE—pale gray tom


	 
	KITESCRATCH—reddish-brown tom


	 
	HARRYBROOK—gray tom


	 
	CHERRYTAIL—fluffy tortoiseshell-and-white she-cat


	 
	CLOUDMIST—white she-cat with yellow eyes 


	 
	TURTLECRAWL—tortoiseshell she-cat


	 
	RABBITLEAP—brown tom


	 
	WRENFLIGHT—golden tabby she-cat


	 
	REEDCLAW—small pale tabby she-cat


	 
	APPRENTICE, BEETLEPAW (white-and-black tabby tom)


	 
	MINTFUR—gray tabby she-cat with blue eyes


	 
	NETTLESPLASH—pale brown tom


	 
	TINYCLOUD—small white she-cat


	 
	PALESKY—black-and-white she-cat


	 
	VIOLETSHINE—black-and-white she-cat with yellow eyes


	 
	BELLALEAF—pale orange she-cat with green eyes


	 
	QUAILFEATHER—white tom with crow-black ears


	 
	PIGEONFOOT—gray-and-white she-cat


	 
	GRAVELNOSE—tan tom


	 
	SUNNYPELT—ginger she-cat


	 
	APPRENTICE, BEEPAW (white-and-tabby she-cat)


	 
	NECTARSONG—brown she-cat


	QUEENS
	BLOSSOMHEART—ginger-and-white she-cat (mother to Ridgekit, a reddish she-kit with a white nose, and Duskkit, a white tom with brown paws and ears)


	ELDERS 
	FALLOWFERN—pale brown she-cat who has lost her hearing


    	 
	WINDCLAN


	LEADER 
	HARESTAR—brown-and-white tom


	DEPUTY 
	CROWFEATHER—dark gray tom


	MEDICINE CATS 
	KESTRELFLIGHT—mottled gray tom with white splotches like kestrel feathers


	 
	APPRENTICE, WHISTLEPAW (gray tabby she-cat)


	WARRIORS
	NIGHTCLOUD—black she-cat


	 
	BRINDLEWING—mottled brown she-cat


	 
	APPLESHINE—yellow tabby she-cat


	 
	LEAFTAIL—dark tabby tom with amber eyes


	 
	WOODSONG—brown she-cat


	 
	EMBERFOOT—gray tom with two dark paws


	 
	BREEZEPELT—black tom with amber eyes


	 
	HEATHERTAIL—light brown tabby she-cat with blue eyes


	 
	CROUCHFOOT—ginger tom


	 
	SONGLEAP—tortoiseshell she-cat


	 
	SEDGEWHISKER—light brown tabby she-cat


	 
	FLUTTERFOOT—brown-and-white tom


	 
	SLIGHTFOOT—black tom with white flash on his chest


	 
	OATCLAW—pale brown tabby tom


	 
	HOOTWHISKER—dark gray tom


	QUEENS 
	LARKWING—pale brown tabby she-cat (mother to Stripekit, a gray tabby tom, and Brookkit, a black-and-white tom)


	 
	FEATHERPELT—gray tabby she-cat (mother to Leafkit, a white she-kit with gray spots; Branchkit, a white tom-kit; and Grasskit, an auburn she-kit)


	ELDERS
	WHISKERNOSE—light brown tom


	 
	GORSETAIL—very pale gray-and-white she-cat with blue eyes


    	 
	RIVERCLAN


	LEADER
	SPLASHTAIL—brown tabby tom


	DEPUTY
	BERRYHEART—black-and-white she-cat


	MEDICINE CATS
	MOTHWING—dappled golden she-cat


	 
	PODLIGHT—gray-and-white tom


	WARRIORS
	DUSKFUR—brown tabby she-cat


	 
	MINNOWTAIL—dark gray-and-white she-cat


	 
	MALLOWNOSE—light brown tabby tom


	 
	SHIMMERPELT—silver she-cat


	 
	LIZARDTAIL—light brown tom


	 
	SNEEZECLOUD—gray-and-white tom


	
	BRACKENPELT—tortoiseshell she-cat


	 
	FOGNOSE—gray-and-white she-cat


	 
	ICEWING—white she-cat with blue eyes


	 
	APPRENTICE, MISTPAW (tortoiseshell-and-white tabby she-cat)


	 
	OWLNOSE—brown tabby tom


	 
	HOLLOWSPRING—black tom


	 
	GORSECLAW—white tom with gray ears


	 
	SPARROWTAIL—large brown tabby tom


	 
	NIGHTSKY—dark gray she-cat with blue eyes


	 
	BREEZEHEART—brown-and-white she-cat


	 
	APPRENTICE, GRAYPAW (silver tabby tom)


	QUEENS
	HAVENPELT—black-and-white she-cat (mother to Floatkit, a tawny she-kit; Rapidkit, a gray-and-white she-kit; and Troutkit, a brown-and-white spotted tom)


	ELDERS
	MOSSPELT—tortoiseshell-and-white she-cat
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Prologue
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Splashstar woke. He lay still for a moment without opening his eyes, enjoying the warmth of his nest. His Clanmates were already awake, murmuring outside in hushed mews. The wind rustled the reeds in the marsh outside camp, and birds called from the trees downriver. Splashstar stretched and padded from his den. A cold mist still lingered over the marsh, but the sun was lifting high into a chilly blue sky, and his Clanmates were busy with their duties. He’d slept late. But why shouldn’t he? He was leader now. Leaders had privileges.

His plan to lie, to tell his Clanmates that StarClan had granted him nine lives, had worked perfectly. Now his warriors showed him respect where they had once expressed suspicion.

Shimmerpelt and Lizardtail were weeding rotten stalks from the camp wall while Gorseclaw and Sneezecloud pulled stale bedding from the warriors’ den. Splashstar purred quietly to himself, his breath billowing around him. He liked to watch his Clanmates work. Especially when he didn’t have to.

Harelight padded into camp. The white tom was dripping from the river, and he held a plump trout in his mouth. Splashstar swiped his tongue eagerly around his jaws. Harelight saw him and winked at him.

Irritation sparked in Splashstar’s chest. How dare his deputy look so pleased with himself? He’d been looking pleased with himself a lot lately. Where had he learned such arrogance? From Tigerstar? Perhaps the moons he’d spent living as a ShadowClan cat had made him think he was better than his Clanmates. Splashstar flexed his claws. I’m going to show you and everyone else that RiverClan warriors are the best.

Mallownose and Mistpaw followed Harelight into camp. They were carrying fish too. They crossed the clearing and dropped their catch onto the fresh-kill pile, but Splashstar didn’t take his eyes from Harelight. He wanted that fat trout. He was entitled to it, and he was hungry.

He padded toward the white tom and snatched the dangling tail of the trout with his teeth, yanking it from Harelight’s jaws. Turning away, he carried it to the edge of the clearing, where the rushes would shelter him from the cold wind as he ate. He’d enjoyed the look of surprise on Harelight’s face. He’d enjoyed not having to explain himself. He was going to enjoy this meal.

As he dropped the trout and crouched to eat, the rushes beside him quivered. He saw, with a start, a pale brown tail snaking away between the stems. Fear clutched at his belly. He recognized that fur. Not again! Stiffening with dread, he looked back across the clearing. His Clanmates were gone. The camp was deserted. Please, no! Horror began to worm its way up his spine. It can’t be! Panic gripped his heart. It mustn’t! A wail pressed in his throat, and he fought to swallow it back as he realized the awful truth. This is another dream!

Wake up! Wake up! He tried to struggle from sleep, but the dream wasn’t going to let him go. The rushes were still quivering, and every hair on his pelt seemed to shrink back into his flesh at the thought of following that tail. But he had no choice. His paws drew him forward as though the tail had hooked them and was dragging him after it.

Please wake up! He shook himself, wishing he were anywhere but here, pushing through the rushes, wading across the narrow channel of water, breaking out into a foggy clearing.

She was waiting, the mist thinning to reveal her matted fur.

Curlfeather.

Her pelt was torn and bloody as though the dogs Splashstar had set on her trail had only just finished ripping her apart. One of her ears was missing. Her cheek was gashed so deeply that when she turned her cold gaze on him, it looked as though her lip had opened into a mocking snarl that reached all the way to her eye.

“Hello, Splashtail.”

“Splashstar.” He wasn’t going to show her he was scared.

Amusement shone in her eyes. “Do you really think I’m going to call you that?”

“It’s my name—”

She cut him off. “We both know I should be RiverClan’s leader, if only you hadn’t been so greedy and killed me.”

“I did it for RiverClan!”

Her eyes narrowed to slits. “Do you really believe that?”

“Of course I do!”

“Then why is RiverClan such a mess?”

“It’s not.” Anger surged in Splashstar’s chest. “RiverClan is doing better than it has in moons. It has a leader who will make its warriors strong. It’s preparing for battle. By newleaf, RiverClan will control every territory around the lake!”

Curlfeather growled. “Do you think StarClan will let you, when they wouldn’t even give you their blessing?”

“I don’t need their blessing!” Splashstar snapped.

“And yet you told your Clan that you have it.” Curlfeather’s gaze sharpened with interest. “Which means you know its importance.”

“To the rest of RiverClan, maybe.” Splashstar glared back at her. “But they don’t understand yet that we control our lives, not StarClan.” Surely Curlfeather could see something that simple. “Until they do, it’s easier to just let them believe that StarClan gave me nine lives.”

“Nine lives would be useful, though, surely?”

“Only a weak leader needs nine lives!” Frustration stabbed Splashstar’s belly. “I’m not going to let a bunch of dead cats tell me what to do.” And that includes you. “I’m going to be stronger than you could ever imagine. I’m going to be leader of all the Clans.”

“Leader of all the Clans?” Curlfeather snorted. “How do you expect to achieve that? A moon ago RiverClan couldn’t even keep ShadowClan out of its camp. It’s like a kitten facing a fox.”

“That’s not true.” How could she have so little faith in her Clan?

“Every Clan is against you, Splashtail,” Curlfeather snarled. “There’s no way you can fight them all.”

“We might not have the strength yet,” Splashstar snarled back. “But I’m smart.”

“You think the other Clans aren’t?”

“I’ll be smarter!”

The look of disdain in Curlfeather’s eyes sent rage pulsing beneath Splashstar’s pelt. He wished this repulsive old warrior weren’t already dead so that he could kill her with his own claws.

“You’re not even smart enough to realize that your own Clan doesn’t like you,” she growled. “Don’t you know that Duskfur, Mothwing, and Icewing have been whispering in their Clanmates’ ears, trying to persuade them to turn on you and chase you out?” Splashstar stiffened but forced his fur flat. He wasn’t going to let her see that she’d alarmed him. “Even Harelight only half believes the nonsense you spew,” Curlfeather went on. “The only reason RiverClan tolerates you as their leader is because you’re not Tigerstar. They’d have accepted any cat if it meant keeping ShadowClan out of their camp. But if you push them, they’ll turn on you. They’ll chase you out of the camp like a diseased rat.”

“Shut up!” Splashstar wanted to slash his claws across her bloody face. He tried to lunge at her, lash out with his paw, but he couldn’t move. He was paralyzed by his dream. His rage, trapped inside him like a swarm of bees, throbbed in his chest and buzzed in his ears. She padded closer. Her wounds gaped red and wet like open mouths. He could smell her blood and see it glisten right down to the bone. Nausea churned in his belly and rose in his throat, but he could only growl at her helplessly as she stopped a muzzle-length away.

“You ruined everything by murdering me.” Curlfeather’s mew was hard with contempt. “I had a plan that would have worked. I had the respect of my Clanmates. And I had control over Frostpaw—real control, not just lies and threats. You even had to invent a fake medicine cat. I wouldn’t have needed to. And I wouldn’t have had to try to shut her up with a clumsy murder attempt. Frostpaw trusted me in a way she would never have trusted you. You made a mess of it all.” She narrowed her eyes to slits and let her gaze crawl over him like a spider. “I would have led RiverClan into a golden dawn, not a bloody sunset.”

“Shut up!” Fury burned in Splashstar’s belly. “Leave me alone! I’m sick of listening to you!”

“Leave you alone?” Curlfeather’s eyes flashed. “You murdered me! Then you tried to murder my kit!” She padded around him as he tried to struggle free of his nightmare. He willed himself again to wake up. “I will never let you go. I’ll always be beside you, because I want to watch you fail. I want to be there when your Clanmates turn on you. I want to see the other Clans drive you out.”

“Shut up!” Splashstar’s desperate yowl woke him. He jerked up his head, relieved to find himself safe in his nest inside the leader’s den. His pelt was clammy, and fear gripped his chest. But he was awake and free of Curlfeather. For now.

He pushed himself to his paws, trying not to tremble. He knew she’d be back. She’d be waiting for him to sleep. He dreamed of her every night now. But once RiverClan was triumphant, once it ruled the whole lake, she wouldn’t dare show her face again.

At least the vicious old fleabag had given him an important piece of information. Don’t you know that Duskfur, Mothwing, and Icewing have been whispering in their Clanmates’ ears, trying to persuade them to turn on you and chase you out? Even Harelight only half believes the nonsense you spew.

If what Curlfeather had said was true, he would have to act—and he would have to act soon.
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Nightheart could feel Sunbeam’s breath on his shoulder. It was warm, her muzzle buried deep in his fur. Around them, the damp river air was growing chilly, and Nightheart was uncomfortably aware how close they still were to the RiverClan camp.

Hidden here, at the top of the slope, they’d watched Splashtail murder Harelight in front of the whole Clan. The false leader had slit his deputy’s throat with a single swipe. And for what? Harelight had simply questioned him. And no cat had protested. Why? Because they believed he had StarClan’s blessing? Because they were afraid?

Nightheart glanced at Frostpaw. In the gathering dusk, the young RiverClan she-cat’s eyes were dark. She held her chin stiffly, drawn in as though protecting her own throat, and Nightheart wondered if she was remembering how Splashtail had nearly killed her the same way he’d killed Harelight. He blinked at her reassuringly. He wasn’t going to let Splashtail harm the exiled medicine-cat apprentice again.

But they needed to get away. He shifted his paws, hoping to gently nudge Sunbeam into action. But Sunbeam didn’t move. The shock of seeing her mother standing there in camp, next to the murderous Splashtail, seemed to have turned her to stone.

What was Berryheart doing in RiverClan? Nightheart knew that the former ShadowClan warrior had disagreed with Tigerstar vehemently enough to make her decide to leave her birth Clan and take Hollowspring and Sparrowtail with her, but the last he’d heard, she’d been sick, sheltering outside Clan territory, beyond the WindClan border. Now all three cats had appeared here in RiverClan, acting as though they were part of it. Nightheart frowned. Didn’t Berryheart disapprove of cats switching Clans? She’d certainly disapproved when he’d wanted to join ShadowClan to be with Sunbeam. Had she formed such a strong bond with Splashtail when she used him to plot against Tigerstar that she was willing now to follow him anywhere?

Berryheart certainly seemed close to RiverClan’s vicious leader. She’d watched as he’d murdered Harelight. And, when he’d named her deputy in Harelight’s place, she’d said she was honored! Nightheart pressed closer to Sunbeam, shuddering as he wondered if Sunbeam’s terrible suspicion was true. Had Berryheart known in advance that Splashtail would murder Harelight? She’d certainly appeared calm as she’d looked at his body lying dead in a pool of his own blood. Had she been anticipating taking his place as deputy?

Below them, RiverClan’s cheers for their new deputy had died down. Didn’t Splashtail notice how hollow they’d sounded? Didn’t he care? Nightheart felt the chilly air reach deeper into his fur. Long shadows were swallowing the RiverClan camp. He could no longer make out the expressions on the faces of the RiverClan warriors. Now that the drama was over, he couldn’t be sure what they were thinking. Splashtail had left them with a stark choice: support their vicious leader or face Harelight’s fate.

Nightheart’s pelt prickled nervously. Whatever they decided, they would be on edge. Any moment now, they might lift their gazes and look beyond their camp walls. We have to get out of here.

Before he could speak, Frostpaw’s urgent whisper cut him off. “We need to find Duskfur, Icewing, and Mothwing . . . and any other cats they convinced to leave with them,” she hissed. “We have to get them to safety immediately.”

At last Sunbeam drew awake.

Nightheart reached for her gaze. “Are you okay?”

She nodded but didn’t look at him. Her attention was on Frostpaw.

“It’s the only chance for the RiverClan I know to survive,” the medicine-cat apprentice pressed.

There was a catch in her mew. It tugged sharply in Nightheart’s chest. He knew how deep her panic reached. He’d once nearly lost his own Clan to the impostor Ashfur. “Let’s get away from here and make a plan,” he mewed.

Sunbeam nodded. “The sooner we leave this place the better,” she growled.

Pain flashed in Frostpaw’s gaze. “It wasn’t always like this.”

“I know.” Sunbeam’s mew softened. “We’re going to fix it.”

Nightheart wondered if it was possible to fix the mess Splashtail had made of RiverClan. But he kept the thought to himself. “Come on.” He led the way back through the bushes and along the trail that had brought them here, down the slope to the stream, back to the lake. Their fur still smelled of the catmint Frostpaw had told them to roll in to disguise their scent, and now Nightheart shook out his pelt, relaxing a little as he saw ripples lapping the shore. The three tail-lengths of land between the water and Clan territory were neutral, but he didn’t want to linger even here. Splashtail clearly thought himself above Clan law.

He looked at Frostpaw and Sunbeam as they stopped beside him. In the gathering gloom, Frostpaw’s pale gray fur looked almost blue, while the patches of white on Sunbeam’s pelt glowed as though already touched by moonlight. Their tails were twitching. They must be uneasy too. “Where should we look for Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing?” he asked them.

“The horseplace,” Frostpaw mewed at once. She swung her muzzle toward the Twoleg meadows nestling between RiverClan’s marshes and WindClan’s moor.

“Surely they’d have made for ShadowClan,” Sunbeam argued.

“The horseplace would be safer,” Frostpaw insisted. “It’s outside the Clans. And Smoky would take them in. He looked after me when . . .” She hesitated. “When I was hurt.” She’d avoided mentioning who’d hurt her. Was the memory of Splashtail’s attack still too raw?

“Mothwing and Icewing have already lived in ShadowClan,” Sunbeam reminded her. “It became their second home after Ashfur convinced Mistystar to exile them.”

“All the more reason not to want to drag ShadowClan into conflict with Splashtail,” Frostpaw answered.

Sunbeam lifted her chin. “Tigerstar’s not scared of conflict.”

“Nor is Squirrelstar,” Nightheart countered. “They might have headed for ThunderClan territory.” But even as he said it, he felt unsure. Another idea was tugging at the back of his mind. He gazed distractedly around the lake. There could be a third place they were hiding. “What about the Twoleg greenleaf camp?”

The field at the edge of the lake between ShadowClan and RiverClan, where the Twolegs came whenever the weather was bright, was only a little way around the shore. He could see it from here, in the half-light, the grass dotted even now in early leaf-bare with Twoleg pelt dens. The strange domes were lit up by tiny stars the Twolegs had brought with them, and Twolegs were moving in and out. His pelt prickled nervously. He could see their dogs and smell their hot, meaty scent drifting down to the lake.

Sunbeam followed his gaze, her ears twitching. “It’s way too dangerous.”

Frostpaw agreed. “They wouldn’t risk it.”

“Which makes it a perfect hiding place,” Nightheart argued. “Splashtail wouldn’t think of searching there. Even if he did, what patrol would be able to detect their scent through all the Twoleg stench?”

“If their own Clanmates couldn’t detect their scent, what makes you think you can?” Sunbeam argued.

Nightheart felt a tug of doubt. She made a good point. But the suspicion that the RiverClan fugitives could be hiding among the Twolegs was lodged stubbornly in his mind. He needed to check. “I have to try.”

“Why don’t we split up?” Frostpaw clearly didn’t want to waste any more time in discussion. “I’ll try the horseplace, Sunbeam can check the ShadowClan border, and you can see if there’s any sign of them in the Twoleg camp.”

“Good idea.” Nightheart wanted to get moving too. Anxiety was gathering in his chest.

Sunbeam looked worried. “I don’t like you going to the Twoleg camp alone.”

“I’ll be careful,” he promised. He meant it. He was keenly aware that sneaking among the Twolegs and their dogs was dangerous.

“Nightheart is clever,” Frostpaw reassured her. “Didn’t he used to sneak into ShadowClan territory to see you?”

“Yes, and he got in trouble for it,” Sunbeam told her.

“I’ll be careful,” Nightheart told her again, this time touching his muzzle to her cheek. “I promise.”

“Let’s go.” Frostpaw scanned the marshes. “While there’s still light.” The moon was already showing above the moor, ghostlike in the pale blue sky. “We can meet up beside the old tree stump on the ThunderClan shore when we’re done.” She hurried away along the shore toward the horseplace.

Sunbeam watched her go. “Will she be okay on her own?”

“She’s got good warrior instincts.” Nightheart hoped it would be enough to keep her safe. “When we traveled together, she saved me more than once.” He began to head for the Twoleg camp.

Sunbeam fell in beside him. “Do you think we’ll find them?” She meant Duskfur, Icewing, and Mothwing.

“I don’t know.” Nightheart stared ahead, his pelt prickling with anxiety. “But we have a good chance. They can’t have gone far.”

“I think Splashtail’s lost his mind,” Sunbeam mewed.

“Some cats are just evil.” Nightheart remembered living under Ashfur. A bad leader could make the living world seem like the Dark Forest. He pushed the thought away. If he was going to help RiverClan, he couldn’t let fear swamp him.

The halfbridge jutted ahead of them, stretching like a paw over the water. Beyond it, the Twoleg camp sprawled up the hillside, bounded by the forest. From here the camp looked even bigger, and Nightheart had to force his tail not to tremble. On the shore, reeds had spread from the marsh and grew thickly around the edge of the lake. As he followed Sunbeam past them and they skirted the halfbridge, the mouthwatering smell of Twoleg food filled the air.

Nightheart opened his mouth and let the scents bathe his tongue. A purr rose in his throat. “Do you remember scavenging at that Twolegplace with the bright flashing monsters?”

“Of course.” Sunbeam’s pelt brushed his. “Do you remember how outraged Rootspring was at the thought of eating Twoleg food?”

Nightheart purred louder. “He still ate it.”

“Of course he did.” Sunbeam swiped her tongue around her jaws. “It was delicious.”

Nightheart glanced at her. “That’s when I realized how brave you were.”

“It took you that long?” She nudged him, then glanced toward the Twoleg camp. “Are you sure you’ll be okay?”

“Yes.” Nightheart lifted his tail confidently even though his heart was pounding.

“I’ll see you soon, then.” Whisking her tail, Sunbeam turned and headed along the shore, making for ShadowClan territory. As she neared the pines, she broke into a run.

Nightheart watched her for a moment, then turned toward the Twoleg camp. Grass spread like a thick pelt over the hillside, enclosed by forest, which stretched down to the shore at either edge. Nightheart headed for the closest trees and ducked into their shadow as a Twoleg dog began to bark near one of the pelt dens. Picking his way among browning ferns and stiff bracken, he skirted the camp, his paws pricking nervously. There seemed to be pelt dens and Twolegs everywhere, and more dogs than he’d ever seen. The dogs could clearly smell him, raising their heads and turning to bark as he passed. Fortunately, they were tethered with brightly colored vines. Some pulled on their tethers, straining to run at him, their eyes lighting up as they glimpsed him between the trees. But the tethers held, and he kept going, tasting the air, scanning the forest, until he’d circled the whole camp.

There was no sign of Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing. If they were here, their scents were lost in the jumble of other smells. The food scent was overpowering. Some of the Twolegs had started fires outside their dens and were holding morsels, impaled on twigs, over the flames. Nightheart wondered why they wanted to burn their food before they ate it. It seemed dangerous. The fires were sending bright sparks up into the darkening sky. An ember might set one of their flimsy dens alight. Then he realized, his mouth watering, that their food smelled even tastier when it was spitting and crackling with the heat.

Don’t get distracted. He jerked his attention away from the sizzling food and began to follow the forest up and around the Twoleg camp, then back down toward the shore, searching the shadows for a glimpse of the RiverClan cats. Feeling bolder now that he’d seen that the dogs were tied and the Twolegs were only interested in each other and their food, Nightheart slid from the trees and began to track his way back around the field. Pushing through tangled weeds, he looked for signs of Frostpaw’s missing Clanmates—trodden grass, stray hairs, anything that might give him a clue as to where they could be. But there was nothing. He was beginning to doubt whether Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing would have chosen to hide here. It might be true that the Twolegs would keep RiverClan patrols away, but would Clan cats really risk staying close to so many dogs? Nightheart frowned. Perhaps he should have gone with Frostpaw or Sunbeam.

A yelp made Nightheart turn, his pelt spiking as he saw three Twoleg kits racing toward him, less than a tree-length away. They ran clumsily, stiff in their thick, colorful pelts. But their gazes were fixed on him, their eyes glittering with excitement as they charged across the grass.

Nightheart fled into the forest, alarm sparking through his pelt, and plunged into the bracken. Hiding beneath the thick fronds, he crouched and watched the kits. Surely they wouldn’t follow him into the darkness! He’d wait here until they returned to their kin; then he’d sneak back into the Twoleg camp. It would be dangerous now that the kits had picked up his scent, but he wasn’t ready to leave yet. He still needed to check as far as the shoreline, just to be certain Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing weren’t here. He forced himself to be still. His legs were trembling with unspent energy, and he pressed his paws hard against the earth to stop them. But the Twoleg kits kept coming, charging among the trees, leaping roots, crashing through bracken, and yelping to each other as they spread out to encircle him.

Fox dung! He’d have to run. Nightheart turned and pounded over the earth, kicking out fallen leaves behind him as he pelted downhill and broke cover at the lakeside. Faster than a deer, he dived among the reeds and, pushing deeper, found himself wading into water. It gripped his legs with a chill that should have shocked him, but he barely felt it, his heart thumping and his thoughts racing as the Twoleg kits crunched after him across the pebbles, shrieking like foxes. The reeds closed behind him, screening him from view, but he kept going, the lake washing his belly fur until at last the Twoleg kits quieted. Slowing, doubling back, and peeping out, he saw them standing confused on the shore. A moment later a big Twoleg hollered from the hillside, and they turned and headed back toward the camp.

Nightheart’s heart slowed. He could feel the icy chill of the water as it swirled against his flanks. He shivered but didn’t move. He’d wait for the kits to push through the long grass back into the field before he ventured out to search the last stretch of their camp.

The moon was rising. Bats flitted overhead, swooping back and forth across the indigo sky. Would Frostpaw and Sunbeam be waiting for him? Beyond the halfbridge, a moorhen shot from the reeds and scurried across the shore. As Nightheart watched it disappear into the forest, a familiar scent touched his nose. His heart quickened again. He could smell RiverClan. Was it Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing? He hesitated, stiffening. What if Splashtail had sent a search patrol? He was cold and wet and tired from running; he’d be no match for a mob of hostile warriors.

Warily, Nightheart began to wade through the reeds, following the scent, every muscle tight, ready to fight if he ran into Splashtail’s cats, knowing he’d be shredded if he did. The scent grew stronger, but he couldn’t glimpse any pelts. He pricked his ears but heard only the barks and yelps of the Twolegs in the field.

Paws aching from the icy water, he waded out of the shallows and nosed his way from the reed bed. The halfbridge jutted darkly into the water. RiverClan scent hung like a threat in the damp night air, but there was no sign of movement. Nervously, Nightheart began to creep toward the halfbridge. As he neared it, the chatter of Twolegs made him turn. He tensed. A small group was heading for the shore. They had dogs with them.

The dogs pulled ahead, stretching their tethers as far as they could, straining for freedom. One seemed to catch Nightheart’s scent, jerking its muzzle toward him. Its eyes flashed with excitement. With a howl, it tugged harder at its tether. The other dogs began to yelp and leap as they spotted him. But Nightheart held his ground. The dogs were tethered. He wasn’t.

As their dogs fought to twist free, the Twolegs held on calmly, unfazed by the noise. Chattering to one another, they let their frenzied dogs tug them across the shore.

Nightheart swallowed as the lead dog glared at him. They were getting close, but Nightheart didn’t move. What if the tether breaks? The thought jabbed his belly like a thorn, but he dug his paws harder into the earth. He wasn’t leaving. Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing might be here. He’d slash the dogs’ muzzles if he had to, but he was staying until he’d checked out the RiverClan scent.

The dogs pulled nearer. Their eyes glittered as though they could already taste his blood. Nightheart arched his back, his pelt bristling as their meaty breath reached him. In a few more steps he’d feel it hot on his face. He braced himself, unsheathing his claws, ready to lunge, but then the lead dog froze. It looked away. Something else had caught its interest.

It turned its head toward the halfbridge. For a moment there was silence as the other dogs turned too. Then, as though burrs had been jabbed into their fur, they began to howl and yelp and pull their Twolegs excitedly toward the halfbridge.

The Twolegs stumbled after them, looking at each other in surprise, alarmed at last by their dogs’ unruly behavior. The lead dog reached the halfbridge and ducked underneath, nearly jerking its Twoleg off its hind paws. As the other Twolegs struggled to hang on, the dog pack crowded in after it, their barks echoing into the shadows beneath the bridge.

Nightheart’s breath caught. Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing must be hiding there! He’d missed their scent earlier because of the Twoleg food! He began to run forward. He had to distract the dogs.

He raced for the halfbridge, his tail bushing as the Twolegs lurched suddenly backward. Nightheart’s breath quickened. At last! The Twolegs had finally found the strength to pull their dogs away.

Nightheart swerved and ducked beneath the bridge as, whimpering with frustration, the dogs writhed and fought against their tethers. But the Twolegs were determined now and, yelping sharply, hauled them toward the field. Catching his breath, Nightheart stood trembling in the shadows and watched the Twolegs drag their dogs back to camp.

“Who’s there?” A taut mew echoed from the shadows at the far end of the halfbridge.

“Duskfur?” Nightheart jerked around, recognizing the mew. “It’s me. Nightheart. From ThunderClan. Are you okay? Are Icewing and Mothwing with you?”

“Yes.” Duskfur’s mew was trembling. “Have the dogs left?”

“Yes. They’re in their camp.” Straining to see through the darkness, Nightheart could make out three pairs of gleaming eyes. As his own adjusted to the gloom, he could see the bedraggled shapes of the missing RiverClan cats. He padded toward them. They were shivering, huddled against the wall of mud where the halfbridge reached the shore. “Did the dogs hurt you?”

“They couldn’t reach us.” Duskfur’s pelt was still spiked.

Nightheart smelled blood. “But someone’s hurt.”

“Mothwing.” Icewing told him.

Nightheart could see the fur on the medicine cat’s shoulder, matted with blood, the flesh torn beneath. He recognized a claw wound. “Who did this?” Had they already run into one of Splashtail’s patrols?

Mothwing glanced at Duskfur, as though asking her not to tell. But Icewing spoke.

“It was Gorseclaw.” Her mew was hard with anger.

“Your Clanmate?” Nightheart stiffened. If she’d said Splashtail, Nightheart wouldn’t have been surprised, but Gorseclaw? RiverClan was a mess, but he didn’t think they’d actually hurt one another.

“It wasn’t his fault.” Mothwing’s mew was weak. “We were battle training.”

“But you’re a medicine cat.” Nightheart stared at her. “You shouldn’t have been battle training.”

“It was a punishment,” Icewing mewed coldly.

“For questioning Splashtail,” Duskfur told him.

“It’s just a scratch,” Mothwing mewed. “It’s really not that bad,”

“It’s deep and it’s infected,” Duskfur growled.

Nightheart struggled to understand. What did punishment have to do with battle training? “Did Splashtail order Gorseclaw to hurt you?”

“He forced the warriors to practice their lunges,” Duskfur explained.

“Using Mothwing as a target,” Icewing growled.

Nightheart could hardly believe his ears. It sounded like something that would only happen in the Dark Forest. “Why didn’t they keep their claws sheathed? I’d never—”

Icewing cut him off. “Splashtail punishes warriors who train with their claws sheathed.”

“Gorseclaw didn’t want to become the next target,” Mothwing murmured.

“Coward!” Icewing grunted. “He should have refused. They all should have refused!”

Mothwing looked sadly at the white warrior. “Don’t blame them,” she warned. “If we start blaming one another, it will only make it easier for Splashtail. He’s the enemy, not Gorseclaw or any other cat.”

“Gorseclaw wasn’t protecting himself,” Duskfur added. “He was protecting his kin. You know what Splashtail’s like. He likes to make a warrior suffer by torturing the cats they love most.”

“How do we fight a monster like that?” Icewing huffed angrily.

Nightheart blinked at her. “Didn’t you manage to persuade any of your Clanmates to stand up to him?”

Icewing looked away and Mothwing answered for her.

“They’re too frightened,” she told him.

“Splashtail caught us trying to convince Harelight to help us drive him out this morning.” Duskfur’s ears twitched anxiously. Nightheart tensed as he realized that these cats didn’t know yet that Harelight was dead. “We had to run before he could punish us.”

Icewing’s tail began to flick. “We should have stayed and fought.”

“He would have murdered us,” Duskfur argued.

“You did the right thing,” Nightheart told her. “Splashtail has given orders for you all to be hunted down and killed on sight.”

Duskfur’s fur lifted along her spine. “And Harelight agreed?”

Nightheart stared back, his mouth dry. “He killed Harelight.”

The three RiverClan cats didn’t move for a moment. Then Duskfur’s shoulders slumped. Mothwing seemed to shrink inside her pelt.

Icewing’s eyes blazed with fury. “Splashtail’s not a warrior; he’s a snake.”

Nightheart forced himself to go on. “Berryheart is the new deputy.”

Duskfur’s eyes widened. “But she’s a ShadowClan cat.”

“She’s a RiverClan warrior now,” Nightheart told her darkly.

Mothwing was shivering. “What will become of us?”

“RiverClan is ruined.” There was despair in Icewing’s mew. “It’s not the RiverClan I know anymore.”

“We’re going to get rid of Splashtail,” Nightheart promised. He prayed it was true.

“Are the other Clans going to drive him out?” Duskfur pricked her ears eagerly. “Has it been decided?”

“They mustn’t!” Mothwing looked alarmed. “Splashtail has his claws dug too deeply into RiverClan. If the other Clans try to tear them free, it will only bring more suffering.”

“Nothing’s been decided yet,” Nightheart told her.

The hope in Duskfur’s eyes faded. “Of course it hasn’t.” Her mew was bitter. “The Clans have done nothing about Splashtail so far. Why would they step in now?”

“They’ll have to, surely.” Nightheart reasoned. “Splashtail killed his deputy! He’s given orders to kill you!”

Duskfur stared at him bleakly. “Haven’t you learned yet that, for all their talk of honor and courage, all the Clans do now is talk?”

Icewing got to her paws. “I’m not going to let Harelight’s death be for nothing,” she mewed, suddenly brisk. “But we can deal with that later. For now, we need to get Mothwing to a medicine cat. Her wound’s infected. She has a fever.” She glanced out from under the halfbridge toward the moonlit shore. “We were on our way to ShadowClan to ask Puddleshine for some herbs, but a Twoleg dog chased us under here. We scared it off, but every time we try to sneak out, the other dogs go crazy. They know we’re here and they’re not going to let us escape.”

“But they’re tethered,” Nightheart told her.

“The Twolegs aren’t,” Icewing mewed. “What if they come to see what their dogs are howling about? Mothwing can’t outrun a Twoleg.”

“And if a dog breaks free, it could kill her,” Duskfur added.

Nightheart’s pelt pricked along his spine. It was true: crossing the shore was risky. But there was no other route. He began to think. They could wait until the Twolegs had disappeared into their pelt dens to sleep. But what if their dogs stayed outside? And could he guarantee they would all sleep through the night? He could feel the heat of Mothwing’s fever from here. They mustn’t waste any more time. The sick RiverClan medicine cat needed to be somewhere safer and warmer than this. There was only one option. He’d have to go back into the Twoleg camp.

Ignoring the fear tugging in his belly, Nightheart lifted his chin. “I’ll distract them,” he mewed. “I managed to distract them earlier and I wasn’t even trying.” He tried to sound casual, but he knew now just how dangerous the Twoleg camp could be.

Mothwing frowned. “It’s too risky.”

“I’ve scouted the whole field. I know it well enough to avoid getting cornered.” Nightheart swallowed. Could he really remember every pelt den and every gap in the Twoleg camp? He hoped so. He was faster than a Twoleg, but if a dog escaped its tether, he’d become prey.

Icewing nodded. “Okay,” she mewed. “Let’s try it.”

The two RiverClan cats helped Mothwing to her paws. Mothwing winced, and Nightheart slid out from the halfbridge ahead of them. As moonlight washed his pelt, he looked around the lake, scanning ThunderClan’s stretch of shore. He could see the tree stump Frostpaw had mentioned, but there was no sign of the RiverClan medicine-cat apprentice or Sunbeam.

“We’re ready.” Icewing and Duskfur steered Mothwing out of the shadows, supporting her between their shoulders.

Nightheart looked toward the Twoleg camp. The pelt dens were nearly all dark now, but a large group of Twolegs had gathered around a fire. He could hear their voices and see their dogs. They looked sleepy, settled in for the night. Perhaps he wouldn’t have to distract them after all.

Suddenly a big gray dog glanced toward the halfbridge. Its eyes flashed in the darkness as it got to its paws and began to watch the shoreline as though searching for prey.

Nightheart’s paws pricked. He lifted his chin. I can do this. “Wait here until you’re certain I’ve got their attention,” he told the RiverClan cats. “Then head down the shore.” He nodded toward the forest some distance away, where a creek glittered in the moonlight as it cut across the shore and emptied into the lake. “When you reach that stream, head into the trees and follow it until it reaches the ShadowClan border. I’ll catch up with you as soon as I can.”

Icewing eyed him nervously. “You’ll be careful, won’t you?”

“Yes.” Nightheart headed away from them, toward the Twoleg field, wondering how he was going to create a big enough distraction to keep every dog in camp from noticing the three RiverClan cats. He could smell Mothwing’s blood. Could the dogs smell it too? His heart pounded as the big gray dog began to growl. Its thorn-sharp gaze latched onto him as he crossed the boundary of long grass that marked the edge of the Twoleg camp. Its growl quickened into a series of small, half-swallowed barks. Nightheart fluffed out his fur and kept walking. Climbing the slope, he moved quietly between the pelt dens, keeping to the shadows until he was close to the Twoleg fire.

Blood pulsing in his ears, he paused at the edge of the clearing. The big gray dog stood as still as stone, as though holding its breath, but its gaze was still fixed on him. It’s waiting. Nightheart swallowed back fear. It wants to see what I do next.

Bracing himself, Nightheart crossed from shadow into firelight. The dog jerked forward and burst into a frenzied howl. Its Twoleg yanked its tether as though trying to silence it, but the dog barked louder. Around the fire, the Twolegs began to turn like startled sheep. Every hair on Nightheart’s pelt was telling him to flee, but he forced himself to keep walking toward them.

The other dogs had frozen, confused, as Nightheart kept walking, getting closer and closer to the fire and the Twolegs. Then suddenly it seemed as though every dog in the camp started barking at once. They whined and yelped as they strained at their tethers. The Twolegs began getting to their hind legs as Nightheart padded into the light of the fire. Smoke whisked around him, stinging his eyes. The Twolegs turned, some pointing, others yelping in surprise. One began to pad toward him, then paused as though unsure what to do. Nightheart glared at it, and lifted his face to the sky. He let out a long, desperate yowl, then turned and ran.

The Twolegs whooped and called behind him. Their dogs howled furiously; Nightheart could picture them fighting to pull free of their tethers as he ran one way, then the other. His paws slithered over the dewy grass, and his lungs burned with the effort, but he kept running. A Twoleg loomed from a den ahead of him and he swerved, his heart leaping into his throat as he felt its bony paw brush his tail. He pushed harder, seeing only just in time a long, thin vine stretching from a den to the ground. He leaped over it, then over another, and turned and ran downslope, past the fire, between the legs of a group of startled Twolegs. Then, zigzagging along a row of pelt dens, he began to head for the shore. A large brown dog leaped out, jaws snapping, eyes wild with rage, but its tether jerked it back; it whimpered as it lost its balance and fell onto its tail. A small white dog darted at Nightheart and tried to nip his heels, but a Twoleg swooped down and scooped it up, hugging it close and yowling like a queen protecting its kit.

Still running, Nightheart scanned the shore, relieved to see it empty. Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing must have made it clear of the Twolegs’ camp. Glancing behind him, he saw Twolegs staring while their dogs howled around them.

Triumph surged in Nightheart’s chest as he pounded onto the shore and clattered over the pebbles. He ran as far as the stream and caught up with Mothwing, Duskfur, and Icewing a little way into the forest.

“Are you okay?” he puffed as he reached them.

“We should be asking you that,” Icewing mewed. “It sounded like you’d woken a wolf pack.”

“I’m fine,” Nightheart assured them. Mothwing stared at him hazily, as though she wasn’t certain he was really there. “How is she?” he asked Duskfur.

“Her fever is getting worse,” the she-cat told him.

“She can barely walk,” Icewing added.

“I think you should rest for the night,” Nightheart mewed. “We can head to the ShadowClan camp in the morning.”

“But Mothwing needs help now,” Duskfur pressed.

“It’s still quite a walk to the camp.” Nightheart looked anxiously at Mothwing’s glassy gaze. “It might be too much for her. I’ll fetch Frostpaw. She must be close by now. She went to look for you in the horseplace. She’ll be able to patch Mothwing up.”

Icewing dipped her head. “I think you’re right, but will we be safe here?”

Nightheart scanned the forest. He could smell border markers, but he didn’t know this stretch of woodland. The terrain was rocky and uneven, but he felt a spark of hope when he saw a shadow on the ground ahead. He hurried toward it, pleased to find a small ravine where the forest floor opened. Ferns sprouted from its steep walls. They were browning and half shriveled by the leaf-bare cold, but they would still screen the RiverClan cats from prying eyes. The sides were sheer, easy enough for even an injured cat to scramble down but too narrow for a Twoleg or a dog to reach. Even if their trail was followed, they’d be safe down there.

He called to Duskfur. “This way!”

She darted over to him and looked down into the ravine, then nodded. “Fetch Frostpaw. I’ll help Icewing make a nest down there for Mothwing.”

Relief washed Nightheart’s pelt as he hurried away, heading for the tree stump where Frostpaw and Sunbeam must be waiting by now. He couldn’t wait to tell Frostpaw that he’d found her missing Clanmates. Suddenly there seemed hope for RiverClan, he was sure of it. There were cats free from Splashtail’s grasp. They could lead a rebellion against the false leader. But only if they could persuade the other Clans to act.
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Chapter 2
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Sunbeam woke, at first only aware of the damp chill reaching deep into her bones. She opened her eyes and saw gentle dawn light giving color to the browning ferns, which screened the narrow gully where she and Nightheart and the RiverClan cats had spent the night. Though it was morning, cold night air still lingered around their makeshift nests.

She could hear Frostpaw. “I’ll be able to find marigold.”

“How?” Mothwing’s mew was husky but gentle, filled with warmth for her former apprentice. “It’s leaf-bare. The only marigold in the forest will be dried and stored in a medicine cat’s den.”

“I’ll find something else, then,” Frostpaw countered. “Oak leaf or goldenrod. Or I can take you to Puddleshine now.”

“We must wait for the others to wake up,” Mothwing told her.

“They should be awake already,” Frostpaw mewed loudly. She was leaning over Mothwing, just as she had been when Sunbeam had closed her eyes the night before. Had the medicine-cat apprentice slept at all?

Sunbeam sat up. They had raced here last night as soon as Nightheart had found them and told them that Mothwing was injured. Frostpaw had immediately wanted to scour the forest for herbs, but Nightheart had reminded her that they were on the border between ShadowClan and SkyClan and that Splashtail might already have sent out patrols to search for the missing RiverClan cats. It wasn’t safe to wander the woods in the dark. Was it any
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