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The sixth book in Erin Hunter’s #1 nationally bestselling Warriors seriesJoin the legion of fans
who have made Erin Hunter’s Warriors series a bestselling phenomenon. More thrilling
adventures, epic action, and fierce warrior cats await in Warriors #6: The Darkest Hour.The
time has come for Fireheart—now Firestar, leader of ThunderClan—to face his destiny.
Tigerstar’s sinister ambitions have brought the whole forest to the brink of a terrible and deadly
battle. Now prophecies will unfold, and heroes will rise….

Praise for previous books in the Warriors series: “In the style of classics by Tolkien or Jacques.
You’ll never look at your plain old tabby the same way again.”About the AuthorErin Hunter, #1
New York Times bestselling author, is inspired by a love of cats and a fascination with the
ferocity of the natural world. In addition to having great respect for nature in all its forms, she
enjoys creating rich, mythical explanations for animal behavior. She is also the author of the
Survivors series and the bestselling Seekers series.--This text refers to the mp3_cd
edition.From the Inside FlapThunderClan's darkest hour is upon them, as Tigerstar's quest for
power plunges all the Clans into the most terrible danger any cat has ever faced. In order to
save his Clan and his friends, Fireheart must uncover the meaning of an ominous proclamation
from StarClan:Four will become two. Lion and tiger will meet in battle, and blood will rule the
forest.The time has come for prophecies to unfold, and for heroes to rise ...--School Library
Journa --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by
permission. All rights reserved.The Darkest HourBy Erin W. HunterHarperCollins
PublishersCopyright ©2004Erin W. HunterAll right reserved.Chapter OneWatery shafts of light
sliced through the bare trees as Fireheart carried his leader to her final resting place. With his
teeth clenched firmly in her scruff, he retraced the route the dog pack had taken as the brave
warriors of ThunderClan lured them to the gorge and their destruction. His whole body felt
numb, and his head spun with the terrible realization that Bluestar was dead.Without his
leader, the forest itself seemed different, even stranger to Fireheart than the day he had first
ventured into it as a kittypet. Nothing was real; he felt as if the trees and rocks could dissolve
like mist within a moment. A vast, unnatural silence covered everything. With the rational part
of his mind Fireheart realized that all the prey had been scared away by the rampaging dog
pack, but in the grip of his grief it seemed that even the forest was stunned into mourning for
Bluestar.The scene at the gorge replayed over and over in his head. He saw again the
slavering jaws of the dog who led the pack, and felt its sharp teeth meet in his scruff. He
remembered how Bluestar had appeared out of nowhere, flinging herself at the dog, driving it --
and herself -- over the edge of the gorge and into the river. He flinched again at the icy shock
of the water as he leaped in to rescue his drowning leader, and their hopeless struggles until
two RiverClan warriors, Mistyfoot and Stonefur, came to help them.Most of all, Fireheart
recalled his dismay and disbelief as he crouched beside his leader on the riverbank, and
realized that she had sacrificed her last life to save him and all of ThunderClan from the dog
pack.As he bore Bluestar's body home, with the help of Mistyfoot and Stonefur, he kept
pausing to scent the air for fresh traces of dog, and he had already sent his friend Graystripe to
scout the territory on either side of their trail, searching for signs that the dogs had caught any
of the ThunderClan cats in their desperate race for the gorge. So far, to Fireheart's relief, they
had found nothing.Now, skirting a bramble thicket, Fireheart set down his lifeless leader once



more and raised his head to drink in the air, thankful to taste only the clean scents of the forest.
A moment later, Graystripe appeared around a clump of dead bracken."Everything's fine,
Fireheart," he reported. "Plenty of broken undergrowth, but that's all.""Good," Fireheart
meowed. His hope rose that the dogs that had escaped the fall into the gorge had fled in terror,
and the forest once again belonged to the four Clans of wild cats. His Clan had lived through
three terrible moons, when they had become prey in their own territory, but they had survived.
"Let's keep going. I want to check that the camp is safe before the Clan comes back."He and
the RiverClan warriors took up Bluestar's body again and carried it through the trees. At the top
of the ravine that led down to the camp entrance, Firestar paused. He briefly remembered the
early morning, when he and his warriors had followed the trail of dead rabbits that Tigerstar
had laid to lure the dog pack to the ThunderClan camp. At the end of the trail they had found
the body of the gentle queen Brindleface, slaughtered to give the savage dogs a taste for cat
blood. But now everything seemed peaceful, and when Fireheart tasted the air again he could
detect only cat scent coming from the camp."Wait here," he meowed. "I'm going to take a
look.""I'll come with you," Graystripe offered instantly."No." It was Stonefur who spoke, flicking
out his tail to bar the gray warrior's way. "I think Fireheart needs to do this alone."Flashing a
grateful look at the RiverClan deputy, Fireheart began picking his way down the ravine, his ears
pricked for any sound of trouble ahead. But the strange silence still reigned over the forest.As
he emerged from the gorse tunnel into the clearing, Fireheart paused to glance warily around.
It was possible that one or more of the dogs had never made it to the gorge, or that Tigerstar
had sent ShadowClan warriors to take over the camp. But all was quiet. Fireheart's fur prickled
with the strangeness of seeing the camp deserted like this, yet there was no sign of danger,
and still no scent of dogs or ShadowClan.To be sure the camp was safe, he rapidly checked
the dens and the nursery. Memories came unbidden: the bewilderment of the Clan as he told
them about the dog pack, the heart-pounding terror of the chase through the forest with the
breath of the pack leader hot on his fur. At the foot of the Highrock, listening to the wind
whispering through the trees, Fireheart thought back to the time Tigerstar had stood here,
boldly facing his Clan as they discovered the true depth of his treachery. He had sworn undying
vengeance as he was sent into exile, and Fireheart was sure that his bloodthirsty attempt to
set the dog pack on the cats of ThunderClan would not be his last attempt to fulfill his oath.Last
of all Fireheart prowled cautiously through the fern tunnel to Cinderpelt's den. Glancing through
the entrance, he saw the medicine cat's healing herbs neatly ranged beside one wall. The
strongest memory yet flooded over him, of Spottedleaf and Yellowfang, who had been
ThunderClan medicine cats before Cinderpelt. Fireheart had loved them both, and grief for
them swept over him again to mingle with his grief for his leader.Bluestar is dead, he told them
silently. Is she with you now, in StarClan?Retracing his steps along the fern tunnel, he returned
to the top of the ravine. Graystripe was standing on watch while Mistyfoot and Stonefur gently
groomed the dead leader's body."Everything's fine," Fireheart announced. "Graystripe, I want
you to go to Sunningrocks now. Tell the Clan that Bluestar is dead, but nothing more. I'll explain
everything when I see them. Just let them know that it's safe to come home."Graystripe's
yellow eyes brightened. "On my way, Fireheart." He spun around and tore off through the
forest, heading for Sunningrocks, where the Clan had gone to hide while the dogs were
following Tigerstar's trail of rabbit blood to their camp.Continues...Excerpted from The Darkest
Hourby Erin W. Hunter Copyright ©2004 by Erin W. Hunter. Excerpted by permission.All rights
reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without permission in writing
from the publisher.Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. solely for the personal use of
visitors to this web site. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the Back



CoverFire alone can save our Clan.The time has come for prophecies to unfold and for heroes
to rise as Tigerstar's quest for power plunges the forest into terrible danger. In order to save his
Clan, Fireheart must uncover the meaning of an ominous prophecy: "Four will become two.
Lion and tiger will meet in battle, and blood will rule the forest."--This text refers to an alternate
kindle_edition edition.Read more
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CONTENTSDedicationAllegiancesMapsPrologueChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter
4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter
13Chapter 14Chapter 15Chapter 16Chapter 17Chapter 18Chapter 19Chapter 20Chapter
21Chapter 22Chapter 23Chapter 24Chapter 25Chapter 26Chapter 27Chapter 28Chapter
29Chapter 30Excerpt from Warriors: The New Prophecy #1: MidnightBack AdsAbout the
AuthorBooks by Erin HunterCreditsCopyrightAbout the PublisherDEDICATIONThis book is for
Vicky Holmes and Matt Haslum,who helped find Fireheart’s destiny.Thank you.Special thanks
to Cherith BaldryALLEGIANCESTHUNDERCLANLEADERFIRESTAR—handsome ginger
tomAPPRENTICE, BRAMBLEPAWDEPUTYWHITESTORM—big white tomMEDICINE
CATCINDERPELT—dark gray she-catWARRIORS(toms and she-cats without
kits)DARKSTRIPE—sleek black-and-gray tabby tomAPPRENTICE, FERNPAWLONGTAIL—
pale tabby tom, dark black stripesMOUSEFUR—small dusky-brown she-catAPPRENTICE,
THORNPAWBRACKENFUR—golden-brown tabby tomAPPRENTICE, TAWNYPAWDUSTPELT
—dark brown tabby tomAPPRENTICE, ASHPAWSANDSTORM—pale ginger she-
catGRAYSTRIPE—long-haired gray tomFROSTFUR—beautiful white she-cat, blue
eyesGOLDENFLOWER—pale ginger she-catCLOUDTAIL—long-haired white
tomAPPRENTICES(more than six moons old, in training to become warriors)THORNPAW—
golden-brown tabby tomFERNPAW—pale gray with darker flecks, she-cat, pale green
eyesASHPAW—pale gray with darker flecks, tom, dark blue eyesBRAMBLEPAW—dark brown
tabby tom, amber eyesTAWNYPAW—tortoiseshell she-cat, green eyesLOSTFACE—white she-
cat, ginger splotchesQUEENS(she-cats expecting or nursing kits)WILLOWPELT—very pale
gray she-cat, unusual blue eyesELDERS(former warriors and queens, now retired)ONE-EYE—
pale gray she-cat, the oldest cat in ThunderClan, virtually blind and deafSMALLEAR—gray tom
with very small ears, the oldest tom in ThunderClanDAPPLETAIL—once-pretty tortoiseshell
she-cat, lovely dappled coatSPECKLETAIL—pale tabby she-
catSHADOWCLANLEADERTIGERSTAR—big dark brown tabby tom, unusually long front
claws, formerly of ThunderClanDEPUTYBLACKFOOT—large white tom, huge jet-black paws,
formerly a rogue catMEDICINE CATRUNNINGNOSE—small gray-and-white
tomAPPRENTICE, LITTLECLOUDWARRIORSOAKFUR—small brown tomBOULDER—skinny
gray tom, formerly a rogue catRUSSETFUR—dark ginger she-cat, formerly a rogue
catAPPRENTICE, CEDARPAWJAGGEDTOOTH—huge tabby tom, formerly a rogue
catAPPRENTICE, ROWANPAWQUEENSTALLPOPPY—long-legged light brown tabby she-
catWINDCLANLEADERTALLSTAR—black-and-white tom, very long tailDEPUTYDEADFOOT—
black tom with a twisted pawMEDICINE CATBARKFACE—short-tailed brown
tomWARRIORSMUDCLAW—mottled dark brown tomWEBFOOT—dark gray tabby
tomTORNEAR—tabby tomONEWHISKER—brown tabby tomAPPRENTICE,
GORSEPAWRUNNINGBROOK—light gray tabby she-catQUEENSASHFOOT—gray she-
catMORNINGFLOWER—tortoiseshell she-catWHITETAIL—small white she-
catRIVERCLANLEADERLEOPARDSTAR—unusually spotted golden tabby she-
catDEPUTYSTONEFUR—gray tom, battle-scarred earsAPPRENTICE,
STORMPAWMEDICINE CATMUDFUR—long-haired light brown tomWARRIORSBLACKCLAW
—smoky black tomHEAVYSTEP—thickset tabby tomAPPRENTICE, DAWNPAWSHADEPELT—
very dark gray she-catMISTYFOOT—gray she-cat, blue eyesAPPRENTICE,
FEATHERPAWLOUDBELLY—dark brown tomQUEENSMOSSPELT—tortoiseshell she-
catBLOODCLANLEADERSCOURGE—small black tom with one white pawDEPUTYBONE—



massive black-and-white tomCATS OUTSIDE CLANSBARLEY—black-and-white tom who lives
on a farm close to the forestRAVENPAW—sleek black cat who lives on the farm with
BarleyPRINCESS—light brown tabby, distinctive white chest and paws, a kittypetSMUDGE—
plump, friendly black-and-white kittypet who lives in a house at the edge of the
forestMAPSPROLOGUERain fell steadily, drumming on the hard black Thunderpath that led
between unending rows of stone Twoleg nests. From time to time a monster snarled past, its
eyes glaring, and a single Twoleg scurried along, huddled into its shiny pelt.Two cats slipped
silently around the corner, keeping close to the walls where the shadows were deepest. A
skinny gray tom with a ragged ear and bright, watchful eyes went first, every hair on his body
slicked dark with the wet.Behind him prowled a huge tabby with massive shoulders and
muscles that slid smoothly under his rain-soaked pelt. His amber eyes glowed in the harsh
light, and his gaze shifted back and forth as if he expected an attack.He paused where the
dark entrance to a Twoleg nest offered a little shelter and growled, “How much farther? This
place stinks.”The gray tom glanced back. “Not far now.”“It had better not be.” Grimacing, the
dark brown tabby padded on, ears twitching irritably to flick away the raindrops. Harsh yellow
light angled across him, and he flinched as a monster roared around the corner, throwing up a
wave of filthy water that reeked of Twoleg rubbish. The cat let out a snarl as the water slopped
around his paws and the spray drizzled down on his fur.Everything about the Twolegplace
disgusted him: the hard surface under his paws, the stench of monsters and the Twolegs they
carried in their bellies, the unfamiliar noises, and most of all, the way that he could not survive
here without a guide. The tabby was not used to depending on another cat for anything. In the
forest he knew every tree, every stream, every rabbit hole. He was considered the strongest
and most dangerous warrior in all the Clans. Now his sharpened skills and senses were
useless. He felt as if he were deaf, blind, and lame, reduced to following his companion like a
kit trailing helplessly after its mother.But it would be worth it. The tabby’s whiskers twitched in
anticipation. He had already launched a plan that would turn his most hated enemies into
helpless prey in their own territory. When the dogs attacked, no cat would suspect that they
had been lured and guided every step of the way. And then, if things went according to plan,
this expedition into Twolegplace would give him all he had ever wanted.The gray cat led the
way along the path and across an open space reeking of Twoleg monsters, where a swirl of
color from unnatural orange lights floated on the puddles. He stopped by the entrance to a
narrow alley and opened his jaws to draw in the scent of the air.The tabby halted and did the
same, disgustedly swiping his tongue over his lips at the stink of rotting Twoleg food. “Is this the
place?” he asked.“This is it,” the gray warrior replied tensely. “Now—remember what I told you.
The cat we’re going to meet holds command over many cats. We must treat him with
respect.”“Boulder, have you forgotten who I am?” The tabby took a step forward so that he
towered over his companion.The skinny gray cat’s ears flattened. “No, Tigerstar, I haven’t
forgotten. But you’re not Clan leader here.”Tigerstar grunted. “Let’s get on with it,” he
growled.Boulder turned into the alley. He stopped short after just a few paces when a huge
shape loomed up in front of them.“Who goes there?” A broad-shouldered black-and-white cat
stepped out of the shadows. Strong muscles were outlined under fur plastered to his body by
the rain. “Identify yourselves. We don’t like strangers here.”“Greetings, Bone,” the gray warrior
meowed steadily. “Remember me?”The black-and-white cat narrowed his eyes and was silent
for a few moments. “So you’ve come back, have you, Boulder?” he meowed at last. “You told us
you were going to find a better life in the forest. What are you doing here?”He took a step
forward, but Boulder held his ground, unsheathing his claws against the uneven ground. “We
want to see Scourge.”Bone let out a snort, half contempt, half laughter. “I can’t imagine that



Scourge will want to see you. And who’s this with you? I don’t recognize him.”“My name is
Tigerstar. I’ve come from the forest to speak with your leader.”Bone’s green eyes flicked from
Tigerstar to Boulder and back again. “What do you want with him?” he demanded.Tigerstar’s
amber gaze burned like the Twoleg lights reflected on the shining wet stones around them. “I’ll
discuss that with your leader, not his border patrol.”Bone bristled and extended his claws, but
Boulder quickly slipped between him and Tigerstar. “Scourge needs to hear this,” he insisted. “It
could be to every cat’s advantage.”For a few heartbeats Bone hesitated, and then he stepped
back, allowing Boulder and Tigerstar to pass. His hostile glare scorched their fur, but he said
nothing.Now Tigerstar took the lead, treading cautiously as the light faded behind them. On
either side, skinny cats were slinking behind piles of rubbish, eyes gleaming as they followed
the progress of the two intruders. Tigerstar’s muscles tensed. If this meeting went wrong, he
might have to fight his way out.A wall blocked the end of the alley. Tigerstar stared around,
looking for the leader of these cats of Twolegplace. He was expecting an even more massive
creature than the broad-shouldered Bone, and at first his gaze swept over the small black cat
crouching in a shadowy doorway.Boulder gave him a nudge and jerked his head in the black
cat’s direction. “There’s Scourge.”“That’s Scourge?” Tigerstar’s exclamation rang with disbelief
above the falling rain. “He’s no bigger than an apprentice!”“Shh!” Panic flared in Boulder’s eyes.
“This may not be a Clan as we know it, but these cats would kill if their leader ordered them
to.”“It seems I have visitors.” The black cat’s voice had a brittle, high-pitched sound, like the
splintering of ice. “I wasn’t expecting to see you again, Boulder. I heard you’d gone to live in the
forest.”“Yes, Scourge, I have,” Boulder replied.“So what are you doing here?” Scourge’s voice
held the faintest suggestion of a snarl. “Have you changed your mind and come crawling back?
Do you expect me to welcome you?”“No, Scourge.” Boulder held the black cat’s ice-blue gaze.
“It’s a good life in the forest. There is plenty of fresh-kill, no Twolegs—”“You haven’t come to
extol the virtues of forest life,” Scourge interrupted him with a flick of his tail. “Squirrels live in
trees, not cats.” His eyes narrowed, glinting with a pale fire. “So what do you want?”Tigerstar
stepped forward, shouldering the gray warrior aside. “I am Tigerstar, the leader of
ShadowClan,” he growled. “And I have a proposition for you.”CHAPTER 1Watery shafts of light
sliced through the bare trees as Fireheart carried his leader to her final resting place. With his
teeth clenched firmly in her scruff, he retraced the route the dog pack had taken as the brave
warriors of ThunderClan lured them to the gorge and their destruction. His whole body felt
numb, and his head spun with the terrible realization that Bluestar was dead.Without his
leader, the forest itself seemed different, even stranger to Fireheart than the day he had first
ventured into it as a kittypet. Nothing was real; he felt as if the trees and rocks could dissolve
like mist within a moment. A vast, unnatural silence covered everything. With the rational part
of his mind Fireheart realized that all the prey had been scared away by the rampaging dog
pack, but in the grip of his grief it seemed that even the forest was stunned into mourning for
Bluestar.The scene at the gorge replayed over and over in his head. He saw again the
slavering jaws of the dog who led the pack, and felt its sharp teeth meet in his scruff. He
remembered how Bluestar had appeared out of nowhere, flinging herself at the dog, driving it—
and herself—over the edge of the gorge and into the river. He flinched again at the icy shock of
the water as he leaped in to rescue his drowning leader, and their hopeless struggles until two
RiverClan warriors, Mistyfoot and Stonefur, came to help them.Most of all, Fireheart recalled
his dismay and disbelief as he crouched beside his leader on the riverbank, and realized that
she had sacrificed her last life to save him and all of ThunderClan from the dog pack.As he
bore Bluestar’s body home, with the help of Mistyfoot and Stonefur, he kept pausing to scent
the air for fresh traces of dog, and he had already sent his friend Graystripe to scout the



territory on either side of their trail, searching for signs that the dogs had caught any of the
ThunderClan cats in their desperate race for the gorge. So far, to Fireheart’s relief, they had
found nothing.Now, skirting a bramble thicket, Fireheart set down his lifeless leader once more
and raised his head to drink in the air, thankful to taste only the clean scents of the forest. A
moment later, Graystripe appeared around a clump of dead bracken.“Everything’s fine,
Fireheart,” he reported. “Plenty of broken undergrowth, but that’s all.”“Good,” Fireheart meowed.
His hope rose that the dogs that had escaped the fall into the gorge had fled in terror, and the
forest once again belonged to the four Clans of wild cats. His Clan had lived through three
terrible moons, when they had become prey in their own territory, but they had survived. “Let’s
keep going. I want to check that the camp is safe before the Clan comes back.”He and the
RiverClan warriors took up Bluestar’s body again and carried it through the trees. At the top of
the ravine that led down to the camp entrance, Fireheart paused. He briefly remembered the
early morning, when he and his warriors had followed the trail of dead rabbits that Tigerstar
had laid to lure the dog pack to the ThunderClan camp. At the end of the trail they had found
the body of the gentle queen Brindleface, slaughtered to give the savage dogs a taste for cat
blood. But now everything seemed peaceful, and when Fireheart tasted the air again he could
detect only cat scent coming from the camp.“Wait here,” he meowed. “I’m going to take a
look.”“I’ll come with you,” Graystripe offered instantly.“No.” It was Stonefur who spoke, flicking
out his tail to bar the gray warrior’s way. “I think Fireheart needs to do this alone.”Flashing a
grateful look at the RiverClan deputy, Fireheart began picking his way down the ravine, his ears
pricked for any sound of trouble ahead. But the strange silence still reigned over the forest.As
he emerged from the gorse tunnel into the clearing, Fireheart paused to glance warily around.
It was possible that one or more of the dogs had never made it to the gorge, or that Tigerstar
had sent ShadowClan warriors to take over the camp. But all was quiet. Fireheart’s fur prickled
with the strangeness of seeing the camp deserted like this, yet there was no sign of danger,
and still no scent of dogs or ShadowClan.To be sure the camp was safe, he rapidly checked
the dens and the nursery. Memories came unbidden: the bewilderment of the Clan as he told
them about the dog pack, the heart-pounding terror of the chase through the forest with the
breath of the pack leader hot on his fur. At the foot of the Highrock, listening to the wind
whispering through the trees, Fireheart thought back to the time Tigerstar had stood here,
boldly facing his Clan as they discovered the true depth of his treachery. He had sworn undying
vengeance as he was sent into exile, and Fireheart was sure that his bloodthirsty attempt to
set the dog pack on the cats of ThunderClan would not be his last attempt to fulfill his oath.Last
of all Fireheart prowled cautiously through the fern tunnel to Cinderpelt’s den. Glancing through
the entrance, he saw the medicine cat’s healing herbs neatly ranged beside one wall. The
strongest memory yet flooded over him, of Spottedleaf and Yellowfang, who had been
ThunderClan medicine cats before Cinderpelt. Fireheart had loved them both, and grief for
them swept over him again to mingle with his grief for his leader.Bluestar is dead, he told them
silently. Is she with you now, in StarClan?Retracing his steps along the fern tunnel, he returned
to the top of the ravine. Graystripe was standing on watch while Mistyfoot and Stonefur gently
groomed the dead leader’s body.“Everything’s fine,” Fireheart announced. “Graystripe, I want
you to go to Sunningrocks now. Tell the Clan that Bluestar is dead, but nothing more. I’ll explain
everything when I see them. Just let them know that it’s safe to come home.”Graystripe’s yellow
eyes brightened. “On my way, Fireheart.” He spun around and tore off through the forest,
heading for Sunningrocks, where the Clan had gone to hide while the dogs were following
Tigerstar’s trail of rabbit blood to their camp.Stonefur, crouching beside Bluestar’s body, let out
a purr of amusement. “It’s easy to see where Graystripe’s loyalties lie,” he remarked.“Yes,”



Mistyfoot agreed. “No cat ever really thought he would stay in RiverClan.”Graystripe’s kits had
been born to a RiverClan queen, and for a while he had gone to RiverClan to be with them, but
in his heart he had never left ThunderClan. Forced into battle against his birth Clan, he had
chosen to save Fireheart’s life, and the RiverClan leader Leopardstar had banished him from
her Clan. Her sentence of exile, Fireheart reflected, had freed the gray warrior to return to
where he truly belonged.With a nod of acknowledgment to the RiverClan warriors, Fireheart
took up Bluestar again, and the three cats maneuvered her body down the ravine and into the
camp. At last they could lay her down in her den beneath the Highrock, where she would
remain until her Clan had said farewell to her and buried her with all the honor that such a wise
and noble leader deserved.“Thank you for your help,” Fireheart meowed to the RiverClan
warriors. Hesitating for a moment, knowing only too well the significance of his invitation, he
added, “Would you like to stay for Bluestar’s burial ceremony?”“That is a generous offer,”
Stonefur replied, showing only a flicker of surprise that Fireheart should admit members of a
rival Clan to something so private. “But we have duties in our own Clan. We must be getting
back.”“Thank you, Fireheart,” meowed Mistyfoot. “That means a lot to us. But your Clan will
think it’s strange if we stay. They don’t know, do they, that Bluestar was our mother?”“No,”
Fireheart told her. “Only Graystripe. But Tigerstar overheard what you and Bluestar said to
each other on . . . on the riverbank. You must be prepared in case he chooses to reveal it at the
next Gathering.”Stonefur and Mistyfoot exchanged a glance. Then Stonefur drew himself up,
his blue eyes gleaming defiantly. “Let Tigerstar say what he likes,” he meowed. “I’ll tell
RiverClan myself today. We’re not ashamed of our mother. She was a noble leader—and our
father was a great deputy.”“Yes,” Mistyfoot agreed. “No cat can argue with that, even if they did
come from different Clans.”Their courage and determination reminded Fireheart of their
mother, Bluestar. She had given them up to their father, Oakheart, the RiverClan deputy, and
the two cats had grown up believing that they had been born in RiverClan. At first they had
hated Bluestar when they learned the truth, but this morning, as she lay dying on the riverbank,
they had found it in their hearts to forgive her. In the midst of his pain, Fireheart was relieved
beyond words that his leader had been reconciled with her kits before she went to StarClan. He
alone of all the ThunderClan cats knew how much Bluestar had suffered, watching them grow
up in another Clan.“I wish we’d known her better,” Stonefur meowed sadly, as if he could read
Fireheart’s thoughts. “You’re lucky to have grown up in her Clan and been her deputy.”“I know.”
Fireheart looked down sorrowfully at the blue-gray she-cat lying so still on the sandy floor of
the clearing. Bluestar looked small and helpless now that her noble spirit had left her body and
gone to hunt with StarClan.“May we say good-bye to her alone?” Mistyfoot asked tentatively.
“Just for a few moments?”“Of course,” Fireheart replied. He padded out of the den, leaving
Stonefur and Mistyfoot to crouch down beside Bluestar’s body and share tongues with their
mother for the first and last time.As he skirted the Highrock he heard the sound of cats
approaching through the gorse tunnel. Hurrying forward, he saw Frostfur and Speckletail creep
timidly into the clearing, hesitating in the shelter of the tunnel before they dared venture back
into the camp. With the same wariness, Brackenfur and Goldenflower followed.Pain stabbed
Fireheart’s heart to see his cats so wary of their own home, and his eyes sought out one
warrior in particular—Sandstorm, the pale ginger she-cat he loved. He needed to know that
she was unhurt after the crucial part she had played in luring the dog pack away from the
camp.Fireheart spotted his nephew, Cloudtail; the white warrior was carefully escorting
Lostface, a young cat who had suffered terrible injuries from the dog pack before it attacked the
camp. Next Cinderpelt came limping through the entrance with a bundle of herbs in her mouth;
and pushing eagerly behind her were Bramblepaw and Tawnypaw, the two newest apprentices,



who were also Tigerstar’s kits.At last Fireheart saw Sandstorm padding along beside
Willowpelt, while Willowpelt’s three kits bounced around them, happily unaware of the crisis
their Clan had endured.A purr swelled in Fireheart’s throat as he ran toward Sandstorm and
pressed his muzzle into her flank. The pale orange warrior covered his ears with licks, and
when he looked up at her he saw a warm glow in her green eyes.“I was so worried for you,
Fireheart,” she murmured. “I couldn’t believe the size of those dogs! I’ve never been so scared
in my life.”“Nor have I,” Fireheart confessed. “All the time I was waiting, I kept thinking they
might have caught you.”“Caught me?” Sandstorm pushed away from him; the end of her tail
was twitching, and for a heartbeat Fireheart thought he had offended her, until he saw the
sparkle in her eyes. “I was running for you and the Clan, Fireheart. It felt as if I had the speed of
StarClan!”She paced into the center of the clearing and looked around, her expression
clouding. “Where is Bluestar? Graystripe told us she was dead.”“Yes,” Fireheart replied. “I tried
to save her, but the struggle in the river was too much for her. She’s in her den.” He hesitated
before adding, “Mistyfoot and Stonefur are with her.”Sandstorm turned to him, her fur bristling
with alarm. “There are RiverClan cats in our camp? Why?”“They helped me pull Bluestar out of
the river,” Fireheart explained. “And . . . and she’s their mother.”Sandstorm froze and her eyes
grew huge. “Bluestar? But how—”Fireheart interrupted her by pressing his muzzle against
hers. “I’ll tell you all about it later,” he promised. “Right now I have to make sure the Clan is
okay.”While they were speaking, the rest of the Clan had appeared through the gorse tunnel
and begun to gather in a ragged circle around Fireheart and Sandstorm. Fireheart spotted
Fernpaw and Ashpaw, the two apprentices who had begun the race to lure the dogs away from
the camp. “Well done, both of you,” he meowed.The young cats let out a purr. “We hid in the
hazel thicket where you told us, and jumped out as soon as we saw the dogs,” mewed
Ashpaw.“Yes, we knew we had to keep them away from the camp,” Fernpaw put in.“You were
very brave,” Fireheart praised them. Once again he remembered the limp body of Brindleface,
the apprentices’ mother, murdered by Tigerstar. “I’m proud of you—and your mother would be
proud, too.”Ashpaw shrank, suddenly looking like a fragile kit. “I was terrified,” he admitted. “If
we’d known what the dogs were like, I don’t think we’d have dared to do it.”“We were all
terrified,” Dustpelt meowed as he came up and gave Fernpaw a gentle lick. “I’ve never run so
fast in my life. You two did brilliantly.”Though he praised his own apprentice equally, the warmth
in Dustpelt’s gaze was all for Fernpaw. Fireheart managed to hide his amusement. The brown
tabby warrior’s affection for her was no secret.“You did well, too, Dustpelt,” Fireheart meowed.
“The Clan owes thanks to all of you.”Dustpelt held Fireheart’s gaze for a moment before he
gave him a little nod of acknowledgment. As he turned away, Fireheart spotted Cloudtail gently
guiding Lostface past and stopped them to ask, “Are you okay, Lostface?”“I’m fine,” the young
she-cat replied, though she glanced around nervously with her good eye. “Are you sure none
of the dogs got this far?”“I checked the whole camp myself,” Fireheart told her. “There’s no sign
of any dogs.”“She was very brave at Sunningrocks,” meowed Cloudtail, touching his muzzle to
Lostface’s shoulder. “She helped me keep watch from a tree.”Lostface brightened. “I can’t see
as well as I used to, but I can listen, and scent.”“Well done,” Fireheart meowed. “You too,
Cloudtail. I was right to rely on you.”“They’ve all done well.” That was Cinderpelt’s voice;
Fireheart turned to see her limping toward him with Mousefur just behind her. “There was no
panic at all, not even when we heard the pack howling.”“And every cat’s okay?” Fireheart asked
anxiously.“They’re all fine.” The medicine cat’s blue eyes glowed with relief. “Mousefur tore a
claw when she was running from the dogs, but that’s all. Come on, Mousefur, I’ll give you
something for it.”As Fireheart watched them go, he realized that Whitestorm had appeared
beside him. “Can I have a word with you?”“Of course.”“I’m sorry.” Whitestorm’s eyes were full of



anguish. “I know you asked me to take care of Bluestar when we were fleeing from the dogs.
But she slipped away from Sunningrocks before I realized she’d gone. It’s my fault she’s
dead.”Fireheart narrowed his eyes at the older warrior. For the first time he noticed how
exhausted he looked. Although Whitestorm was the senior warrior of ThunderClan, he had
always seemed strong and vigorous, his white coat sleek and well-groomed. Now he looked a
hundred seasons older than the cat who had left camp that morning.“That’s ridiculous!”
Fireheart insisted. “Even if you had noticed that Bluestar had gone, what could you have done?
She was your leader—you couldn’t have made her stay.”Whitestorm blinked. “I didn’t dare send
another cat after her—not with the pack loose. All we could do was sit up in the trees around
Sunningrocks and listen to the howling. . . .” A shudder ran through his body. “But I should have
done something.”“You did everything,” Fireheart told him. “You stayed with the Clan and kept
them safe. Bluestar made her own decision in the end. It was the will of StarClan that she died
to save us.”Whitestorm nodded slowly, though his eyes were still troubled as he murmured,
“Even though she had lost all faith in StarClan.”Fireheart was aware of the secret they shared,
that in her last moons Bluestar’s mind had begun to give way. Shocked to the core by the
discovery of Tigerstar’s treachery, Bluestar had begun to believe that she was at war with her
warrior ancestors. Fireheart and Whitestorm, with Cinderpelt’s help, had managed for the most
part to keep the knowledge of their leader’s weakness from the rest of the Clan. But Fireheart
also knew that Bluestar’s feelings had changed during the last moments of her life.“No,
Whitestorm,” Fireheart replied, thankful that there was some comfort he could offer the gallant
old warrior. “She made her peace with StarClan before she died. She knew exactly what she
was doing, and why. Her mind was clear again, and her faith was strong.”Joy tempered the pain
in Whitestorm’s eyes, and he bowed his head. Fireheart realized how devastating Bluestar’s
death must be for him; they had been friends throughout a long life.By now the rest of the Clan
had crept into the circle around Fireheart. He could see the traces of their terrible experience
still in their eyes, along with fear for the future. Swallowing uncomfortably, he realized that it
was his duty now to calm those fears.“Fireheart,” Brackenfur asked hesitantly, “is it true that
Bluestar’s dead?”Fireheart nodded. “Yes, it’s true. She . . . she died saving me, and all of us.”
For a moment he thought his voice would fail completely, and he swallowed hard. “You all know
that I was the last cat on the trail to lead the dogs to the gorge. When I was almost at the edge,
Tigerstar leaped out at me and held me down so that the pack leader caught up to me. He
would have killed me, and the dogs would still be loose in the forest, if it hadn’t been for
Bluestar. She threw herself at the dog, right on the edge of the gorge, and . . . and they both
went over.”He could see a ripple of distress sweeping across his Clanmates, like wind stirring
the trees.“What happened then?” Frostfur asked quietly.“I went in after her, but I couldn’t save
her.” Briefly Fireheart closed his eyes, remembering the churning water and his hopeless
struggle to keep his leader afloat. “Mistyfoot and Stonefur from RiverClan came to help me
when we had been swept clear of the gorge,” he went on. “Bluestar was alive when we got her
out but it was too late. Her ninth life was over, and she left us to join StarClan.”A yowl of grief
came from somewhere among the circle of cats. Fireheart realized that many of the cats had
not even been born when Bluestar became leader, and losing her now must feel as if the four
great oaks of Fourtrees had been torn up overnight.He raised his voice, forcing it not to shake.
“Bluestar isn’t gone, you know. She’s already watching over us from StarClan . . . her spirit is
here with us now.” Or in her den, he thought privately, sharing tongues with Stonefur and
Mistyfoot.“I would like to see Bluestar now,” meowed Speckletail. “Where is she—in her den?”
She turned toward the entrance, flanked by Dappletail and Smallear.“I’ll come with you,”
Frostfur offered, springing to her paws.Alarm shot through Fireheart. He had hoped to give



Mistyfoot and Stonefur as much time as possible with their dead mother, but he suddenly
realized that apart from Graystripe and Sandstorm, no cats even knew that the two RiverClan
warriors were in the camp.“Wait—” he began, shouldering his way through the circle.It was too
late. Speckletail and Frostfur were already standing in the entrance to Bluestar’s den, their fur
bristling and their tails fluffed out to twice their normal size as they confronted the strange cats.
A menacing snarl came from Frostfur. “What are you doing here?”CHAPTER 2As Fireheart
bounded across to Bluestar’s den, Speckletail spun around to face him. Her eyes were burning
with anger. “There are two RiverClan cats here,” she growled. “Mauling our leader’s body!”“No—
no, they’re not.” Fireheart gasped. “They’ve a right to be here.”He realized that the rest of the
Clan had gathered anxiously behind him and he heard Cloudtail yowling a challenge, with
snarls of rage breaking out all around.Fireheart whirled to face them. “Keep back!” he ordered.
“It’s all right. Mistyfoot and Stonefur—”“You know they’re here?” The voice was Darkstripe’s; the
dark tabby thrust his way through the crowd to stand nose-to-nose with Fireheart. “You let
enemy cats into our camp—into our leader’s den?”Fireheart took a breath, forcing himself to
stay calm. He deeply mistrusted the black-striped tabby. When the Clan had been preparing to
escape the dog pack, Darkstripe had tried to slip away with Tigerstar’s kits. He had sworn that
he knew nothing of Tigerstar’s plot to destroy ThunderClan with the dogs, but Fireheart was not
sure he believed him.“Have you forgotten what I told you?” he asked. “Mistyfoot and Stonefur
helped me to pull Bluestar out of the river.”“So you say!” Darkstripe spat. “How do we know
you’re telling the truth? Why should RiverClan cats help ThunderClan?”“They’ve helped us
often enough in the past,” Fireheart reminded him. “More of us would have died after the fire if
RiverClan hadn’t given us shelter.”“That’s true,” meowed Mousefur. She had returned with
Cinderpelt from the medicine cat’s den in time to hear the confrontation, and now she pushed
forward to stand beside Darkstripe. “But it’s no excuse to leave them alone in the den with
Bluestar’s body. What are they doing in there?”“We are giving honor to Bluestar.”Stonefur
spoke defiantly, and Fireheart turned his head to see that the RiverClan deputy and Mistyfoot
had appeared in the mouth of the den. They both looked taken aback at the reaction of the
ThunderClan cats, their fur beginning to bristle as they realized they were being treated as
intruders.“We wanted to say good-bye to her,” Mistyfoot meowed.“Why?” Mousefur
demanded.Fireheart’s stomach clenched as Mistyfoot faced the light brown she-cat and
answered, “She was our mother.”Silence fell, broken only by the call of a blackbird from the
edge of the camp. Fireheart’s mind raced as he faced the shocked, hostile stares of his Clan.
His gaze met Sandstorm’s; she looked dismayed, as if she guessed that Fireheart would never
have chosen for ThunderClan to discover their leader’s secret like this.“Your mother?” growled
Speckletail. “I don’t believe it. Bluestar would never have allowed her kits to be raised in
another Clan.”“Believe it or not, it’s true,” Stonefur retorted.Fireheart stepped forward, warning
Stonefur to stay silent with a flick of his tail. “I’ll deal with this now. You and Mistyfoot had better
go.”Stonefur gave him a curt nod and took the lead as he and Mistyfoot made their way toward
the gorse tunnel. Fireheart heard one or two furious hisses as the ThunderClan cats parted to
let them pass.“The thanks of the Clan go with you,” Fireheart called out after them, his voice
echoing thinly off the Highrock.Mistyfoot and Stonefur didn’t respond. They didn’t even turn to
look back before they vanished into the tunnel.Every hair on Fireheart’s pelt prickled with the
desire to turn and run from his new responsibilities. The secret that had been so heavy to keep
—that Bluestar had given up her kits to another Clan—would be heavier still in the sharing. He
wished that he had been given more time to think of what to say, but he knew that it was better
for his Clan to hear the truth from him now, instead of from Tigerstar at the next Gathering. As
Clan leader he had to face the task, however little he liked it.Dipping his head to Cinderpelt, he



bounded up onto the Highrock. There was no need to summon the Clan; they were already
turning to look up at him. For a heartbeat Fireheart was breathless, unable to speak.He could
see their anger and confusion, and smell their fear scent. Darkstripe was watching him with
narrowed eyes, as if he were already planning what to tell Tigerstar. Bleakly Fireheart reflected
that Tigerstar already knew; he had heard what Bluestar said to her kits as she lay dying by the
river. But the ShadowClan leader would certainly be pleased to hear about ThunderClan’s
confusion and Fireheart’s own difficulties. Tigerstar was sure to find a way to twist it to his
advantage in his quest for revenge against ThunderClan and his efforts to recover his kits,
Bramblepaw and Tawnypaw.Fireheart took a deep breath and began: “It’s true that Mistyfoot
and Stonefur are Bluestar’s kits.” He struggled to keep his voice steady, and prayed to StarClan
to give him the right words so that the cats would not turn against Bluestar. “Oakheart of
RiverClan was their father. When her kits were born, Bluestar gave them to him to be brought
up in his Clan.”“How do you know?” snarled Frostfur. “Bluestar would never have done that! If
the RiverClan cats said so, they’re lying.”“Bluestar told me herself,” Fireheart replied.He met the
white cat’s gaze; her eyes blazed with fury, her teeth were bared, but she did not quite dare to
accuse him of lying. “Are you telling us she was a traitor?” she hissed.One or two cats yowled a
protest. Frostfur spun around, fur bristling, and Whitestorm rose to face her. Though the senior
warrior looked stunned with shock, his voice was steady as he meowed, “Bluestar was always
loyal to her Clan.”“If she was so loyal,” Darkstripe put in, “why did she let a cat from another
Clan father her kits?”Fireheart found that question hard to answer. Not long ago, Graystripe
had taken a mate from RiverClan, and his kits were growing up there now. The ThunderClan
cats had been so horrified that Graystripe had felt he couldn’t stay in his birth Clan any longer.
Although he had returned, some cats still felt hostile to him and doubted his loyalty.“Things
happen,” Fireheart replied. “When the kits were born, Bluestar would have brought them up to
be loyal ThunderClan warriors, but—”“I remember those kits.” This time the interruption was
from Smallear. “They disappeared out of the nursery. We all thought a fox or a badger had
gotten them. Bluestar was distraught. Are you saying that was all a lie?”Fireheart looked down
at the old gray tom-cat. “No,” he promised. “Bluestar was devastated at the loss of her kits. But
she had to give them up in order to become Clan deputy.”“You’re telling us her ambition meant
more to her than her kits?” asked Dustpelt. The brown warrior sounded puzzled rather than
angry, as if he couldn’t reconcile this image with the wise leader he had always known.“No,”
Fireheart told him. “She did it because the Clan needed her. She put the Clan first—just as she
always did.”“That’s true,” Whitestorm agreed quietly. “Nothing meant more to Bluestar than
ThunderClan.”“Mistyfoot and Stonefur are proud of her courage—both then and now,” Fireheart
went on. “As we should be.”He was relieved when there were no more open challenges, though
the tension among the Clan cats did not die away completely. Mousefur and Frostfur were
muttering together, casting suspicious glances up at him. Speckletail, tail-tip twitching, stalked
across to join them. But Whitestorm moved from one cat to another, clearly backing up what he
had said, and Smallear was nodding wisely, as if he respected the hard decision Bluestar had
made.Then a single voice rose clearly out of the hum of conversation. “Fireheart,” Tawnypaw
piped up, “are you going to be our leader now?”Before Fireheart could reply, Darkstripe sprang
to his paws. “Accept a kittypet as Clan leader? Are we all mad?”“It’s not a question, Darkstripe,”
Whitestorm pointed out, raising his voice above shocked exclamations from Sandstorm and
Graystripe. “Fireheart is Clan deputy; he succeeds Bluestar. That’s all there is to it.”Fireheart
flashed him a grateful glance. The fur on his shoulders had begun to bristle and he deliberately
relaxed so that it lay flat again. He would not let Darkstripe see that his challenging words had
provoked him. Yet he could not stifle a moment of doubt. Bluestar had appointed him deputy,



but her mind had been clouded by the shock of Tigerstar’s treachery, and the whole Clan had
been shocked because the ceremony had been late. Could that possibly mean he was not the
right cat to lead ThunderClan?“But a kittypet!” Darkstripe protested. His yellow eyes glared
balefully up at Fireheart. “Stinking of Twolegs and their nests! Is that what we want as our
leader?”Fireheart felt the familiar rage burn in his belly. Even though he had lived with the Clan
since he was six moons old, Darkstripe never let him forget that he was not forestborn.As he
struggled with the desire to leap down and sink his claws into Darkstripe’s fur, Goldenflower
rose to her paws and stepped forward to face the dark warrior. “You’re wrong, Darkstripe,” she
growled. “Fireheart has proved his loyalty to the Clan a thousand times over. No Clanborn cat
could have done more.”Fireheart blinked his thanks to her, surprised that Goldenflower of all
cats should have supported him so determinedly. She knew of Fireheart’s suspicions that her
kit Bramblepaw would end up as dangerous as his father, Tigerstar. Though he had taken
Bramblepaw as his own apprentice, he never felt comfortable around the young cat, and
Goldenflower knew it. She had defended her kits fiercely against what she thought was
Fireheart’s unreasonable hostility. It was all the more surprising now that she should stand up
for him against Darkstripe.“Fireheart, don’t listen to Darkstripe,” Brackenfur added his voice to
Goldenflower’s. “Every cat here wants you as leader, apart from him. You’re obviously the best
cat for the job.”A murmur of agreement rose from the cats around the Highrock, and Fireheart’s
heart swelled with gratitude.“And who are we to go against the decrees of StarClan?” Mousefur
added. “The deputy always becomes Clan leader. That is the tradition of the warrior
code.”“Which Fireheart seems to know rather better than you do,” Graystripe hissed, flicking his
tail contemptuously at Darkstripe. He knew as well as Fireheart that the dark warrior had
plotted with Tigerstar before the dog attack.Fireheart gestured with one paw to his friend for
silence before addressing the whole Clan. “I promise you that I will spend the rest of my life
striving to become the leader that ThunderClan deserves. And with StarClan’s help I will
succeed.”His gaze was drawn instinctively to Sandstorm, and he felt warmth spread into his
paws and the tip of his tail when he saw how proud she looked.“As for you, Darkstripe,”
Fireheart spat, unable to hide his anger, “if you don’t like the thought of being led by a kittypet,
you can always leave.”The dark warrior lashed his tail; there was pure hatred in the look he
threw Fireheart. If I had never come to the forest, Fireheart realized, Tigerstar would be leader
now, and you would be deputy.
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as he receives his 9 livesfrom StarClan.Meanwhile, Bloodthirsty Tigerstar travels to
twolegplace to get the forest's most dangerous cat to help him get ThunderClan and WindClan
to join TigerClan.The cat's name is Scourge,who is the leader of BloodClan.But hisambission
is demolished when Firestar reveals Tigerstars past.Scourge is outraged and immediatly
attacks Tigerstar, who thinks he could defeat Scourge,but this thought was proved wrong when
Scourge almost immediatly defeats him.when Firestar tells Scourge that he could hunt before
hereturns to twolegplace,Scourge says"But we aren't leaving.this is our home now and you all
have 3 days to decide whether you want to leave or die the way Tigerstar did."So Firestar
decides to fight Scourge,but only if the other 3 Clans will fight alongside ThunderClan.It has
been 3 days since Scourge threatened the Clans,andFirestar persuaded all the Clan leaders to
fight with ThunderClan.It is the 4th day and Scourge has asked Firestar one last time to
retreat.Firestar replies"this forest has always belonged to4 clans and as long as StarClan
allows it,it shall stay that way."Scourge says "that is all very well Firestar,but your make believe
StarClan won't help you now."then he exclaimed"BloodClan ATTACK!!!!immediatly Firestar
meowed"LionClan ATTACK!!!!Firestar headed straight for Scourge but he soon lost sight ofthe
tabby.He looked all around and his gaze fell apon a huge brown and white cat sitting on
Whitestorm.(Whitestorm is the ThunderClan deputy)Firestar raced to help the old warrior but it
was too late.Whitestorm was already dead.Suddenly,Firestar caught sight of Scourge and
launched himself at the small cat, releasing all his fury into his paws,which were slashing
fiercely at Scourge's short fur.Scourge got the better of him though and Firestar lost his 1st
life.When Firetar woke up,he tracked Scourge down for the 2ndtime and when he bit Scourge's
tail,the black cat looked at Firestar in astonishment."I killed you" he said.i know firestar
answered and used that moment to kill Scourge.truly amazing read!!”

PK, “Great reading for children, teenagers and adults!!!. My 10 year old son spent all of the
money he received for his year-end straight 'A' report card to buy all of the Warriors' sets. He
loves them! I, too, am reading them (52 years old and much more emotional...I cry at least
once a book). He has started sharing his Warriors' books with classmates and the books are
receiving high ratings from them, as well. I have recommended the Survivor series (dogs) to a
classmate's mom who was having trouble getting her son to read (their 5th grade class is
required to read a half hour each week day and one weekend day).These books grab your
attention and keep it, to the point of not wanting to put them down. We even think of our cats
differently now :-).Authors, Thank you so much for sharing your talents! We would love to see a
movie or TV series, as well.All of the books sets that were ordered arrived on time (even the
pre-ordered ones) and in new condition. VERY satisfied with the entire experience.”

smlwoman, “Final book in the first series and is loving it as she reads it.. This is my daughter's
last one in this series. We had every book in this series except book six. She wanted to start
the second series but had to wait on this book. She says this one is just as good as the first 5
books and is so glad she finally got to read it. She started these books in 4th grade and loves
them still and is now entering 7th grade. She likes them so much she has gotten her grandpa
to read them too. He is an avid reader and flies through these books, but actually really enjoys
them too! She loves having a book series she can share with her grandpa. She often tells her
friends to check the series out too. She got the first one from a friend and got hooked right
away and she was not a big reader back then. Now she reads more then one book at a time.
If you have an animal lover and a fantasy sci fi lover this would be a series for you.”



izzy, “You have to admit that this is one of the best Warrior books there are.. Ill tell you now ,
You'll enjoy this Warriors book from top to bottom. Its one of those amazing books were you
only stop to go to the bathroom. I love this series as much as I love Pride & prejudice. Here are
some of the events that happen in #6 The Darkest Hour , When Fireheart goes to Highstone to
receive his nine lives , once he receives them Bluestar says "Four will be two Lion will battle
against Tiger & blood will rule " Firestar has to figure out what it means; Tigerstar (formally
known as Tigerclaw. ) Is up to his tricks once more he says at the gathering ""Starclan as told
me I have to prepare all for this crisis (lie) I want ALL OF YOU TO JOIN WITH ME &
SHADOWCLAN!! Riverclan has already accepted my proposal and I encourage you Windclan
& Thunderclan to join us whom we shall be called TIGERCLAN!!!!!!"" So Tallstar says that that
was a previous clan name and they argue and a storm comes ( not from Starclan. ) right before
Firestar can release Tigerstars treachery because he said the gathering has
ended.............Soon when Windclan and Thunderclan refuse Tigerstar has brought Bloodclan,
( They come from Twolegplace & they are Bloodthirsty killers no they are definitely not kitypets
they were collars of dog & cat teeth and are two times the size of Tigerstar led by Scourge they
don't believe in starclan or Warrior code they are cold hearted killing machines ..... ) But
Fireheart then has the chance to release Tigerstars treachery then Tigerstar ""says oh who
cares mew away kitypet..etc..."" Then scourge kills Tigerstar and Tigerstar loses all Nine lives
one after each ............Scourge says to the rest of the clans ""You have three days to get out of
here and on the third day at dawn meet us here with your decision!""..... To be continuedEnjoy
hope you read the books in order!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “The best. I love this book so much. Cats are one of my favourite animals,
and they are so beautifully portrayed here. The plot is lovely, with twists and turns, romance,
action, sub-plots, and most importantly, loveable, loveable characters. Firestar is my favourite
character, and this is my favourite book in the best arc.A small house cat named Rusty goes
into the forest, meeting clan cats who offer him a place in the clan. He accepts, and soon finds
himself in ThunderClan, an apprentice. He befriends 2 other apprentices, Ravenpaw and
Graypaw. However, the dastardly Tigerclaw is soon made deputy, and Firepaw is sure he is up
to something. Over the next few books, Tigerclaw is outcast for his crimes, and Fireheart is
made deputy. The clan leader is shocked by his betrayal, but worse is to come. Tigerstar is now
leader of ShadowClan, setting a dog pack on ThunderClan. ThunderClan win, but their leader
dies, making Firestar the new leader. This book covers his leadership, and I love it. Greatly
recommended.”

shaz j 'dþ�Ø=ÜŽ'dþ�, “Ø=ÞØ=ÞØ=ÞØ=ÞØ=Þ. A great first series of books for the clans of warrior cats
through to adulthood. I totally enjoyed reading these books and am looking forward to reading
the next series as soon as i finish writing this review. Definatly recommend a read of this series.
It's not one to miss that's for sure ”

Adrien Jamain, “Great. Who new some paper with a picture cover on top could be so… divine.
Overall an amazing book, my favourite character is Cloudtail. He doesnt believe in Starclan but
he is the most loyal cat in Thunderclan (maybe apart from Whitestorm), though it does make
me wonder. What would happen if he became clan leader? Would he end up like Scourge?
There is one thing that has been on my mind. What happened to Snowkit? He mightve gotten
eaten by the hawk, only Starclan knows. At first i thought 'The hunger games' was the most
gruesome book (you know, like, WHEN BOGGS GETS HIS LEGS BLOWN OFF. But this is not



a review about that.), but when Scourge kills Tigerstar 9 TIMES that evened it out. Apart from
that, this is one of a kind.”

Jonathan M Power, “Amazing book filled with adventure.. Hi, I'm Erin and I'm 12 years old. I
put this serie down and I'm in love with the storyline an all adventure in here. The mischief is
so great and I'm in love. It has great plot twists and sad endings, first-year has a great role on
this book. I'm looking forward to reading the next one on my kindle.”

Jo Farr, “YOU HAVE TO READ THIS BOOK YOU HAVE NO CHOICE!. Its so AWSOME OMG I
LOVE IT!The interesting stories of the much loved Firestar continues. This time a group of wild
and rough cats try to take over the forest (bloodclan). This is the last book about Firestar as
afterwards we follow the lives of two young cats (The interesting and kind brambleclaw along
with the inquisitive, beautiful and creative Squirrelpaw, the daughter of Firestar)its a must read
from meBy Ramona sleight, who happens to be a nine year old author”

The book by Erin Hunter has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 2,740 people have provided feedback.
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