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THE DAWN OF THE CLANS



Many moons ago, a community of cats settled in dense woodland close to the edge of a moor. Some were kittypets intrigued by the idea of exploring beyond their housefolks backyard; others had been born and raised in the wild, by cats who knew how to catch their own prey and find shelter in the cold nights of leaf-bare.

The woodland, with the river running fast and deep at the edge of the trees, proved to be good territory for the cats. There was enough shelter for every cat, enough prey to feed them all, and the freedom to hunt among the trees, on the open moor, and along the fish-filled river.

The cats began to settle according to their preferences for hunting and prey. The fish-eaters kept mostly to the banks of the river, making their dens among the reeds and twisted willow roots; the mouse-pouncers stayed under the densest trees, perfecting their leaps among the tangled undergrowth; the rabbit-chasers, faster and leaner than the other cats, kept to the open moor; the squirrel-stalkers settled in the sparser woodland, where they learned to climb trees and hunt among the branches; and the cats who had a taste for snakes and lizards, and the cunning to catch them on marshy ground, settled among brittle grass stalks and rattling pine trees on the farthest edge of the territory.

There were no borders at first, and within each hunting ground the cats lived separately, meeting only as they went in pursuit of the same prey. Occasionally cats clashed over a piece of fresh-kill or a good place for a den, but battles between large numbers of cats were unheard of.

Then a time came when prey was scarce, and there were too many mouths to feed and bodies to shelter in each hunting ground. Battles broke out, just a few cats at first, but more and more until hunting ground took on hunting ground, fighting for survival, not just for themselves, but for the cats who lived alongside them. After one dreadful battle, when the ground beneath the four great oak trees turned red with blood, the spirits of the dead cats came back to plead for peace with the strongest cats from each hunting ground: Wind, River, Thunder, Shadow, and Sky.

The five vowed to their fallen companions that they would find a way to put an end to the fighting, to live in their separate hunting grounds in communities that would preserve each territory for generations of cats to come.








THE TIME OF THE CLANS HAD BEGUN









THE WARRIOR CODE





1. Defend your Clan, even with your life. You may have friendships with cats from other Clans, but your loyalty must remain to your Clan.



2. Do not hunt or trespass on another Clans territory.



3. Elders and kits must be fed before apprentices and warriors.



4. Prey is killed only to be eaten. Give thanks to StarClan for its life.



5. A kit must be at least six moons old to become an apprentice.



6. Newly appointed warriors will keep a silent vigil for one night after receiving their warrior name.



7. A cat cannot be made deputy without having mentored at least one apprentice.



8. The deputy will become Clan leader when the leader dies or retires.




9. After the death or retirement of the deputy, the new deputy must be chosen before moonhigh.



10. A gathering of all Clans is held at the full moon during a truce that lasts for the night. There shall be no fighting among Clans at this time.



11. Boundaries must be checked and marked daily. Challenge all trespassing cats.



12. No warrior may neglect a kit in pain or in danger, even if that kit is from a different Clan.



13. The word of the Clan leader is the warrior code.



14. An honorable warrior does not need to kill other cats to win his or her battles, unless they are outside the warrior code or it is necessary for self-defense.



15. A warrior rejects the soft life of a kittypet.
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WELCOME TO THE WARRIOR CODE



Hello! Firestar told me youd be visiting today. Come in. Watch out for the brambles at the entrance; theyve grown faster than ever with the warm rain weve had this moon. Sorry, did that one catch on your pelt? I have some marigold leaves if its cut you. No? Good. My name is Leafpool, by the way, and Im Thunder Clans medicine catbut I expect you knew that, didnt you? I forget how well-known our Clan has become, even among loners and kittypets.

Sit down, please, and make yourself comfortable. We have a lot to talk about!


Firestar said that you wanted to learn about the warrior code. I can see how it would fascinate you, born and raised outside the Clans. Does it seem as if our lives are governed by strict, ancient rules? Your life must feel free as air in comparison; you can hunt when you like, eat what you catch, and choose friends and enemies wherever you please without having loyalties and responsibilities forced upon you. I can see by the glint in your eyes that you sometimes pity us for the code that binds us like bramble tendrils to our Clanmates, our territories, and our long-dead ancestors. But the warrior code isnt like that. If youre born to it, raised in its nurturing paws, it feels as obvious as breathing.

You hunt just for yourself, yes? But what would happen if you got injured or sick? In the Clans, the strongest cats, the warriors, hunt for all of us. And when it is their turn to have graying muzzles and trembling paws, new warriors will catch prey for them until they walk with StarClan and hunt like young cats once more.

You think the Clans hate one another and fight all the time. Its true, we live in close quarters with the other Clans, and that can lead to tension, but we also unite against common enemiesyou heard about the badger attack, yes? We would have been destroyed if Wind Clan hadnt come to help us. And when we had to leave the forest, four Clans succeeded in making the Great Journey where one alone would have starved or frozen to death.

Being part of a Clan means knowing that youll never be alone. The life of the Clan surrounds you and stretches into the distance as far as your imagination can see. You follow in the paw steps of Clanmates born moons before you and those who are younger will follow your paw steps in moons to come. You will always be part of your Clan, even when you walk among your ancestors in the stars.

Youre still uncertain, arent you? No matter. Wait until you hear how each part of the code came about. No, I am not going to tell you stories. Relax your mind and together we will travel back through the ages, through many generations of cats. Just as grass grows even on the bare cliffs around the hollow, each code arose from the Clans daily lives as a way of ensuring that every cat was safe, nurtured, and fed from its very first breath. You will see that while the warrior code is still a force for good, for protection and balance among the Clans, many cats have challenged itfor it can bring terrible conflict to individual lives.

Are you ready? Let us begin with the first code.
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CODE ONE





DEFEND YOUR CLAN, EVEN WITH YOUR LIFE. YOU MAY HAVE FRIENDSHIPS WITH CATS FROM OTHER CLANS, BUT YOUR LOYALTY MUST REMAIN TO YOUR CLAN.




Its hard to imagine a time when cats were allowed to have friendships with cats in other Clans. I know better than most cats the agony of loving a cat from a different Clanand of knowing that I had to return to my own Clanmates because they needed me, and because I wanted to remain loyal to the warrior code. Come with me, and let me show you the sad fate of Ryewhisker and Cloudberry. Though it breaks my heart, you will see why this terrible piece of the code came to be. As every cat must learn, the strength of the entire Clan depends on the loyalty of each one of its members.


The Beginning of the Warrior Code

Race you to the hawthorn bush!

Not fair, Ryewhisker! You know youll win! protested Cloudberry.

Ryewhisker turned to look back at the dark gray she-cat. Cloudberry was slender for a RiverClan cat, but her fur was thick and sleek.

Ill give you a head start, he offered. Cloudberry tipped her head on one side, her blue eyes sparkling. Oror Ill close my eyes, or run backward, or carry a stone in my mouth.

Bee-brain, she purred. She padded up to him and rubbed her head against his cheek. Ill race you to the hawthorn if you race me across the river.

Ryewhisker backed away, shaking his head. No way! You cant tell me its natural to get your fur wet! I tried it once, dont you remember?

You fell off a stepping-stone! Hardly a proper way to start swimming!

Ryewhisker reached out with his tail to touch Cloudberrys flank. Do you think our kits will be able to run fast and swim? he meowed softly.

Cloudberry stared at him in astonishment. How did you know? II was going to tell you, I promise, but I wasnt sure how youd feel. I thought you might want WindClan kits.

Ryewhisker let out a frustrated mrrrow. They will be WindClan kits! And RiverClan kits! They will be ours, and thats all that matters! Do your Clanmates know?

The she-cat began to roll some small stones restlessly beneath her paw. Not yet. I wanted to tell you first.
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Youre worried about what your father will say, arent you? Ryewhisker guessed.

Cloudberry looked up at him, her eyes pleading. Emberstar is a good leader. You cant blame him for wanting more RiverClan kits. We need more warriors after that bout of greencough in leaf-bare.

But they will be RiverClan kits! Ryewhisker reminded her. He flicked his tail impatiently. Ill let you teach them to swim as soon as they open their eyes!

Then youll let me raise them in RiverClan? Cloudberry queried.

Ryewhisker blinked. He hadnt thought that far ahead. Well, yes, he meowed. Ill come stay with you when theyre born, of course. Your father has never minded me staying in your camp. And you can bring them to WindClan when theyre old enough to walk that far.

Cloudberry nodded, but her eyes were still troubled. Ryewhisker pressed his muzzle against her ear. Itll be fine, he promised. Every cat knows that Emberstars closest friend is Thistletail, in ThunderClan. If any cat understands that friendships dont stop at the border of a territory, its Emberstar.

But what about the stolen fish? Cloudberry asked. Last moon, RiverClan had accused WindClan of stealing fish from the river and had sent a patrol to Duststar, WindClans leader, to warn him to keep away. Duststar had insisted his Clan would never eat fish, but Ryewhisker knew the RiverClan cats were still suspicious.

We didnt take those fish, he told Cloudberry. Maybe these kits will bring our Clans together again.

Cloudberry relaxed against him and Ryewhisker closed his eyes, imagining tiny lives stirring within her, dark gray like their mother or brown tabby like him, swift-pawed and strong swimmers. These kits would bring peace between the two Clans, he was sure of it.



WindClan! Retreat!

Ryewhisker shook his head to clear the blood from his eyes as Stonetail yowled the order. The big gray tom was standing on a tree stump, wild-eyed as he called to his Clanmates to leave the battleground. Ryewhisker leaped back, freeing the RiverClan warrior from beneath his paws. This fight was all RiverClans fault! They had accused WindClan twice more of stealing fish and threatened to tell the other Clans that the cats on the moor were thieves and trespassers. As if any WindClan warriors would get their paws wet chasing that slimy prey! Duststar had decided that the only way to stop the complaints was to teach RiverClan that WindClan cats were strong enough to catch their own preyand well-enough fed not to need anyone elses.
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Retreat! Stonetail yowled again.

Mouse-hearted cowards! spat a RiverClan warrior behind them.

If youre going to steal our fish, you should make sure youre strong enough to fight us for it! hissed another.

Ryewhisker felt the fur stand up along his spine, and his paws tingled with the urge to spin around and claw their ears. When would these dumb cats realize that WindClan was not stealing their precious fish? The reeds closed around them as they headed back toward the Twoleg bridge, and for a moment Ryewhisker could hear nothing except his Clanmates panting and the rattling of the brittle stalks.

Stop right there! screeched a voice up ahead.

Ryewhisker collided with Hawkfurs haunches as the black warrior halted in front of him. Peering past his Clanmate, he saw a ginger-and-white RiverClan warrior glaring at Stonetail, blocking his way.

You didnt think wed let you go so easily, did you? growled the RiverClan cat.

Stonetail didnt flinch. Well continue to fight if we have to, he replied. Is that what you want?

The RiverClan warrior bared his teeth. This fight is far from over! He sprang at Stonetail, who rolled onto his back, scrabbling at his attackers belly with his hind paws. The reeds clattered together and more RiverClan warriors rushed forward, leaping onto the WindClan cats. A stocky gray tabby sank its claws into Ryewhiskers shoulder and dragged him onto the ground. Ryewhisker ripped himself free, blood soaking into his fur, and jumped at the warrior with all four paws stretched out. The warrior crouched low and sprang up to meet him, knocking him out of the air and grappling with him as they fell side by side, lying half in and half out of the reeds.

Ryewhisker found himself being smothered by thick gray fur. He wrenched his head up to draw breathand stared straight into the startled blue eyes of Cloudberry. As he watched, a dark shadow reared up behind her, claws glinting in the sun, and plunged down onto her neck.

No! screeched Ryewhisker, leaping up so violently that the attacker, Ryewhiskers Clanmate Hawkfur, tumbled off into the reeds.

Ryewhisker, you cant do this! called the gray she-cat, who was struggling to her paws. We have to fight our own battles!

Ryewhisker glanced at her over his shoulder. You think Im going to let our kits be harmed by my own Clanmate?

Hawkfur stared at him in disbelief. Kits? he echoed.

The brown tabby met his gaze. Cloudberry is expecting my kits. I cannot let you hurt her.

Look out! screeched Cloudberry.

There was a thunder of paws, abruptly cut off as a broad-shouldered RiverClan warrior leaped into the air. Then a soft thud as Ryewhiskers legs folded under the weight of his attacker and he slumped to the ground, his eyes already closed. Blood pooled out from his shoulder, dark and shiny on the wet ground. The gray tabby scrambled off him, shaking his pelt.

Cloudberry didnt move, just stared at the limp brown body. Oh, Ryewhisker, what have you done? she whispered.



Is every Clan here? Duststar called from on top of the huge gray rock. All around him, trees murmured softly in the night breeze, casting blurred shadows across the moonlit hollow. Duststar had asked the other leaders to meet him here because the hollow lay at the center of the Clans, yet it belonged to none since the battle that had separated the Clans for the very first time. The elders who could recall that battle stayed away from the hollow, convinced that the bloodstains would never be washed out of the grass. Duststar had chosen the night of the full moon because it would enable cats to travel safelyand offer none the temptation of darkness to launch an unsuspected attack.

We are here, replied Birchstar, leader of SkyClan. He sprang onto the rock to join Duststar, his strong haunches powering him up. The other leaders, unwilling to be left at the foot of the rock, scrambled up, too: Emberstar from RiverClan, Hollystar from ShadowClan, and Whitestar from ThunderClan, whose pelt glowed as bright as the moon in the half-light. The rest of the cats stayed on the ground, a patrol from each Clan, gazing somberly up at the leaders with their tails tucked over their paws.

If youre going to blame my Clan for the death of your warrior Emberstar began, raising his hackles.

Duststar shook his head. No, Emberstar, thats not why I asked you all to come here. Ryewhiskers death is a tragedy we can ill afford after such a hard leaf-bare, but it would not have happened if he had not beenattachedto Cloudberry. He looked down at the RiverClan cats, but Cloudberry was not among them. She was probably too close to having her kits.

From now on, cats must be loyal only to their own Clanmates. Friendships with cats from another territory must be put aside for the sake of their Clan. We cannot allow our warriors to be distracted in battle or to fight for anything other than what is best for their own Clan. Are we agreed?

Whitestar stood up. Clan above all else. It makes sense to me.

Hollystar and Birchstar nodded. Emberstar meowed, Well said, Duststar. My Clan is sorry for the loss of your warrior. But from now on, each Clan standsand fightsalone.

If we have less contact across borders, how will we let one another know about something that could be important, such as the arrival of foxes or Twoleg interference? asked Hollystar, her blue eyes like tiny pieces of sky.

We could meet here every full moon, when the forest is light enough to walk easily, and come in peace to share our news, Birchstar suggested.

A truce? Duststar meowed.

There was a shocked murmuring among the cats of all Clans.

We cannot promise peace when ThunderClan steals our prey! hissed an elderly WindClan warrior.
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And we cannot promise peace while WindClan attacks our border patrols! meowed a ThunderClan warrior with a torn ear.

And which of the Clans can trust ShadowClan? asked another cat.

A great yowling broke out among all the cats.

Enough! Duststar growled. He stretched to his full height and stared down at the cats in the hollow. Birchstar, I see more clearly than ever that your suggestion is wise. Though I doubt any peace will hold even for one night, let us try it and see what it brings.

Thats all I ask, Birchstar meowed.

Cats of all the Clans! Duststar continued. From now on you must defend your Clan, even with your life. You may have friendships with cats from other Clans, but your loyalty must remain to your Clan, as one day you may meet cats you have befriended in battle. This will be our code, the law of warriors, and it is up to each one of us to carry it in our hearts. Until the next full moon, may StarClan guide your path.

He jumped down from the rock and, with a flick of his tail, led the WindClan cats out of the hollow, toward the moon-washed moor.
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