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I’m told a story should start at the beginning but I’m not sure what that 

is. I don’t remember being born, yet that must have happened. I can’t 

imagine how I would have gotten here any other way! 

I’ll just start with what I do remember. 

My first memory was a terrifying one. A summer storm! The year was 

1980, during the month of July, I think. I was just a kitten back then. A very 

scared kitten, too! 

In later weeks, I overheard people talking; they said the storm had been 

just a “straight” wind. But to those of us who were lucky enough to survive 

it, we thought we had lived through a tornado! 

Power lines were down and windows were shattered. Boards from barns 

and other buildings were scattered across the fields. Trees were laying on the 

ground, too. Lots of trees. All of this had been caused by the wind. A very 

strong wind. And now you see why I was so scared. 

Even after the wind stopped, I wasn’t safe. The power lines, tangled in 

the fallen trees, made it dangerous for a newborn kitten. One wrong step and 

I could have been killed! The danger dragged on for days. But soon, I would 

be rescued. 

One day, almost two weeks after that frightful and stormy night, a 

stranger came to the farm where I lived. She picked me up and took me for a 

car ride. She said I was going to a new home. She told me I would live with 

a family of humans. They would love me and care for me, she said. 

At first, I was a little sad that I had to move. The farm was the only 

home I had known. Then, I remembered the storm. Maybe these humans 

would keep me safe, I thought. 



When we arrived at my new home, everyone came out to greet me. 

There was a mom and dad, and I counted five girls! That’s a lot of girls! 

They all laughed watching me walk through the grass. The lawn hadn’t 

been mowed because of the branches and limbs from the storm and the grass 

was taller than I. I couldn’t even see where I was walking! 

I didn’t know my black and white fur made me easy to spot. I tried to 

keep my tail pointed up above the grass so they wouldn’t lose me. This just 

made them laugh even more. They said my tail, along with my pot-bellied 

look, reminded them of a chipmunk. I didn’t even know what a chipmunk 

was. But they were laughing, so I thought it must not be anything bad. 

 

 
 

Since they thought I looked like a chipmunk, they named me Samuel 

Chipper, with a nickname of Chips. I was excited. I had never had a name 

before! I would have been happy with just one. But they had given me two, 

plus a nickname! I decided I liked my new family. And my name! 

But before I really got used to the name, they changed it. They had a 

good reason though. I was still a kitten, still exploring, and learning. I had 

lots of energy but was a little clumsy. After many careless kitten stunts and 

shenanigans, I became known as “Stupid.” 

Some people thought the name was mean. But I didn’t mind it. My 

family of humans liked me, I could tell. So, it didn’t matter what they called 

me. Besides, they always helped me out when I got myself into trouble. 

Sometimes though, I wondered if I had been named after the girls, 



instead of my own crazy antics. I knew better but some of the things they did 

made me wonder. 

One day, while the girls were off to school, I went exploring. I climbed 

to the top of a big red grain wagon. Walking along the top edge, my paws 

slipped on the slick metal. I slid all the way to the bottom. Whee! What a fun 

slide, I thought! 

I tried to climb out but I could only take three or four steps before sliding 

back down again. I decided the slide wasn’t that fun any more. I was sure I’d 

never get out by myself. I was trapped! But I didn’t panic. I knew the girls 

would be home soon. They would help me. While I waited, I took a nap. 

When the bus rolled to a stop to let the girls off, I started to meow as 

loudly as I could. They heard me right away. But instead of coming to get 

me, they started calling, “Here, kitty, kitty.” 

Why didn’t they just come to me, I wondered? Didn’t they know if I 

could have gotten out on my own I wouldn’t have been asking for their 

help? 

I kept meowing. I didn’t know what else to do. Finally, they figured out I 

was trapped somewhere. I heard them wandering around looking for me. But 

they searched all the wrong places. 

An hour or so later, they found me. But it didn’t do me much good; they 

couldn’t reach me. I was too far down in the wagon. After a lot of straining 

and struggling; using a little teamwork, one of them scooped me up. At last, 

I was free! 
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