                 Cow Peep ....Snurpy 

                  By Dr. Greg Hormone 05/21/95 (
One Fat Day In The Land Of Norb, I Was Walkin With My Pet Dalmation Pete From Childhood, Talkin About The Life I Lived At Willow Wisp, And He Bit Me In My Imagination...

Just Then , As The Good Humor Man Drove Up In His Metallic White Jeep Filled With Creamcycles, I Called Out What Does A Kid Who Got All “A’s” On His Report Card Get?

“Get Fucked” Was His Polite Reply...As He Drove Away
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It Was Then That I Knew I Was Destined To Be A Political Assasin.

“Hey Pete” I Said , As I Kicked Him Gently In The Ribs, Dont Ever Bite Me Again.

“Cow Peep, ...Snurpy” I Mumbled As I Ambled On Down The Road Looking For Spare Change In The Streets, 

“Cow Peep...Snurpy”  Everyone Else Shouted From The Sidelines As My World Grew Orange With Color From The Nuclear Fallout I Imagined Falling From The Sky.

“Cow Peep, ...Snurpy” The New Fallen Snow Seemed To Say As It Glistened In The Early Morning Sun As I Walked Across The Little Town I Grew Up In.

“Cow Peep...Snurpy” The Signs All Read Along The Road, As I Carefully Examined The Roadkill Still Steaming On The Curb Of Harper Avenue...

“Cow Peep...Snurpy” I Mumbled As I Waited Patiently In The Carport At 21406, Shivering As I Waited For Mom To  Return From The Grocery Store...

That Was All There Was...

“Cow Peep...Snurpy”

Almost, Hormone 

