I wonder what she's thinking … hmm …

“you bought me the mansion, the sprawling estate, the beach houses, the vacations, the furs, the associated fame of being Chuck's wife … but I always hated you. HATED you, Snoopy. I was better than that, better than YOU … it was a curse to have my fantastic and gifted life because of an anthropomorphized beagle, a dog that I wouldn't hesitate to order a bodyguard or a butler to kick to the curb, and poor Chuck, tortured by the fact there were only 7 basic plots to his strip, always trying to find some philosophical nugget he could have a deadbeat piece of crap mutt like you deliver, or, even worse, your hapless owner Charlie Brown. God, but what a hideous hydrocephalic moron he was. But you, you and that Sopwith Camel doghouse and your delusions of being an ace pilot, you and your root beer and pizza, and you who without you we'd never have had that accursed cat, Garfield. You vile canine icon, it was indeed a dark and stormy night when poor Chuck thought you up and an even darker and stormier night when he passed on, murmuring YOUR name not mine, not mine, not mine. I would like to choke you, Snoopy. Strand you in a kennel full of raging Pit Bulls. Let them have their way with you, you corporate whore-dog. You drainer of life and killer of souls. I would trade everything right now, except 3 beach homes and the sprawling estate to know this Oct 4th is your last birthday, you monster.”

