Christmas In Moonside
In Moonside, winter brings strokes,

Fire plugs ready to burst with steam,

And paintings that melt like syrup.

Christmas in Moonside is dark,

With all the lights turned out,

Except the golden glow of Mani Mani.

The Moonside Christmas feast is plain:
Balogna sandwiches are clumsily served

By an easily deactivated robot.

Residents wave goodbye grumpily 

When they meet on Christmas day:

“Bad Tuesday! Won’t see you next year!”

