
THE MOON IS... (A CHIMERA COLLABARATION)

The moon is a memory that bats can’t 
escape. (Big goth-y bats with bloody 
madness in their fangs...
                     ...what? Not dark enough?)

The moon is an orange  
that looks like a walnut      

that looks like a bollock 
that looks like a prune 
that looks like a lemon 

segment.

The moon is a rubber-clad dominatrix 
& we her submissive. 

She stands, 
whip in hand, 
teasingly close.

The moon is a rhinoceros teetering 
on a pair of stilts borrowed from a 
Bolivian acrobat called Pogol. 
It carries an audience of 3 in a pouch

The moon is the newly designed 
packaging for the latest clitoral 
stimulator wfull of PVA glue & Rice 
Crispies recently posted to Mr G. 
String

The moon is made of Pyrex. 

This means it is safe to microwave any 
chunks chipped off of its surface. 

Allow to cool before spreading.

The moon grew tumescent as a nasal 
inhaler hidden inside a cuddly toy. 
Noel Edmonds set up a webcam in 
order to film its inconsequentiality.

  The moon houses a library 
           of tattooed      
                  books. 
                     They are composed 
                           of the flayed      
                                 skins of dead sailors.

The moon is a crisp, not ready-salted 
but salt&vinegar. 

The moon is a soggy potato chip 
(starched with MSG power) 

The moon is a Frazzle. 
Hmm

                  The moon is a monastery for
                              the venerable order of       
                                              cephalopods.

The moon is a papier mâché maggot 
eating itself. 

It grinds black pepper onto its 
backtofrontness. 
One day it will become a PVC 
bluebottle.

The moon is a surface in space where a 
race of astro-plaice takes its place with 
grace. 

They swim in the sea of tranquility like 
lacy bras.



The moon is a receipt from the soul 
shop. Bought with a cosmic credit card.

 An paid in direct debit to the devil 
with everyone of your bones

The moon is a clock that perpetually 
displays the time as 00:00

The Moon is a puddle of split milk, it’s 
sour face crinkled with creases. 

No cheese here... now fuck off!

The moon is 
           the eye of a dead sailor

                 traversing the night.

Stonehenge 
is 

the 
skeleton 

of 
the 

moon’s 
sister.

The moon is a forest of bonelight.
The Oomn is an orgasm 
in the endless tedium of space.

The Noom is made of spacegulls 
jigsawed together.

Spook them and they fly off into infinity.

All frequencies overlap as the flap.

The Moon is a weapon of mass 
distraction. 

The Magicians slight of sight, while he 
pulls the cosmos over our eyes.

The moon is a de-hydrated dog turd.

The moon is a button waiting for a 
finger capable of pressing it. 

On that day all colour will invert to its 
complimentary hue. 

Orange skies.

There is another moon, 
perfect and uncratered. 
But it is inside the Earth.

The Moon is a Sun 

                            thats been switched off.


