
 

 

The Jagnuts’ Night before Christmas 

 

Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house 

Not a Jagnut was stirring, not even a mouse 

With treasured cars parked by their owners with care 

In hopes that warm spring time soon would be there. 

 

The cars were nestled all snug in their beds 

While visions of race tracks danced in their heads 

And mamma in her kerchief and I in my cap 

Had settled our brains for a long winter’s nap. 

 

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter 

I sprang from my bed to see what was the matter. 

Away to the window I flew like a flash 

Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. 

 

The moon on the breast of the new fallen snow 

Gave the lustre of midday to autos below 

When what to my wondering eyes should I see 

But a small E Type coup and eight tiny B’s. 

 



 

With a little old driver and a fancy shift knob 

I knew in a moment it must be St. Bob 

More rapid than eagles the vehicles came  

And he whistled and shouted and called them by name. 

 

Now Rover! Now Jaguar now Triumphs and B’s 

On Rollers, on Midgets on Lambourghinis 

To the top of the Porsche!  To the top of the hill 

Now drive away, drive away using your skill.  

 

As dry leaves before the wild hurricane fly 

When meet with an obstacle mount to the sky 

So up to the hilltop the cars found their route 

Drivers with smiles and more oil in the boot. 

 

And then in a twinkling, I heard on the hill 

The dread coughing and sputtering of engine kill. 

As I drew in my head and was turning around 

Leaking oil did appear all over the ground. 

 

The drivers got out and lifted the bonnet 

They stared and said words not found in a sonnet 

A bundle of tools they had hoped would be good 

And strutting like chickens looked under the hood. 

 



 

Their eyes how they burned, their brows how gripping 

Their cheeks near frostbitten and noses were dripping 

Their droll little mouths were puckered and grim 

And each scratched the stubble on his aging chin. 

 

The tube of an e-smoke one held tight in his teeth 

And the vapour encircled his head like a wreath 

He had a broad face and a little beer belly 

That shook when he laughed, his knees turned to jelly. 

 

He was chubby and plump, a right grumpy old elf 

And I laughed when I saw him in spite of myself 

A wink of an eye and the twist of a wrench 

Soon gave me to know his words were not “French”. 

 

He spoke several words and went straight to his work 

Tightened some bolts and called car makers “jerks” 

Then gesturing a mid finger up to the sky 

And giving a nod, the problem went bye. 

 

He sprang to his car, to his team gave a whistle 

And away they all flew like the down on a thistle 

But I hear him exclaim as he drove out of sight 

“Just one bloody time it has to work right!” 

 


