
The Last Night of Christmas 
by Sarah Osborne 
 
‘Twas the last night of Christmas, when through the clubhouse 
Not a brother was stirring, not even a mouse. 
The holsters were hung by the chimney with care, 
In case that St. Nicholas soon would be there. 
 
The brothers were nestled all snug in their beds, 
While visions of sweet butts danced in their heads; 
My ol’ lady in her corset, and I in my cut 
Had just settled down for a long winter’s fuck. 
 
When out on the lot there arose such a clatter, 
I sprang from the 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 mid-day to objects beflow. 
When, what to my wondering eyes did appear, 
But a big ol’ black Harley, with more at the rear. 
 
With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St. Nick. 
More rapid than eagles his brothers they came, 
And he whistled, and shouted, and called them by name: 
 
“Now, Rebels! Now, Horde! Now, Nightshade and Freaks! 
On, Marauders! Fallen, Skulls, and Priests! 
To the top of the porch! To the top of the wall! 
Now dash away! Dash away all! 
 
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly, 
When they meet with an obstacle, it surely would die, 
So up to the clubhouse the brothers they flew, 
With holsters of Uzis, and St. Nicholas, too. 
 
And then, in a twinkling, I heard at the door 
The spinning of tires and unmistakable roar. 
I pulled out my Glock, and was turning around, 
When through the door, St. Nicholas came with a bound. 
 
He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot, 
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot. 



A bundle of semis he’d flung on his back, 
And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack. 
 
He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf, 
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself. 
A glint in his eye and a twist of his head 
Let me know that I’d soon be dead. 
 
He spoke not a word but went straight to his work, 
Filled my brothers with bullets, then turned with a jerk, 
And raising his hand as the world turned to red, 
As bikers filled the room with the dying and dead, 
 
He sprang to his bike, to his team gave a whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle. 
But I heard his exclaim, ere he rode out of sight, 
HAPPY CHRISTMAS TO ALL, AND A FREAKY GOOD NIGHT! 
 


