			Rebel With a Clause
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Evie was a small elf. Redhead with green eyes and nearly sixteen, she wanted to be a vet, specifically for Santa’s’ own reindeers. That, unfortunately, seemed less and less likely as right now Santa was terribly ill and once his son took his place life at the North Pole would become something close to hell. Evie found that she was genuinely terrified about what would happen if Saint  Nick LXV (or if rumours were accurate and he was planning on ditching the classic family name that had belonged to his great-great-great-great-(60 more greats)-grandfather and was going to make everyone call him King Nicholas The Great) took the throne. He had some pretty terrifying ideas about how human elves were and what rights they really deserved, Evie had heard that elves weren’t going to be able to choose their own partners, let alone their own jobs.
There was a knock at Evie’s’ bedroom door and she got up to open it. It was one of her identical triplets Eve. Their mother had chosen that name along with their other triplet Eva’s name because the three names sounded ‘cute’ together but also caused serious amounts of confusion. 
“What’s up?” Evie asked.
“I just heard something awful” Eve replied with a small voice that did not match her bubbly personality.
“Oh no.” Evie said, her heart sinking. “Santa…”
“He’s gone.” Eve whispered. “King Nicholas is holding a meeting in an hour to... discuss new laws. Everyone has to be there. Or else.”

Chapter Two
“What exactly does or else mean?!?!” Evie asked, horrified.
“Apparently, jail is too soft a punishment for someone who directly disobeys his rules.” Eve whispered.
“What is going on in here?” Eva, the other triplet, demanded strolling into the room. Eva was what most elves would consider crazy, and while they were not wrong, she never actually went through with half of the stuff she came up with. Then again, she came up with a lot of stuff.
“Haven’t you heard the news?” Evie and Eve asked in unison.
“Yeah, real sad.” Eva said. “But we can’t bring him back. We could try that spell I made up but it didn’t work on the fish, so I don’t have high hopes.”
“This is serious!” Evie yelled. “This new guy is a psychopath! We could all be murdered for not showing up to his speech on time!” 
“I wouldn’t say that if I were you.” Eve said. “It’s not a good idea to badmouth the King.”
“I really don’t think he can hear us.” Evie pointed out.
“He has elves on his side. All he had to do was offer them money and now they’ll do anything for him.”
“So if we could get those elves to realise what psychopath he is he’d have no power.” Eva said.
“They know he’s a psychopath. The problem is that they don’t care as long as they get their money.” Evie said.
“So if this King lost all of his money, those elves would stop supporting him.” Eva said.
“Sure, but it’s not like we can make his fortune disappear overnight, or at all.” Evie said.
“Yeah. Right. Nothing we can do.” Eva said.
					…
Half an hour later, they were standing in the town square waiting for the speech. They had arrived pretty early but considering the consequences that came with being late, it made sense, the square was already packed.
“Apparently he’s going to build himself a castle. Then his speeches will be held in the palace courtyard.” Evie said.
“Oh well, you can’t be surprised. He needs a bigger house to fit his ego.” Eva grinned at her joke.
“If you’re going to speak treason, can you at least not do it when the King is about to give a speech?” Eve asked.
“Aw, sis. Don’t worry. Everything will be fine.” Eva said.
“I’m curious as to how you decided that.” Eve said.
“It’s snowing. That’s lucky.” Eva said happily. 
“Eva, I don’t mind if you’re crazy, but at least be realistic.” Evie said. “We live in the North Pole it snows almost every day.”
“So? Why can’t it be lucky almost every day?” Eva tried her best to look offended but she was still grinning. Before anyone could reply, the new king began his speech.
“Now, you have all heard rumours that I am cruel, crazy, and the worst one: that I do not care about all of you. This isn’t true, I do care. However, the truth is simply that you are inferior. I am your king, and therefore I am your god.”
“He can’t be serious, that’s like a whole new level of entitled. Besides. I believe in bunnies.” Eva whispered as King Nicholas continued his speech.
“Oh, shut up.” Evie said. “I’m not in the mood.”
“Just please be quiet.” Eve said. “I’d like us all to come out of this in one piece.” They all went quiet as the King talked about how he would be picking all new jobs any elf got as well as how he must accept all new marriages. When he mentioned the death penalty for anyone caught speaking treason, Eva pretended to be disappointed, but she’d gone white as a ghost, which was funny because Eva loved ghosts.
					…
When they got back to their house, the triplets were not feeling too good, Eva has to sit down, Evie had to lie down and Eve had to throw up.
“We need a plan.” Eva said.
“Eva, now is not the time for one of your crazy ideas.” Evie said.
“I’m serious, this guy could destroy everything we know and love and I’m not going to let that happen. I know that my plans are crazy, but you’ve got to admit, most of them worked.” Eva looked certain, but Eve still looked a bit sick.
“Yeah, most of them worked.” Evie said. “But one literally blew up.” 
“So? I know the one you’re thinking of. I don’t know how you figured that a glitter bomb wasn’t supposed to blow up. My teacher was pretty mad though.” She said.
“No, not the glitter bomb. I’m talking about your science fair volcano from last year,” Evie said.
“Oh yeah. Well I promise that this will be different.” Eva said.
“Please. Maybe it won’t be that bad.” Eve said.
“The man called us inferior and undeserving of our current rights thirteen times during his speech. It will be that bad.” Evie said. “Fine, let’s make a plan.”
“Yes!!!” Eva yelled.
“Oh no.” Eve whispered.




 Chapter Three
“King Nicks’ eldest son is sixteen, old enough to take the throne if something goes wrong, and he absolutely disagrees with everything his dad is doing. So if something were to-”
“Are you actually suggesting murder?!” Evie demanded, cutting her off. “Are you crazy?!”
“Yes! And I’m also desperate, so shut up and listen to me.” Eva said, showing a flash of uncharacteristic anger. “If something were to go wrong the Kings’ son would take the throne and bring everything back to normal. So, yes. We are going to kill our king. We need to do it before he has his new castle, which will be too well guarded. His current home has guards posted at all of the entrances but they have a switch at exactly one in the morning, that’s when we’ll sneak in. I don’t think any of us want to hold the blade so we’ll use a bomb. Good thing that I paid attention to what I put into that science fair project.” 
“How do you know all of this?”  Eve asked, looking suspicious.
“I have connections.” Eva said mysteriously.
“Her boyfriend’s a guard, remember?” Evie said. “She probably just asked him.”
“So much for my imposing air of mystery.” Eva said with a sigh. Evie rolled her eyes.
“So we’re really going to do this, aren’t we?” Eve said.
“You don’t have to come if you don’t want to.” Evie said softly. “We’d understand. It’s crazy dangerous. Not to mention crazy.”
“Don’t say we.” Eva said. “I never agreed to anything. But yeah, it’s not for everyone and you’re the real sensible type of elf. Like the ‘I’m not going to go blow up the king just because he’s a psycho and also a dictator’ type of elf.”
“I’ll go.” Eve said with a small smile. “I might not want to blow him up, but I’d sure like to watch.”
“I never thought I’d say this considering how responsible you tend to be, but I think we’ve underestimated you.”
“I’m still responsible, but you two are going to get murdered for treason, especially you, Eva, if we don’t do anything.” Eve said.
“Well what are we waiting for?” Evie asked. “We go tonight. Eva start making your bomb.”

Chapter Four
It was 12:45am and the triplets were standing outside the Kings’ house, waiting. Eve had the bomb made with vinegar and gunpowder (apparently, when making her science project, Eva had thought that the gunpowder would give it a little kick, it gave it a big kick) plus some baking powder to pour in to activate it. Eva had wanted to hold the bomb, but both Eve and Evie had told her no way.
At exactly 12:50am a guard approached them, it was Evas’ boyfriend, Jason, who had left his post early to give them time. (Not all elves had names that started with E, actually only some of the more traditional elf families still did that.)
“I left that window open so that you can sneak in. Good luck” Jason whispered.
“Thanks, love you.” Eva said, giving Jason a quick kiss and then moved towards the window. Jason left, going to his house.
“How long have we got until the next guard comes” Eve asked. Evie checked her watch; 12:52am.
“Eight minutes.” She said. “Let’s go.” The triplets climbed into the window, first Eva because ‘this was your crazy idea so you should go in first’, then Evie because ‘if we get caught we don’t want them finding the bomb’, and then Eve. They snuck through a long corridor and carefully opened the door that led into the Kings’ room. 
“Oh my God,” Evie whispered “girls, look at this.” There were multiple posters on the wall. One was a list of new laws, each more horrifying then the last, another was ranking all of the female elves in the North Pole, apparently he was already considering wife options, though it seemed like he didn’t just want one wife which was funny since his last wife, the mother of his child, had left him. Which was disgusting. But the last one... it was a plan, one that had already been executed. It was about how to kill his father.
“I knew it!” Eva hissed. “I told you all that his sickness was awfully suspicious!”
“Shh!” Evie whispered. “Besides, you thought that teachers were actually vampires that fed off of our misery so one learns to take you conspiracy theories with a grain of salt.”
“Well I was right,” Eva said proudly.
“Can we just blow him up before you two wake him up?” Evie asked, nodding at the sleeping King. Evie and Eva nodded and Eve took out the bomb. They had rigged a strange device to drop the baking powder into the vinegar and gunpowder five minutes after they pressed a button. Eve carefully placed the device and the bomb itself (which was in a box that was roughly twenty centimetres on all sides) next to the sleeping Kings’ head and pressed the button. They ran out of there as fast as they could without making too much noise and waited outside. Evie checked her watch: 12:55am.
“I sure hope that bomb works.” Eva said.
“Yeah, no kidding.” Evie said. 
“So, when’s it going to blow up?” Eve asked-
“Three minutes left.” Evie said. “Maybe five minutes was a bit dramatic.” Eve and Eva nodded in agreement. They stood there for a bit, then they heard what sounded like a thunderclap, and half of the building just... collapsed.
“How much gunpowder did you put in that thing?” Evie asked Eva.
“All the gunpowder Jason could find me.” Eva said innocently. Evie sighed.
“Well at least he’s dead.” Eve pointed out. “You know, we should probably go, The guards are going to be looking for someone like us sitting around looking suspicious.”
“Good point,” Evie said. “Let’s go.” The triplet ran home, knowing exactly what had happened, and also knowing that, other than Jason, they were the only ones that would ever know what happened that night.

Epilogue
Evie: Six months after detonation.
It turned out that Eva had been right about the new king. He was wonderful, unfortunately, that meant that Evie wasn’t going to die from execution but from studying. Evie had been able to convince Santa that she could be a vet directly out of high school, but it also meant that she still had to take the impossible college level veterinary exams, and it was crushing her. Her exam was today, actually, and as she walked into the exam room, she felt more nervous than she had sneaking into the Kings’ house six months earlier.
She got her grade two weeks later, a 98%, highest grade in the class, along with a job offer taking care of Santa’s reindeers. She accepted immediately.
					…
Eve: One year after detonation.
Eve had never really believed in love. It was a strange thing, but that Christmas, she wasn’t planning on spending the entire time with her family. She had someone much more special. The new Santa. She’d told him about what she and her sisters had done to his father and he was not mad. He was actually relieved to know that not only was his girlfriend an amazing bodyguard, after hearing her reasoning, he no longer had to worry about assassination attempts on his own life. Besides, they were in love.
					…
Eva: Five years after detonation:
Everyone had always told Eva that she was crazy. After all, how would she ever find a husband if she was more likely to stick her tongue out at any boy she met than she was to flirt with him? The joke was on them though because today was her wedding day. Jason had proposed to her with a necklace (because Eva didn’t like things normal and necklaces were pretty) in the rubble of the old Clause family home that had been destroyed in the very mysterious explosion that had killed the Evil King. It had been very romantic. Eva like the thought of getting married and it sounded like a good idea to do it with the only man who knew her darkest secret. As she walked down the altar, she was happy to see it snowed, that was lucky snow, and as the officiant pronounced them husband and wife, Eva and Jason felt like they’d never need to worry about anything ever again.

The End
