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Have you ever wondered where elves come from? No, not the tall, beautiful sort. I am speaking of those cheery, small Christmasy creatures. Happily working away in the North Pole to bring magic, joy and hope to all the good little girls and boys of the world. 

It all starts with a magical wind, carrying with it the softest sparkling snow. With a few swirls, a jingle and a jangle, a new elf is born! Bright eyed and rosy cheeked, ready to spread joy and goodwill!

But... there was once an elf that was born from the coldest winter storm many, many years ago. Within a blizzarding whirlwind of ice and thunder, a new type of elf was created. With eyes of shining yellow, hair pale as ice, and a heart cold as stone... 

They called her Sparkle – 

That’s Spark, ya old windbag... Ugh, are you done boring these readers to death yet?

I was simply telling the story as it happened, Spark...

Excuse me, but you are telling it wrong. Move over, Grandpa. I’m taking over this shit show now. 

By all means... I don’t get paid enough for this...

Ahem... Well then, are you all ready to wake the fuck up and get to the good stuff? Good! Now, I’m sure you all love Christmas... I mean, come on, free shit? Who doesn’t love that! But there’s a lot more to “Christmas” than any of you are even aware of. 

I’ve been around long enough to see there’s not a lot of “good” in the world anymore. Why? Greed. Evil. Downright selfishness. Now, now... don’t get your undies in a twist, not everyone is like that. 

Let me tell you, though, there are some real assholes out there who are somehow always on the nice list. Why is that you may ask? Good Ol’ St. Nick. The bastard. Always giving free passes left and right! You see – It’s a long story, so let’s start at the beginning.

Once upon a time, before the North Pole existed as we know it-

Wait... No. That’s too far back. Let’s skip to the good part instead. When I finally came to town. 
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arkness. Cold and empty. That was all I knew to start. A cold so biting and bitter. I loved it. Then one day a fierce wind carried me away from my peaceful non-existence and ZAP! A blinding spark rocked my newly formed senses. I blinked against my new surroundings of a soft, warm glow. 

Lights of red, white, and green glistened around me, reflecting off the snow that I quickly realized was far – far – below me and hastily approaching. My eyes flexed wide as I landed face first into the plush, powdery blanket below. My head throbbed and danced from the sudden drop. 

Snow coated my body filling every orifice. I sputtered out a mouthful of flakes, attempting to stand with my clumsy new limbs. I turned slowly taking in this new land. Brightly decorated trees of evergreen lined the path before me, striped lampposts lighting the way. My first step was stiff, awkward my second was steadier, my third... I got too cocky, falling flat on my face once more. 

Mother fucker...

I snarled pushing shakily up from the cold snow. It was creeping into places, though not entirely unpleasant, I was not in the mood to experience after literally just being formed. 

It was surprising that despite the chill of the snow and air, this place felt... warm? Not in a sense of heat so much, but cozy. Annoyingly so. 

I trudged on down the magical forest path, stopping short at a ringing – no, that was a jingling – of bells. Was that music I heard? The scent of peppermint, cinnamon and cookies filled my nostrils. My pointed ears twitched with each tinkling note, my nose following the wafting scents. 

A soft light embraced me as I broke free of the tree line. Before me stood a series of red brick buildings each decorated similarly to the trees now behind me. Strangely dressed beings were bustling about, singing, working, smiling ear to ear with sparkling, rosy cheeks. 

A chain reaction occurred as one pair of eyes saw me, then another and another. Many stopped dead in their tracks, some dropped entire trays of still steaming cookies, while others tumbled stacks of colorfully wrapped boxes. 

I wrapped my arms around myself, glaring back at the gawking faces surrounding me.

Where the hell did I end up?

“Oh, my stars!”

I nearly fell on my backside as one of those beings popped up from nowhere. Her jingling hat and shoes sounded with every movement, grating against my ears. Her dress a shimmering green, trimmed in white fur swished and glistened in the dancing lights. 

“Oh, gracious! I am so sorry to have startled you! But it seems you have given us a start also! We weren’t expecting any new elves this Christmas, so this is quite a surprise! A wonderful one, of course, but I am rambling now... My name is Ginger!” she smiled wide and bright. 

It was evident as to why they called her that. Her fiery red locks were braided to frame either side of her round face, dangling from below a deep red hat. Her rich caramel eyes shone with genuine enthusiasm, making it hard to dislike her but I still managed.

“Wh-,” I cleared my throat, shocked to realize I didn’t fully have my voice yet, “Wh-where... am... I?” I managed to croak out one of my million and one questions. 

“Why, this is the North Pole, silly! And” – her gaze shifted down a split second before she turned bright red - “Uh, here!”

She scrambled about snatching a fuzzy blanket and wrapped it tightly around me. 

“Let’s get you some clothes, shall we!”

Clothes?

It dawned on me, I was the only one wearing nothing but my skin, while everyone else was very, very covered. Each elf was dressed near identical to the next. Green tunics or dresses, red hats and shoes, white gloves and striped pants or tights. Though subtle, I noticed they all had something unique added to “individualize” themselves. 

I cringed inwardly at the thought of wearing all of that. At least I thought I kept it inward... My face must have exposed my inner thoughts as Ginger guided me to a building with a hanging sign depicting fabrics and threads. 

She patted my arm with a comforting grin, “We will find something that suits only you, I promise! And after that I can give you the tour and then we will find your place here!”

“My... place?” my features scrunched in question and apprehension. 

Was I to be one of these mindless drones milling about day to day...

Oh, gods!

“Yes! We each have something we specialize in to help out Santa Claus with Christmas preparations and spreading joy throughout the world! I make clothing for elves here as well as for the toys,” she cheesed with a spin, showing off her handiwork. 

“I see...,” I said with a skeptical eye. 

“You will need a name also, and – Oh! Oh, my! Your eyes! Why, they sparkle like Christmas lights!”

I leaned away from her encroaching presence, catching a glimpse of myself in the shop window. Bright yellow eyes stared back beneath a fringe of wild white hair; silver freckles glinted on my cheeks. I grinned at myself and noticed two softly pointed canines. Curious. It was clear, I didn’t match the typical elf description – besides the pointed ears of course. 

“Oh, I know! We can call you Sparkle! How perfect!” squealed Ginger. 

I swallowed hard, wishing for a second opinion, “Just... perfect,” I forced a grin, resisting the urge to scream. What fresh hell had I been dumped into?
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Various shades of red and green fabrics lined a wall; the opposite was covered with fur trimmings and a wide assortment of jingle bells. Gold, silver, green, red, even white; from large to small to anywhere in between. So damn many...

Too many...

My head ached at the thought of them all jingling at once. Ginger gestured me onward allowing me to peruse and decided on my new prison wear. A pit grew in my stomach at the thought of spending an eternity here, wearing the same ridiculous thing as everyone else. Every. Single. Day. 

I ran my hand across the fabrics, at least I had a choice in materials. Anything from satin to velvet as well as intricate damask, but those damn colors... I was near ready to settle on a single dark green velvet when I spotted a dust covered box behind the cutting table. 

Shimmering fabric, black as night was spilling out and my heart leapt at the sight. I began pulling it from its hiding place. Ginger’s face puckered seeing my choice. 

“Oh... Oh, my no. That is – eh, it’s a bolt of rejected fabric. It should have been disposed of long ago,” she grumbled with a tsk. “I will take that to the incinerator where it belongs.”

“Hold on a tick... Why can’t I use this fabric? Waste not, and all that,” I pouted clutching it close like a mother protecting her babe. 

“I – well... I suppose. But it is not very traditional for us elves,” she whispered as if anyone but us could hear, gesturing to her own outfit of that annoying green and red, and shaking her head dismissively. 

I paused for a moment, mulling over the options. I ran my fingers along the intricate details noticing strange horn like patterns within the woven fibers. The corner
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