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While there are many different tales of how Jack O'Lantern came to be, this version is the most common. Long ago, Stingy Jack was a small time crook who was notorious for being a smooth talker. One Halloween Night, his time came and the Devil showed up to take him to Hades. But, with a silver tongue, Jack convinced Mephistopheles that, in exchange for an apple, he would go with him willingly and not put up a fight. Excited, the Devil agreed and climbed the nearest apple tree to fetch him his payment. But Stingy Jack, being a cunning criminal, trapped Old Nick by drawing a cross on the trunk. Although the Prince of Darkness threatened him with eternal suffering, Jack refused to set the Devil free until he vowed to never claim his soul. Eventually, the Evil One gave his promise and was released. Because of that promise, Stingy Jack cannot not go to Hell. However, his wicked ways also prevent him from going to Heaven. As a result, his spirit is now cursed to roam the Earth forever, with only a lantern to light his way.

That is the legend of the Jack O'Lantern.

To make up for all his evil deeds, Jack has granted his supernatural powers to a kindhearted country girl named Eve Halloran. Armed with an array of ghostly abilities, she tries to set his wrongs right by fighting crime and injustice everywhere as our beloved heroine All Hallows Eve.

And so, the legend continues...
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​Prologue
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Ottawa, Ontario is the capital city of Canada. Founded in 1825 and originally known as “Bytown”, it's actually a pretty dull city. However, it does have plenty of great places to eat. There are several delicatessens, a couple of sweet shops, lots of ice cream stands, some really good buffets, many excellent chip wagons, two decent vegan restaurants and no shortage incredible pizza parlours. Trying to get a taco can be a nightmare, though. The city also has a strange, almost magnetic hold on its residents. You can spend a lifetime trying to escape from Ottawa, but it will keep finding ways of pulling you back in.

Our story begins on a late October dusk. For the record, the year was 2013 (not very long ago, was it?). Halloween was just around the corner and all the thrifty stores in Ottawa's Westboro area were decked in orange and black. But as the sun began to disappear, one by one, these stores closed up for the night. The sky turned from blue to yellow, to burnt rust, to pitch black and the once busy streets were soon deserted. From somewhere in the darkness, a faint jingle sounded. The tune of Pop Goes the Weasel played softly as a lone ice cream truck drove down Richmond road and stopped in front of one particular shop.

Candy Cain's Tasty Treats, Featuring The Finest Gourmet Confections In The Capital Region.

The driver's side door opened and a suspicious figure in a long coat and slouched hat emerged. Quickly, so as not to be noticed, he rushed over to the shop's main entrance, unlocked the door and rushed inside.

“Candy?” He called out. “You in?”

“In back.” A woman's voice answered him. The stranger followed the sound to the backroom, where he found a very fancy kitchen and the wonderful smell of freshly baked pies. Waiting for him there was a slightly plump lady in her twenties who was busy taking a cake out of the oven. Although the night of All Hallows Eve was drawing near, her outfit was more reminiscent of Christmastime. She wore green dress with long, red and white stockings. Her scarlet hair was cropped short and she hid her already fair skin behind layers of snow white makeup.

But, despite her appearance, it was Candy Cain who suppressed a laugh at the sight of her visitor.

“C'mon, Ice.” She said to the stranger. “You'd look more inconspicuous if you just wore your regular clothes.”

Ice Scream, the notorious super-villain, sighed. He had been hiding from the police for weeks. Luckily, the cops weren't on to Candy Cain yet. After all of her run-ins with the law, the authorities still had not been able to gather any real evidence against her. Although it meant that her treat shop was a safe haven for him, it also meant that she didn't understand how stressful it could be to live on the lam. He decided to ignore her mockery and focus on business.

“Where's Splitter?” Ice Scream asked.

“Right here.” Replied a voice in the shadows. As though materializing out of thin air, a yellow-clad ninja emerged from a darkened corner. “You don't think I'd want to miss Tart's message, do you?”

Banana Splitter, master of the monkey style, looked Ice Scream over from top to bottom.

“Nice outfit.” He said. “Was Al Capone having a garage sale?”

Ice Scream grumbled.

“I still don't like this.” Ice said. “We know nothing about Tart. Are we sure we can trust her?”

“I don't trust her at all.” Candy Cain said. She set her cake down on the counter. “That's why I decided to do some reading. You know that weird pumpkin symbol she always uses?”

The young gourmet went to a nearby bookshelf. She scanned a collection of fancy recipes until she found an old, leather-bound spellbook. She took it off the shelf and opened it for the others to see.

“Right here!” She said. “The Mark of the Citroids.”

Ice Scream and Banana Splitter studied the symbol on the page. There was no doubt about it. The orange illustration was the exact same insignia which was used by their boss, the mysterious Pumpkin Tart.

“What's a Citroid?” Ice asked.

“It says it right here.” Candy explained. “The Citroids are four spirits from Celtic folklore who rule the night on Halloween. There is Jack O'Lantern, an Irish crook whose ghost can't lie at rest. Lady Wen, a woman in white who haunts a Welsh castle. I can't seem to find any info on the third, but the fourth one is The Blue-Faced Hag, an old witch who personifies winter in Scottish mythology. Apparently, in the nineteen-fifties, there was a superhero named Eve who gained Jack's powers and fought against the others. I guess she didn't do a very good job, 'cause now they're back.”

A cake timer, which rested on top of the oven, chimed away.

“It's time.” Candy said. “Don't let on that you know.”

Lying at the far and of the kitchen was a huge, walk-in refrigerator. Candy Cain put her book away and led the others inside of the giant appliance. There, they approached a large, chocolate birthday cake, decorated with orange icing, which rested on a metal shelf. In truth, there was nothing special about this cake. The lone, black candle in centre, however, was the source of Candy Cain's mystical abilities.

The Djinn Candle.

It had been her sixteenth birthday when she discovered that the candle on her cake could actually make her wishes come true. Not huge wishes, mind you, but ones that were big enough to help her get what she really wanted. As a result, she now controlled most of the crime in the city from the comfort of her cake shop. There were magicians who would have done anything to get their hands on this candle and learn its occult secrets, if they only knew where to look. But there it stood, hidden quite cleverly in plain sight.

Candy lit her birthday candle. For some reason, it never seemed to run out of wax. Not that she would complain about something like that.

“I wish to speak to The Pumpkin Tart.” She said. She blew the flame out and waited for the magic to do its work. None of them had to wait for long. From out of the crisp, October air came the haunting sound of a young girl's voice. The voice of their leader.

The Pumpkin Tart.

“What are you wearing, Ice?” She demanded. Ice Scream rolled his eyes.

“Don't mind him.” Candy Cain interjected. “He's being inconspicuous. The cops are on to him, but don't worry. Nobody suspects me or Splitter. I enchanted all our sweets like you instructed and people are buying them like crazy.”

“Great work, you two.” The Pumpkin Tart said. “Now, there's only one person who can stand in our way.”

“We already have a plan to take care of her.” Banana Splitter said. “Have no fear. October 31st, 2013 will go down in history as the night that everyone got their just desserts.”

“And they'll all remember that it was done by us.” The Pumpkin Tart said. “The Unjust Desserts!”
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​Chapter 1
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60 years earlier...

I always hated bullies. One time, when I was in kindergarten, I saw a second grade girl getting picked on by some of the local kids. Even though she was two years older than me, she was incredibly shy and had a lot of trouble sticking up for herself.

Her name was Samantha.

It was lunch time and I was just sitting down to my turkey on rye when I heard Betty Krump calling her names like “Tonto” and “Pocahontas”. If you're reading this, I hope with all my heart that you live in a day and age where nobody would tolerate that kind of thing for a second. Because, back then, people were allowed to get away with stuff like that all the time. It was considered acceptable. I was lucky enough to live in a non-segregated town. However, practically everywhere else, folks with different skin colours had to enter buildings through different doors. They couldn't sit at the same table in a restaurant or on the same section of a bus. They couldn't even drink from the same water fountain! Although some brave people like Rosa Parks and Martin Luthor King Jr were fighting against these laws, real change wouldn't happen until quite a few years later. It was an ugly time and, even though I've kinda downplayed it in my other stories, I'd be lying if I said that some of that ugliness hadn't rubbed off on me too. Still, I wasn't so far gone that I was willing to watch an innocent girl get bullied, no matter what her skin colour might be. Like I said, I can't stand bullies.

Our dear Miss Krump ended up on the receiving end of my sandwich and the mayonnaise stains never came out of her blouse. I got grounded for three weeks and my Mom made sure that my bottom was sore for even longer after that. But, when my punishment was finally over, I had made a best friend for life.

It was a few years later that I found myself striding up to Samantha's new home. She wasn't living in the suburban end of town anymore. She wasn't living on a farm like I did. She wasn't even living with her Dad anymore, although I did see him at the front gate. He had done pretty well for himself despite the prejudices of the time and was chief of police in our little town. I liked him and my role as a super-powered crime fighter let us work together a lot. As I approached, he was just getting into his car to leave.

“Hi, Chief.” I said. “How is she today?”

The Chief sighed painfully. His hair had turned grey almost overnight after what happened to his daughter.

“Better.” He said. He drove off without saying anything more. I couldn't blame him, considering that Samantha's current situation was partly my fault. My Mom had told me that he could be a very forgiving person, he just needed time. Luckily, I'm a pretty patient person. For the meantime, I cast my good eye upon the gate and read the name of my best friend's new home.
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