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​The Legend Of Jack O'Lantern And All Hallows Eve
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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 Jack O'Lantern, the red pumpkin.

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...

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​I



[image: ]




The letter was penned by a madman. It must have been, for you can think of no other explanation for the sinister message which you hold in your hand. A border of dead bugs, glued to a mouldy parchment, decorate a twisted scrawl written in blood-red ink. At least, you hope it's ink.

To: The Ultimate Villain

From: HELL

If you wish to show up those fools at F.O.E., then meet me in the old Kelly barn at midnight. Alone.

Regards,

Your only one true friend

Curiosity grips your brain. You are aware that this setup could easily be a trap. However, the hunger within pushes you forward. It is a hunger that humanity has felt since the dawn of time. The craving for something more. The desire for accomplishment. The thirst for success and, yes, even excess. F.O.E. might consider themselves to be the world's greatest and most powerful supervillain cartel, but you know that you shall go down in history as the criminal who upstaged them all.

The Kelly farm has laid abandoned for as long as anybody can remember. Scarecrows stand like night watchmen in the overgrown field, while the buildings have housed nothing but rats and insects for generations. The finest pumpkins in the county were once raised on this farm. Now, they grow wild and cover nearly every inch of ground. Their vines creep over the crumbling ruins like snakes. As you set foot in the dilapidated barn, your nose is assaulted almost instantly by the stench of stale hay and mildew. From deep within that ruin calls a chilling voice, one that makes you feel like a child who is frightened of the dark.

“Come to me.” It groans tonelessly. Although you feel like recoiling in horror at the sound, you force yourself onward into the darkness. Your hunger craves what lies beyond it. You need to see what is there. You need to know.

A single ray of moonlight breaks through the ceiling and lands on a bail of rotten straw. Something rests upon it, like a cross atop an altar. As you draw closer, you see that it is a Halloween mask.

A devil mask.

You approach it cautiously. It is made of rubber and expertly detailed. It looks so lifelike that, for an instant, the superstitious part of your mind thinks that it must have been the one who called out to you from this abyss.

But that's impossible. Masks can't talk, let alone write letters.

No, that letter could not have been scribbled by a Halloween decoration. However, something occurs to you. A memory of something you had once heard about.

Didn't there used to be a supervillain who wore a devil mask? What was he called again? Jack something.

You gulp as it all starts coming back to you.

Jack-O-Ripper.

The spirit of the original Jack O'Lantern, reborn as a diabolical fiend. He had tricked a young girl named Eve into setting him free, but was again trapped inside of her heart. She now uses his powers to fight against evil as All Hallows Eve, the Halloween Heroine. But every villain worth his or her salt knows that the soul of the Eternal Criminal still lurks somewhere within her, waiting for his chance to haunt the living once more.
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