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The Legend Of Jack O'Lantern And All Hallows Eve
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Stingy Jack was once a small time crook who tricked the Devil into promising that he would never have to go to Hell. However, because of his wicked ways, Jack can't go to Heaven either. To redeem himself, his ghost has bestowed a good-natured country girl named Eve Halloran with all his supernatural abilities. Both empowered and haunted by his soul, she fights evil wherever she finds it as All Hallows Eve!

And so, the legend continues...
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All Hallows Eve Isn't Dead
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I'm not dead, really. Can't you tell?

I know, I know, you read that I was killed and went to Hell. You may have also read that I came back as a ghost or a devil-girl or something.

Well, all that was just someone's pervy fanfic (although, knowing the nature of the multiverse, it's probably canon somewhere out there).

This is what really happened after The Killer Wore Leather Gloves...

***
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The year was 196X and it was my first night in a college dorm. I was no longer a little girl, now I was a grown woman. I'd gone from scarecrow to valkyrie (which shows all you young ones that it pays to be patient). I also couldn't sleep. My roommate, an old acquaintance named Mary-Sue Wertham, had hung a cross on the wall knowing perfectly well that holy items weakened my superpowers. Not that I needed them much these days. Hexia had gone quiet and I seriously hadn't heard from her in years. A couple of other baddies popped up from time to time, but nothing serious so far.

Still, the cross agitated me.

Thump...

A noise came from a darkened corner of the room. I bolted upright in bed.

“Who's there?” I called. Wertham (nobody ever called her by her first name) rose groggily at the sound of my voice.

“What is it?” She asked.

Thump...

The noise came again. Now alert, I leaped from my bed and turned on the light.

“As Plato once said, 'what in tarnation!?'”

Lying bleeding on the floor was what looked like an actual, honest-to-gosh leprechaun.

“They killed Trinitus,” he whimpered meekly. He cast his green eyes to meet mine.

“Who are you?” Wertham asked in shock.

“Not important,” the wee one replied, “only know that I am of the Tuatha De Danann.”

“The who?” I said.

“No, not The Who,” Wertham grumbled, “the Tuatha De Danann. According to The Book Of The Takings Of Ireland, they were a tribe of angels who were exiled from Heaven and made mortal for not choosing a side in the war against Lucifer. The ancient Celts worshipped them as Elder Gods and Great Old Ones.”

“Yes,” the leprechaun said, “that's where your legends of fairy folk come from. Listen, there isn't much time.”

He reached out and handed me a tiny seed, no bigger than a grain of rice.

“Take this,” he continued, “plant it in holy soil. Be careful, they'll be after it. Trinitus died to save us. Maybe All Hallows Eve can bring him back.”

From beyond the wall came low, vicious growl, like no animal on Earth could make.

“What the Wally Wood was that!?” I said. I could tell that our little green friend was getting weaker by the second. His lips quivered and his body shook as he whispered a name.

“Raw-Head...”

Then, he gave up the ghost and I watched as his corpse evaporated. In his dying moments, he had come to me. To All Hallows Eve. I vowed silently that I wouldn't let him down.

“Where's the nearest church?” I asked Wertham.

“Uh,” she said, snapping out of her shock, “about three blocks from here, I think.”

“Really?”

“This is Montreal,” She replied, “there's churches everywhere.”

I gripped the seed tightly.

“Okay,” I told Wertham, “I'll need you to guide me there.”

She was about to protest when another growl came, this time from just outside the dorm room. I could see a shadow move beneath the door, as if something on all fours were waiting for us on the other side of the threshold.

“Yeah,” Wertham said, “okay.”

She grabbed her cross from off of the wall and opened the window. As she did, I searched inside myself for the spirit of Stingy Jack.
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