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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 the red pumpkin 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 pumpkin man.

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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I was concerned when Simon Lyman didn't show up for English class. He was such an unassuming, harmless figure, with his frail stature, thick-rimmed glasses and quiet demeanour, that most people wouldn't have even noticed that he was missing. But, I was a superhero. It was kinda my job to look out for the guys whom other folks considered invisible. In this case, I was even more concerned because I knew for a fact that I'd seen him at school just before the morning bell. He'd never struck me as the type who would play hooky, but I guess you can't judge a book by its cover. When lunch break finally began, I gave Simon's empty desk one last worried glance before leaving the classroom and forgetting about him.

Before the 1950s, the world rarely acknowledged the existence of teenagers. We were considered just another part of the family unit, youths who were preparing to become adults. Even the word “teenager” was hardly ever used prior to the atomic age. But by the time that the “Good Old Days” rolled around, you had better believe that we'd made our presence known, Daddy-O.

Jack Arnold High School had four main tribes. First, there were the “socs”, who were the popular, well-to-do types, most of whom lived on what we called the “Money Side” of town. Next came the “greasers”, the “bad” kids who went around wearing leather jackets, riding motorcycles and putting way too much grease in their hair (hence the name). Then there were the “nerds” like Simon Lyman, who are probably the same thing now as they were back then. Finally, there were the “beats” or “hipsters” (after Sputnik was launched, we started calling them “beatniks”), the “cool” outsider types who tried to look like Audrey Hepburn and sucked the joy out of everything they touched (just because something is depressing, it doesn't mean it's deep).

Neither Jimmy Dewitt nor I really belonged to any of these. Jimmy was a handsome, born and bred New Orleans boy with the uncanny gift of playing the saxophone while I was just, well, me (and I looked like a cornstalk with a mouldy turnip on top). The locals found his ways strange, but I always thought that his special brand of Voodoo was fascinating. Sometimes we'd get called “freams” (people who just didn't fit in) and I guess that was a suitable enough name. Aside from being a haunted superheroine (which would make anybody nervous), my bad eye tended to give folks the jitters. Luckily, Jimmy had gotten used to it after awhile (but he would still ask me to make it stop staring at him “like that” every so often). The two of us walked together and chatted (or “bashed ears”) on our way to our usual lunching spot, the school library. Mrs Trench, the librarian, pretended that she didn't approve, but that's only because she was obliged to. Of all the “wardens” at JA High, she was probably the dearest. Her withered old head was ducked down, buried in an even older (if that's possible) leather-bound book, as Jimmy and I sat at our favourite spot, behind the horror section.

Ever since Natasha Molotov, a brunette from my drama class, had turned out to be a Russian spy, the principal had hopped on a paranoia kick. Every free inch of wall space in the building had been turned into a gallery of anti-Soviet posters.

“This Is The Enemy!” Declared the bold yellow letters printed beneath Joseph Stalin's ugly mug, which grimaced at us as we took our seats. If that seems a bit much, you should have seen the head “warden's” face the day our school had its first PA system installed. He must have been the happiest kid on Christmas day. He wired up a record player to all the speakers and had several vinyls of what he called “motivational” slogans played on an endless loop during class breaks.

“Better dead than red.”

“If you see something suspicious, please report it to the school administration.”

“In the event of a nuclear attack, please make your way calmly to the bomb shelter in the building's lowest levels.”

“Remember, anyone might be a Soviet spy. Even your closest friends.”

There were more of these than I would ever dare trying to count and they went on...

And on...

And on...

Thankfully, the library was sound-proofed, allowing Jimmy and I an island getaway from the tumultuous sea outside so that we could actually enjoy our lunch break.
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