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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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“A tailless black sow and a headless white lady,

May the tailless black sow snatch the hindmost.

A tailless black sow on All Hallows Eve,...”

-Traditional Welsh Folk Song

There was no sun in the land of the dead. Without an outside source warmth and comfort, the air was as chilly as the coldest winter. As a result, gold was nowhere near as valuable to the spirits of the departed as fire. Not only would it thaw the poor frostbitten souls, but it gave them a light with which they could see clearly.

Unfortunately, I had no fire. I'd had a lantern once. His name was Jack. Stingy Jack. Jack O'Lantern. Jack-O-Ripper. Saucy Jack. The Red Pumpkin. The Lantern Man. He'd had so many names over the centuries. If he had been with me, all of my troubles could have been solved with a simple zap of his Samhain Ray. Sure, the supernatural powers were technically his, but he had been known to lend them to me from time to time. Unfortunately, he wasn't with me. I was alone.

I was powerless.

I could see nothing in the pitch blackness of my cell. However, I could feel the shackles around my wrists, reminding me that I was a prisoner. A prisoner of friendship, of all things. No matter how hard I tried, I kept thinking the same thing over and over again.

Why, Samantha? Why are you doing this? You're my friend. My best friend.

I knew that shouldn't be wasting time on such thoughts, that I should be trying to come up with a way out of this fine mess. However, I just couldn't take my mind off of how I'd gotten into it...
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I was always pleased with the way that the caretaker of the cemetery took the time to spruce up my sister's grave. I guess it was bit selfish of me to want it to look nice whenever I came to visit. After all, Wen was dead. She didn't care how her grave looked. She needed pretty headstone like a bald man needed a comb. But for the family she had left behind, it was just kinda swell to find it all spic-and-span.

Earlier that day, I'd found a wild daisy growing behind our farm. Now, I placed it in front of Wen's tombstone, as if offering it to her ghost. I didn't know if she had liked daisies or not. In truth, I didn't even know that she'd existed until the night that she died. We were separated at birth, you see. I have no idea what I expected to feel, standing at her grave. But, for the most part, I think I felt like something was missing. Even though her death was no longer fresh (to say nothing of her body), the wound of her passing had been reopened lately after the additional loss of my cat. I suppose it probably sounds silly to dedicate so much mourning to somebody you never knew. Even her name was a mystery to me. I'd only ever heard her referred to by her identity as a supervillain.

Lady Wen

January 13th, 1939 – October 31st, 195X

I spent a few minutes thinking about what it would be like if, in an alternate universe, we'd had the chance to really be sisters. Would we have gotten along or fought like it was World War III?

Who knows?

In the end, none of these musings mattered. Things were as they were and could never be changed.

So why was I having such a hard time accepting that?

I sighed heavily and left Wen's graveside. It was getting late and I had places to be. However, as I was leaving the cemetery, I spied the funeral procession for Sabrina Ravencrow making its way silently towards her open tomb. I was still feeling a bit odd about the whole Ravencrow business. She had decided to follow in the footsteps of a dead villain named Hexia and died trying to destroy me. I suppose she got her just desserts, but I felt kinda queasy about thinking of it that way. In either case, from where I stood, it looked like the graveyard was filling up really quickly these days. I guess it wasn't as bad as some towns though (does Gotham City even have a population anymore?) and it's not like the cemetery is a hotel where you just check in for a couple of days then check out. It comes with a permanent lease and, sooner or later, we all get booked there.

I hopped on my bike and pedalled away from all that doom and gloom to keep an appointment with my crazy friend, Samantha. I don't mean “crazy” like “she's fun and kooky”. No, I mean quite literally crazy.
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(Gasp!) This grave..!
lt's... lt's mine!
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