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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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“Take this kiss upon the brow!

And, in parting from you now,

Thus much let me avow-

You are not wrong, who deem

That my days have been a dream;

Yet if hope has flown away

In a night, or in a day,

In a vision, or in none,

Is it therefore the less gone?

All that we see or seem

Is but a dream within a dream.

I stand amid the roar

Of a surf-tormented shore,

And I hold within my hand

Grains of the golden sand-

How few! yet how they creep

Through my fingers to the deep,

While I weep- while I weep!

O God! can I not grasp

Them with a tighter clasp?

O God! can I not save

One from the pitiless wave?

Is all that we see or seem

But a dream within a dream?”

-Edgar Allan Poe

An evil wind blew through Summer's End. It was a cold wind, indicating that an early winter was on its way. With it came misery, terror and death. First, a wealthy art collector was found murdered in his palatial mansion. A rare antique mask, used in the ancient Greek theatre, was reported stolen from his treasure trove. Later, a robber was arrested after holding up the local bank. However, the police soon discovered that every bit of cash he had stolen from the teller was fake. This news created a counterfeiting scare, which caused the value of the Canadian dollar to plummet drastically. The next day, an arsonist set fire to many of the nearby farms, destroying crops which could have kept entire cities well fed for over a year. Yes, it was indeed an evil wind that blew through our town and we all knew its name.

Hexia.

The cruel conjuress, Hexia. The vile villainess who plagued our country during World War II had now returned to finish what she'd started. Law enforcement hunted for her far and wide. With the supernatural powers of Jack O'Lantern at my disposal, I joined the quest to find this elusive mistress of mayhem.

But where do you search for a dead person?

You search in the graveyard, of course. Hexia had been dead for years. Nobody knew this better than my mother. Ages ago, dear old Mom had battled the creepy criminal as Teen Trickster, the Halloween Heroine. Although you would never guess it from looking at her, she had once been the superhero who defeated Hexia that final time. Even though my mother had long since passed the powers of the notorious Stingy Jack onto me, she still stood beside the police chief and watched while I unearthed her arch-enemy's coffin.

It had taken ages to get permission to exhume Hexia's bones. However, with my supernatural strength and speed, digging her up took no time at all. Both of my companions observed as I shovelled the last bit of soil from out of the grave. Six feet worth of earth had piled up next to the deep, dark, damp hole I'd dug (try saying that ten times fast). But my job wasn't finished until I'd excavated the large, wooden box which lay at the very bottom. My good eye studied it for a long while.

She has to be in there, I thought. Mom saw her die. There is no way in Cesar Romero's moustache that she can't be inside that coffin.

However, as much as I tried assuring myself that it had it had to be true, a nagging doubt still ate at me.

If she is lying in this coffin, who is out there causing trouble?

Whoever it was, I had a duty to find out. I gripped the side of the old crate tightly. This was it. With a mighty pull, I lifted the lid. A really nasty smell (like prehistoric socks) rose out from underneath. My mother, always a little squeamish, covered her mouth and averted her eyes from the macabre sight before us. Inside the casket was a grinning skeleton dressed in silks that had once been the most luxurious in the land, but were now threadbare and filthy. A few stands of silver hair still clung to her skull. Was this woman's ghost the mastermind behind our current crime wave? I studied her bony face and wondered if the mysterious voice which kept taunting me from the shadows had somehow come from that lipless mouth.

“Is it her?” I asked. My mother forced herself to look into the grave.

“I don't know.” She said, repressing a choke.

“We'll need to check her medical and dental records in order to get a positive ID.” The Chief said. I was relieved to hear him speaking in a fairly friendly tone. Things had been kinda tense between us ever since one of my enemies put his daughter in the hospital (but that's a whole 'nother story). For now, I focused my good eye on the bones that lay in front of me.

“Who was she?” I asked.

“Do you remember the legend of The Blue-Faced Hag?” My Mom said. “She's one of the four Citroids, the spirits of Halloween, just like Jack O'Lantern. Cailleach Bhuer, or The Blue-Faced Hag was the goddess of winter in Scottish mythology. Every year, on October 31st, she would be reborn in the form of an old witch. The earth would then be hers to rule until the spring, when she'd turn to stone until the next Halloween.”

“So what happened?” I asked.

“Well.” My mother continued. “Some say that, one year, she decided that she didn't want to turn to stone anymore. She wanted to keep living and and make this planet into a land of perpetual winter, with herself as its eternal queen. Well, that was during World War II. It's no secret anymore that the Germans had dedicated an entire bureau to researching black magic. So, Cailleach Bhuer made a bargain with Hitler. She would help him win the war if the Third Reich used its knowledge of the dark arts to make her dream come true. She adopted a codename. Hexia, after the German word 'hex' or 'witch'. She then organized all of my deadliest foes, Über Alice, Madam Fang, Judge Mental, Sister Hood, Doctor Pumpkinstein and even Zodiak, into a special, anti-superhero task force, the dreaded Kurbiskopf Division. Pumpkinstein even created that little monster Zepingles to be her servant. She and him were sweethearts you know.”
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