‘ed, Jake!," yelled my mother, she's such

a bossy boots. "Father will come and tuck

YO N GOk ay T su il o T 8 nbeditne s my bed.

F
ather then came to tuck me in. Once he'd finished he
said,

"'Night, bud. Don't let Jack Frost bite" "There

iight. I checked
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now, I thought.
se. It sounded

sht about

tside, but then

playing a

PLUe Pants and white shoes. And it seemed that he
was blowing frost out of his mouth. He was blowing
frost a1l through our back yard. He blew frost over

our pond, our flower garden and my bike. Once he had

finished everything was covered in a thin layer of

ice.

Was he...no it couldn't be...but it was..."Jack Frost”
I said out loud. Then he quickly turned his head and

ixed into mine.

ing I could do.
e shutters shut

he covers over my

saw Jack Frost



