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The old lady put a candle

inside his head, lit it and put him

out on her porch, where his glowing eyes
cast a yellow light all night long, scaring
away the ghosts and ghouls that run
around this time of year.
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*
All summer long she lovingly tended her x X
garden, and when autumn arrived she
went out back one day and carefully chose X
the biggest, bestest and orangest pumpkin she  x
could find.

She carried it inside to her kitchen table, fetched
her sharpest knife and started carving and carving.

So Jack O'Lantern was born.
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X
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As the excitement grew outside, the old X
lady worked many hours per day in her
kitchen, preparing sweet and salty things

to hand out: candy apples, cupcakes, s'mores,
jelly worms, mini pizzas, potato chips, and
much more.

X
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In her back yard, she had a big X
vegetable patch, where she grew all X
manner of vegetables: beans, carrots,

peas, tomatoes and many others.

And, of course, pumpkins. Big pumpkins.
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Within days Jack O'Lantern

*
didn't look too fresh anymore. x
Dark spots had appeared all over his X
face, and his whole head was slowly X

collapsing.

When his candle went out for the last time, the

old lady did not replace it. Jack was moved from
the porch to the compost heap in the back garden,
where he slowly sank away into the earthy mix,
becoming part of the rich, dark soil.

And that was the end of Jack O'lantern.
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X
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It was a week before Halloween, and all X
the children in the neighborhood saw X
Jack sitting on the porch, telling them:

the old lady hands out candy on Halloween
evening - but only to those brave enough

to go past me!
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At the end of the street

there stood a ramshackle little
house, where a kind old lady lived,
along with her cat...
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But maybe not really, not quite.

X

X X
When the old lady carved him, she

had taken all the pumpkin seeds from his head, X
dried them and saved them in her kitchen X
cupboard.

At the end of winter, Jack Frost went back to his
home in the far north, and the neighborhood
warmed up again. The old lady planted the
seeds she had saved, and soon new pumpkin
plants sprouted and grew big and green.

By summer's end, Jack O'Lantern
would be back!
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X

It was late before the last trick-or- X
treater left. X

The old lady went to bed for some well-
deserved rest, but Jack remained on the
porch, glowing and happy.

He didn't know that he was being watched...
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X

At last Halloween came round,

and children from far and wide put on

their scary costumes to go visit the kind lady. X
X

"Raaar", growled Jack O'Lantern on the porch,

and they all rather looked away when they passed

him, though none was so scared that they didn't

go up to the door to knock.

Perhaps they were just pretending to be
scared? Jack didn't care - he was having fun!
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X

X

For some weeks now, Jack Frost had
been around, chilling the evenings. X

First he painted the leaves in bright
autumn colors, and now he started
drawing delicate frost ferns on window
panes every night.
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X
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At last he arrived on the porch where X
Jack O'Lantern was still sitting. X

Jack Frost was not scared, and touched
the pumpkin's face with an icy finger.

The candle flickered and sputtered...






