Agifunder s gell, the entire waod lay slent,
sleeping. Only the wind seemed to whisper,

“Beware! Beware!™ “Tumn back!” the wind whispered. “Tum back™
Fulling the cake closer, Jack pressed on

“
Y114 vc0d g rev caczawet: The trost grew thickee: The I can’t!” creddck “m taking this cake to the princes.”
Eghe grew dimmer. Saon it was 2o dark that Jack couldn't And he resched ints his pocket for a matchetick, strack
. gee the cakein front of s face. it on hiz shoe, snd Lt one of the ten candbes.
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