The gate stands tall at the ec]ge
of the clearing. Wise old owl
calls out from atop the post.
Little does Anka ]Enow ut all
the tiniest magical beings
nearby are being called to the
land of Spring, just as she is.
They watch as she sings the
song to open the gate and the,yJ :
go in, unnoticed, b(j;'h' d her.




