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Hi! My name is Anna, but my friends call me Pop. Or Plop, if they are mad at me. I love music and singing and dancing.


Hi! People call me Mane, but my real name is Siri. I love animals; all kinds of animals. My biggest wish is to get a horse.


Hi! I’m Stick, but my real name is Karoline. I love reading and watching movies. I am the one who makes sure we never get into too much trouble. I am also the one who is telling you the stories of our adventures. In our town, there is an old house that everyone calls the Castle. It is a very strange place, where the most unbelievable things can happen.




One


“I said now, Karoline!”


It was my mom, standing in the door to my room. She was angry.


“I have told you to tidy up in here, so I can vacuum,” she continued. “And you promised to do it hours ago. This is the fourth time I am reminding you.”


“But... eh...” I mumbled. I had definitely intended to tidy up, but I just wanted to flip through a book I had borrowed, first. And it was so good that I simply could not put it down.


“No ‘but’,” my mom said. “I am going out now, and when I get back, this room better be clean as a whistle. I am serious.”


Then, she left. I put down the book and started cleaning. When my mother says she is serious, she really is.


“I am nothing but a slave in this house,” I grumbled.


A little while later, Pop and Mane came over.


“Hey Stick! What are you doing?” they asked.


“My mom is making me clean my room,” I sighed. “She is such a slave driver.”


“Yes, it is really a mess in here,” Pop said.


Thanks for that!


“We can help you,” Mane suggested.


So, they did. It is great to have friends like that!


Suddenly, it was a lot more fun. We were done in no time.


“What do you want to do now?” Mane asked.


“We need a reward,” I said. “How about a big, fat ice cream?”


“I would rather take a trip to the Castle,” she suggested.


“I have an even better idea,” Pop laughed. “We will get a big, fat ice cream on our way to the Castle.”


“Agreed!” Mane and I said.


Then we went to the Ice-Cream-Cave. It is this place, where they bake the cones themselves, and there are twenty ice cream flavors to choose from.


“Do you know what I would like?” Pop said, as we walked on with our cones.


“One more ice cream?” Mane asked.
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