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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


“Come on, Magnus!” Pop tempted.


“I don’t want to! There is a troll under my bed!” her little brother whined.


“No, there is not,” Mane said to him. “Trolls are not real.”


That did not work on Magnus.


“It wants to eat me,” he claimed.


It was Saturday and we were at Pop’s house. Her little brother had a cold, and she was trying to convince him to take a nap. It was not easy, even though Mane and I tried to help.


“He has been afraid of that troll all week,” Pop sighed. “It started when my dad read the story of the Three Billy Goats Gruff to him. He should not have done that.”


“Listen, Magnus,” I said. “Troll’s are picky. They only want to eat goats. Not children. And the troll under your bed has gone to the country side to catch a delicious goat.”


Magnus looked at me with big eyes and his mouth open.


“There you go,” Pop said. “And dad has locked the door, so it cannot get back inside.”


“That serves it right,” Magnus giggled.


“Come on, I will tuck you in,” Pop said. She took his hand and he went to his room without any more problems.


“What are you teaching him,” Mane said to me. “Trolls eating goats. Come on!”


“It worked, didn’t it?” I said with a grin.


A little while later, Pop came out and closed the door.


“Phew, now that is done,” she said. “The monster is asleep. Do you want to go to the castle?”


We did.


Pop’s dad was in the kitchen. He was chopping herbs and vegetables. He loves to cook exotic food, preferably something with a lot of spices. I am not always too crazy about it.


“Magnus is asleep,” Pop said to him. “We are going for a walk.”


“Great job, girls,” he said. “You are back in time for dinner, right? We are having Pakora-chicken.”
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