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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


“What do you want to do?” I asked.


The weather was nice, so we were in the garden. Mane was lying in the grass, and Pop and I were sitting in the porch swing, swinging back and forth.


“We could start by having a taste of these,” Pop said and took out a bag of candy.


One of us usually brings some sweets when we meet in our secret club. We are usually at my place, because then there are no annoying big sisters or little brothers bothering us.


Pop sent the bag of marshmallows around. I was quick to stuff a couple into my mouth.


My mom was watering the roses. She had the day off from work. Now she came over to us.


“It looks like you girls are having a great time,” she said.


“Would you like one?” Pop asked and handed her the bag.


My mom started reading the small print on the back. She always does that.


“Unbelievable,” she said. “These marshmallows are made entirely out of additives, flavoring, and colors. They do not even have real sugar in them. You should not be eating too much of this stuff.”


“But they are raspberry-flavored,” I objected. “And raspberry is a fruit, and fruit is healthy… You say that all the time.”


“These marshmallows have not ever seen a trace of raspberry,” she said. “They have just added chemicals that make them taste of raspberries. Complete humbug. But if you want, we can make some candy ourselves. Healthy candy. How about that? I am sure I can find a great recipe online.”


We were all up for that. As we hurried into the house, Snowball came running, he barked eagerly. He probably thought we were going to play.


“Not now, Snowball,” I said. “We will go for a long walk tonight, okay?”


After a short while, we were all busy in the kitchen. I was grating chocolate, Mane was chopping almonds, and Pop was melting cane sugar in a pot. My mom went around directing us. She likes that.
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