
The wet, bulky bag fell with a loud thump by the feet of the arguing boys. They fell silent and looked at the 
new girl. - 'Hey, is that yours?', the newcomer said inquisitively. Her summer dress barely concealed her 
athletic and tanned body. The boys dumped out the bag and spread its contents on the floor of the 
common room. There was now a pile of tangled tapes, booklets, and cassettes covers. The new girl, proba-
bly hoping to ease their suspicions, began to help them deal with the mess. It was not going very smoothly 
though, as it was obvious that she had a lot of difficulties deciphering the English names of foreign albums 
and bands, which in most cases were also handwritten in pen ink that had been smudged in the wet bag. 
Clearly, the boys did not mind the pace of her work, because they calmly returned to their previous activity 
of decorating the common room for the evening party. Bridget crouched next to the cassettes, and forcing 
the most confident smile she could, introduced herself to the new girl - 'I'm Bridget'. - 'Anna', the other 
replied and shook her hand tightly. Bridget reached for her pencil and began to wind up the spools of tape 
poking out of the cassettes, admiring their covers and linear notes at the same time. She was hungry for 
stimulating, everyday, living language. She had no access to new releases, so the creative English names of 
the bands, albums and album cover linear notes captured her imagination almost immediately. She was so 
drawn in that she hardly noticed that her new friend had left her alone, having gone to help the campers 
hang the military camouflage netting from the ceiling. Bridget carefully sorted the cassettes, and after 
reading everything on their covers, put them on the shelf next to the speaker towers. One of the cassette 
booklets that came with a plastic case was clearly different from the others. It looked like it was made of old 
parchment decorated with strange runic marks. The booklet was exceptionally thick. Bridget read a faded 
quote written in pen on it:

Aledon þa leofne þeoden,
beaga bryttan, he bearm scipes,
mærne be mæste. þær wæs madma fela
of feorwegum, frætwa, gelæded;

'I think it's in Old English!', she thought. She looked closer at the booklet, which turned out to be in eight 
pieces… a map? The sizes and markings meant nothing to her though. She finally decided to listen to the 
cassette accompanying this strange artefact. She put it in the cassette player and pushed the start button. 
Instead of music, she heard a piercing cacophony of strange crackles, noises and squeals. At that moment, 
out of nowhere, Bridget felt a strong blow strike her and somebody tearing the cover and the parchment 
map from her hands! She screamed and fell to the floor. Her large glasses slipped from her nose, and 
through the tears of pain that instantly filled her eyes, she barely caught sight of a large figure who had 
grabbed the mysterious cassette from the player. Instinctively, she started looking for her glasses, trying to 
keep them from breaking and, above all, to be able to see again. Success! With trembling hands, she put on 
her glasses just in time to see Anna jump over her and fly like a cannonball out of the common room. She 
looked at her clenched fist. The mystery man who had just disappeared behind the trees had not noticed 
the torn piece of paper in it. Bridget looked at the scrap of paper closely. - 'Wait! Is this...?!', she whispered, 
noticing something that she had not seen before.

The Secret of the Viking Cassette - Episode 2B

Run after Anna - go to episode 3A
Go back to Bridget - go to episode 3B

Bridget’s Story


