
Anna did not want to wait. Bridget gave her the notes, made a quick copy of the map and returned to the 
computer to make the most of her spare time and to get to know the fascinating device better. After
a while, the camp teacher came back and said that she had called the police station. They would, however, 
have to wait until the next day for the intervention, as that day all the local police officers were in the field, 
and the reported case was considered to be a harmless camper quarrel with tourists. Several hours passed. 
Bridget was running out of ideas for playing with the computer. She didn't know any more commands,
and she didn't have any magazines from which to rewrite some program code. Game cassettes did not 
interest her that much. Besides, the campers had already started to come back from the lake to eat dinner 
and get ready for the evening welcome party. It had got crowded in the common room and Bridget couldn't 
concentrate on using the computer. She also began to worry about her friend. Maybe there was no need
to alert the teacher yet, but still, Anna should have been back. Bridget decided to act. She went back to the 
sleeping barrack, emptied one of her bags of books and started to put together some equipment - she 
broke off a piece of the clothesline, took a butter knife and an apple from the dining room, filled a thermos 
with tap water, and packed a warm sweater in case she had to stay outside longer. She also persuaded
the camp cook to lend her a packet of matches, because she did not have her flashlight. Now fully prepa-
red, she went in search of Anna. Bridget came to a clearing where she could see the camper which belon-
ged to the foreigners. The door was open, and a light was shining inside, which made her a bit scared. After 
a while, however, she saw that a police car was parked behind the camper. Cautiously, she approached it. 
At this point, a young man in a brand new, well ironed police uniform emerged from the camper. - ‘Junior 
Officer Smith.’, - he introduced himself politely. - ‘Madame are you the owner of this camper?’, he continu-
ed. Bridget blushed, as no one had called her ‘madame’ before. - ‘No, I'm from the summer camp,
I'm looking for a friend.’, she replied. ‘The people who attacked us this morning live here, I think they are 
British.”, said Bridget. - ‘But Mrs. Maria said that you will not come by until tomorrow?’, the teenage girl 
added curiously. ‘As I finished up with one case sooner, I’d thought I’d drop by to see what kind of situation 
you might have here.’, the police officer explained. - ‘You're saying there's been a robbery? The report 
mentioned an argument.’, he said rather surprised. Bridget told him about everything that she and Anna 
had experienced that day. She also said that she was worried about her friend, who went to explore
the nearby ruins by herself. Assistant officer Smith gallantly offered his help in the search. Together they 
reached the entrance to the ruins that Bridget found thanks to the notes and sketches made from the old 
map. They saw flashlights coming out of a hole in the ground that had been cleared of earth and stones. 
There was a new aluminium ladder positioned within it. A girl’s screams could be heard coming from deep 
inside. - ‘It's Anna!’, Bridget said as she grabbed the police officer by the sleeve. - ‘Let's save her!’, she 
begged the officer. She didn't have to ask him twice. Bravely, he slid down the ladder deep into the under-
ground dungeon. Bridget carefully followed him. They ran towards the screams and lights. They soon found 
themselves in a spacious underground hall. In the middle there was a stone pedestal. Beside it were two 
blonde figures dressed in black, analysing the map, and ignoring the screams of Anna, who was trapped
in a strange cage. The walls of the chamber were decorated with stone shields and bas-reliefs of bearded 
warriors armed with great axes. Smith drew a small pistol and aimed it at the menacing siblings. - ‘Stop, 
police!’, he shouted in a loud voice. Everyone's eyes focused on him. ‘This is my chance to save Anna!’, 
Bridget thought. 
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Stay with Anna and watch the events unfold - go to episode 8A
Join Bridget and deal with the sinister siblings - go to episode 8B

Bridget’s Story
Anna could only watch the events unfolding from a distance, but it was not difficult to notice that 
her enemies did not have regular human reflexes. They immediately moved towards the police-
man, but he surprisingly quickly reached for his weapon. - ‘Stop, or I’ll shoot!’, he shouted. Then 
Anna heard Bridget saying words in an unknown language. 'She probably translated what
the policeman had said.’, thought Anna. But it was unnecessary this time, as the mere sight
of the gun had paralysed the siblings. ‘Junior Officer Smith’, the policeman introduced himself.
- ‘You are under arrest for assaulting minors’, - he said, as he made arm gestures, indicating that 
the sinister siblings should lie down on the stone floor. Anna couldn't believe what she was seeing 
- the policeman handed Bridget two pairs of handcuffs! - ‘Will you help me?’, he asked her.
- ‘With great pleasure’, her friend replied obediently. Surprisingly, and very efficiently, she secured 
the wrists of the attackers. Anna saw the policeman bring the siblings to their feet and lead them 
towards the exit of the underground chamber. As he was leaving, he turned to her and said,
- ‘I'll take them to the police station and come back to help you, don't worry!’ He had tried to cheer 
her up, before dragging the handcuffed villains up the steps of the ladder. The girls were left 
alone. Anna tugged on the bars again. - ‘Hey, we're not going to wait for him, are we?’, Bridget 
asked. - ‘I think the bars dropped down because I messed something up here. I saw some bits
of text, probably in English. I tried to put them in the right order, but failed.’, she said as she 
shrugged. - ‘Will you try to read me what it says?’, Bridget asked. Anna almost put her entire head 
into the circular recess with the iron rings, and with difficulty began to spell out the lines of text 
etched in the metal. At the same time, her friend wrote down the words on a piece of paper.
‘This reminds me of something’, she thought. Bridget turned the map upside down and exclaimed 
- ‘Aha! It's that poem in Old English. From what I understand, it's about a Nordic warrior who 
cleverly took the treasure of a dragon and hid it in a distant, far-off land.’ As she tried to continue 
to talk, Anna interrupted her. - ‘Maybe you could tell me this later, and now we could focus on 
how to get me out of here?’ - ‘Right!’, Bridget replied. ‘It looks like you put the stanzas in the wrong 
order. Try to do it like this…’, she said and reached towards a part of the poem that Anna had 
omitted while studying the map and dictated the correct order of the stanzas. Anna had correctly 
arranged the sequence of the rings and looked down at her achievement with pride. Mechanical 
parts creaked, the bars surrounding Anna rose and were soon quickly hidden in the ceiling. She 
let out a shout of joy and jumped out of the trap. The girl noticed that even though the bars had 
already retracted, the screeching of the hidden mechanisms continued. She felt a vibration under 
her feet and saw the central plinth slowly move aside to reveal an entrance into a lower level of 
the chamber. The teenager reached for the abandoned flashlight and shone into the opening. 
This time the entrance down was much steeper. The light barely reached the floor below.
The ladder that had allowed the foreigners to get down into the underground chamber was too 
short. Anna began to evaluate this obstacle, but soon decided that jumping, or trying to lower 
herself down using her hands was out of the question. Meanwhile, Bridget took out a thick
spool of rope from somewhere and handed it to Anna. 
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Cleverly she fastened the rope around the stone plinth and checked how secure it was. She stood 
at the edge of the opening. ‘I'll go first and then you'll follow me’, said to Bridget. The teenager 
turned pale. - ‘But I can't do it, I don't have enough strength in my hands to use the rope!’, she 
said fearfully. - ‘OK, we'll come up with something soon.’, said Anna reassuringly as she backed 
away from the edge. - ‘Anything else you need?’, Bridget asked. She showed her friend the 
contents of her backpack. Anna took a thickly woven sweater and tied the sleeves with the rope, 
creating a kind of makeshift, soft swing. - ‘Don’t be afraid, you’ll be fine!’, she said to encourage 
Bridget. She sat down in the strange creation cautiously as she held on to Anna. - ‘Hold on!’, said 
Anna, as she wrapped the rope around her forearms and began to slowly lower it into the depths 
of the dark opening. Eventually she heard a soft voice from below, ‘I... I think it worked.’ Anna 
pulled on the rope, got a good grip, and, pushing her legs off the wall, slid down with such force 
that Bridget barely had time to jump out of the way. Anna was surprised when she discovered 
that the floor made a soft, hollow noise. Totally different from
the floors of the stone chamber. She directed the flashlight to the ground. Dusty wooden boards 
appeared in the light. As she moved the light around, she saw that the planks changed into 
rounded sides with benches for rowers attached to them. Rotting faded warrior shields were 
attached along the sides.
The teenagers had landed aboard a boat, hidden in an underground cave! On the centre of the 
deck,
where the mast should have been, was a pile of spears, rusty swords, and axes. At the top of the 
pile lay
an old skeleton wrapped in the remnants of what must once have been an ornate ceremonial 
gown. The flashlight flickered on gleaming trinkets scattered among the rotting debris. Anna was 
impressed with what she saw, ‘Is she an ancient warrior?’, She thought. Cautiously, and with 
respect, the teenagers stepped closer. The silhouette was adorned with gold bracelets, rings with 
precious stones, earrings, chains. The large jewels and precious metal of the highest quality must 
have belonged to someone special: a princess, a warrior leader, or maybe a brave traveller? A 
bold thought entered her mind, which she immediately shared with Bridget. - ‘Listen, when that 
policeman returns, he will probably take everything to his headquarters, or they will drive us out 
of here and close the area for archaeological research. It's a pity that this would all be lost! How 
about if we both get something out of this adventure? Maybe we'll borrow some jewellery for 
today's disco? Tomorrow we will bring everything back, and no one will even notice that some-
thing was missing!’
- She smiled mischievously at Bridget. Apparently, her companion had similar thoughts, because 
she returned the smile and her eyes lit up with joy.      
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Anna did not want to wait. Bridget gave her the notes, made a quick copy of the map and returned to the 
computer to make the most of her spare time and to get to know the fascinating device better. After
a while, the camp teacher came back and said that she had called the police station. They would, however, 
have to wait until the next day for the intervention, as that day all the local police officers were in the field, 
and the reported case was considered to be a harmless camper quarrel with tourists. Several hours passed. 
Bridget was running out of ideas for playing with the computer. She didn't know any more commands,
and she didn't have any magazines from which to rewrite some program code. Game cassettes did not 
interest her that much. Besides, the campers had already started to come back from the lake to eat dinner 
and get ready for the evening welcome party. It had got crowded in the common room and Bridget couldn't 
concentrate on using the computer. She also began to worry about her friend. Maybe there was no need
to alert the teacher yet, but still, Anna should have been back. Bridget decided to act. She went back to the 
sleeping barrack, emptied one of her bags of books and started to put together some equipment - she 
broke off a piece of the clothesline, took a butter knife and an apple from the dining room, filled a thermos 
with tap water, and packed a warm sweater in case she had to stay outside longer. She also persuaded
the camp cook to lend her a packet of matches, because she did not have her flashlight. Now fully prepa-
red, she went in search of Anna. Bridget came to a clearing where she could see the camper which belon-
ged to the foreigners. The door was open, and a light was shining inside, which made her a bit scared. After 
a while, however, she saw that a police car was parked behind the camper. Cautiously, she approached it. 
At this point, a young man in a brand new, well ironed police uniform emerged from the camper. - ‘Junior 
Officer Smith.’, - he introduced himself politely. - ‘Madame are you the owner of this camper?’, he continu-
ed. Bridget blushed, as no one had called her ‘madame’ before. - ‘No, I'm from the summer camp,
I'm looking for a friend.’, she replied. ‘The people who attacked us this morning live here, I think they are 
British.”, said Bridget. - ‘But Mrs. Maria said that you will not come by until tomorrow?’, the teenage girl 
added curiously. ‘As I finished up with one case sooner, I’d thought I’d drop by to see what kind of situation 
you might have here.’, the police officer explained. - ‘You're saying there's been a robbery? The report 
mentioned an argument.’, he said rather surprised. Bridget told him about everything that she and Anna 
had experienced that day. She also said that she was worried about her friend, who went to explore
the nearby ruins by herself. Assistant officer Smith gallantly offered his help in the search. Together they 
reached the entrance to the ruins that Bridget found thanks to the notes and sketches made from the old 
map. They saw flashlights coming out of a hole in the ground that had been cleared of earth and stones. 
There was a new aluminium ladder positioned within it. A girl’s screams could be heard coming from deep 
inside. - ‘It's Anna!’, Bridget said as she grabbed the police officer by the sleeve. - ‘Let's save her!’, she 
begged the officer. She didn't have to ask him twice. Bravely, he slid down the ladder deep into the under-
ground dungeon. Bridget carefully followed him. They ran towards the screams and lights. They soon found 
themselves in a spacious underground hall. In the middle there was a stone pedestal. Beside it were two 
blonde figures dressed in black, analysing the map, and ignoring the screams of Anna, who was trapped
in a strange cage. The walls of the chamber were decorated with stone shields and bas-reliefs of bearded 
warriors armed with great axes. Smith drew a small pistol and aimed it at the menacing siblings. - ‘Stop, 
police!’, he shouted in a loud voice. Everyone's eyes focused on him. ‘This is my chance to save Anna!’, 
Bridget thought. 
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Anna could only watch the events unfolding from a distance, but it was not difficult to notice that 
her enemies did not have regular human reflexes. They immediately moved towards the police-
man, but he surprisingly quickly reached for his weapon. - ‘Stop, or I’ll shoot!’, he shouted. Then 
Anna heard Bridget saying words in an unknown language. 'She probably translated what
the policeman had said.’, thought Anna. But it was unnecessary this time, as the mere sight
of the gun had paralysed the siblings. ‘Junior Officer Smith’, the policeman introduced himself.
- ‘You are under arrest for assaulting minors’, - he said, as he made arm gestures, indicating that 
the sinister siblings should lie down on the stone floor. Anna couldn't believe what she was seeing 
- the policeman handed Bridget two pairs of handcuffs! - ‘Will you help me?’, he asked her.
- ‘With great pleasure’, her friend replied obediently. Surprisingly, and very efficiently, she secured 
the wrists of the attackers. Anna saw the policeman bring the siblings to their feet and lead them 
towards the exit of the underground chamber. As he was leaving, he turned to her and said,
- ‘I'll take them to the police station and come back to help you, don't worry!’ He had tried to cheer 
her up, before dragging the handcuffed villains up the steps of the ladder. The girls were left 
alone. Anna tugged on the bars again. - ‘Hey, we're not going to wait for him, are we?’, Bridget 
asked. - ‘I think the bars dropped down because I messed something up here. I saw some bits
of text, probably in English. I tried to put them in the right order, but failed.’, she said as she 
shrugged. - ‘Will you try to read me what it says?’, Bridget asked. Anna almost put her entire head 
into the circular recess with the iron rings, and with difficulty began to spell out the lines of text 
etched in the metal. At the same time, her friend wrote down the words on a piece of paper.
‘This reminds me of something’, she thought. Bridget turned the map upside down and exclaimed 
- ‘Aha! It's that poem in Old English. From what I understand, it's about a Nordic warrior who 
cleverly took the treasure of a dragon and hid it in a distant, far-off land.’ As she tried to continue 
to talk, Anna interrupted her. - ‘Maybe you could tell me this later, and now we could focus on 
how to get me out of here?’ - ‘Right!’, Bridget replied. ‘It looks like you put the stanzas in the wrong 
order. Try to do it like this…’, she said and reached towards a part of the poem that Anna had 
omitted while studying the map and dictated the correct order of the stanzas. Anna had correctly 
arranged the sequence of the rings and looked down at her achievement with pride. Mechanical 
parts creaked, the bars surrounding Anna rose and were soon quickly hidden in the ceiling. She 
let out a shout of joy and jumped out of the trap. The girl noticed that even though the bars had 
already retracted, the screeching of the hidden mechanisms continued. She felt a vibration under 
her feet and saw the central plinth slowly move aside to reveal an entrance into a lower level of 
the chamber. The teenager reached for the abandoned flashlight and shone into the opening. 
This time the entrance down was much steeper. The light barely reached the floor below.
The ladder that had allowed the foreigners to get down into the underground chamber was too 
short. Anna began to evaluate this obstacle, but soon decided that jumping, or trying to lower 
herself down using her hands was out of the question. Meanwhile, Bridget took out a thick
spool of rope from somewhere and handed it to Anna. 
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Cleverly she fastened the rope around the stone plinth and checked how secure it was. She stood 
at the edge of the opening. ‘I'll go first and then you'll follow me’, said to Bridget. The teenager 
turned pale. - ‘But I can't do it, I don't have enough strength in my hands to use the rope!’, she 
said fearfully. - ‘OK, we'll come up with something soon.’, said Anna reassuringly as she backed 
away from the edge. - ‘Anything else you need?’, Bridget asked. She showed her friend the 
contents of her backpack. Anna took a thickly woven sweater and tied the sleeves with the rope, 
creating a kind of makeshift, soft swing. - ‘Don’t be afraid, you’ll be fine!’, she said to encourage 
Bridget. She sat down in the strange creation cautiously as she held on to Anna. - ‘Hold on!’, said 
Anna, as she wrapped the rope around her forearms and began to slowly lower it into the depths 
of the dark opening. Eventually she heard a soft voice from below, ‘I... I think it worked.’ Anna 
pulled on the rope, got a good grip, and, pushing her legs off the wall, slid down with such force 
that Bridget barely had time to jump out of the way. Anna was surprised when she discovered 
that the floor made a soft, hollow noise. Totally different from the floors of the stone chamber. 
She directed the flashlight to the ground. Dusty wooden boards appeared in the light. As she 
moved the light around, she saw that the planks changed into rounded sides with benches
for rowers attached to them. Rotting faded warrior shields were attached along the sides.
The teenagers had landed aboard a boat, hidden in an underground cave! On the centre of the 
deck, where the mast should have been, was a pile of spears, rusty swords, and axes. At the top 
of the pile lay an old skeleton wrapped in the remnants of what must once have been an ornate 
ceremonial gown. The flashlight flickered on gleaming trinkets scattered among the rotting 
debris. Anna was impressed with what she saw, ‘Is she an ancient warrior?’, She thought.
Cautiously, and with respect, the teenagers stepped closer. The silhouette was adorned with gold 
bracelets, rings with precious stones, earrings, chains. The large jewels and precious metal of the 
highest quality must have belonged to someone special: a princess, a warrior leader, or maybe
a brave traveller? A bold thought entered her mind, which she immediately shared with Bridget.
- ‘Listen, when that policeman returns, he will probably take everything to his headquarters,
or they will drive us out of here and close the area for archaeological research. It's a pity that this 
would all be lost! How about if we both get something out of this adventure? Maybe we'll borrow 
some jewellery for today's disco? Tomorrow we will bring everything back, and no one will even 
notice that something was missing!’ - She smiled mischievously at Bridget. Apparently, her
companion had similar thoughts, because she returned the smile and her eyes lit up with joy.  
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