
Bridget quickly realised that the foreigners did not have normal human reflexes. They immediately 
moved towards her and the policeman. She cried out in fear and hid behind his back. Fortunately, 
he kept his composure and, calmly, reached for his gun. - ‘Stop, or I’ll shoot!’, he shouted out. 
Bridget instinctively translated his command into English, but this turned out to be unnecessary,
as the mere sight of the weapon caused the sinister siblings to stop completely. ‘Junior Officer 
Smith’, the policeman said, as he introduced himself. - ‘You are under arrest for assaulting minors.’
- Bridget was excited by the situation and felt like in an American action movie. The policeman 
gestured for the blonde siblings to lie down on the ground, and they obediently followed his silent 
command. He reached down next to his gun holster and handed Bridget two pairs of handcuffs.
- ‘Will you help me?’, he asked. Suddenly the teenager felt extraordinary courage. Surprising herself, 
Bridget quickly replied, ‘With pleasure’, as she secured the wrists of her attackers with great satisfac-
tion. She dealt with them very efficiently. The policeman got the siblings on their feet and led them 
towards the exit of the chamber. While leaving, he turned to the still trapped Anna and said, ‘I’ll take 
them to the police station and then come back to help you, don't worry!’ He had tried to cheer her 
up. However, Bridget courageously had already made plans to free Anna. Junior Officer Smith 
impressed Bridget with his strength as he pulled the handcuffed villains up the steps of the ladder 
on his own. Soon the girls were left alone. Bridget saw Anna tug at the bars. - ‘Hey, we're not going 
to wait for him, are we?’, Bridget asked. - ‘I think the bars came down because I messed something 
up here. I saw some texts, probably in English. I tried to put them in the right order, but I failed.’,
she said as she shrugged. Bridget knew that in this situation her help would be necessary. - ‘Will you 
try to read me what is written there?’, Anna asked. As she clumsily spelled out English words, 
Bridget reached for a pen and tried to write down the phonetic mistakes of her friend. She looked 
at her notes and scratched her head. ‘This reminds me of something.’, she thought. Bridget turned 
the map upside down. - ‘Aha!’, she exclaimed. - ‘It's that poem in Old English and from what I under-
stand, it is about a Nordic warrior who cleverly stole the treasures of a dragon and hid them 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. The teenagers began to change the sequence of the iron rings when suddenly 
they heard a creak of an ancient mechanism. Mechanical parts squeaked, and the heavy bars that 
had been surrounding Anna were quickly hidden up into the ceiling. She let out a shout of joy and 
jumped out of the trap. Even though the bars were gone the screeching of the hidden mechanisms 
continued. Bridget felt a vibration under her feet and saw the central plinth slowly move aside to 
reveal an entrance, possibly into a lower level of the chamber. She felt anxious again. Anna lit up the 
new passage with the light of her flashlight and it was clear that the descent of this entrance looked 
much steeper. Bridget could barely see the floor below. She saw Anna bend over the opening, 
probably trying to judge if she could jump down into it, or not. Bridget's eyes widened as she 
observed her friend's actions, and so she decided to find a smarter solution to the problem.
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She reached into her backpack and pulled out a large chord of rope. She unhooked the broken 
clothespins from the line and handed it to Anna. They understood each other without speaking. 
Anna carefully fastened the rope around the stone plinth and checked to see if it was secure. She 
stood at the edge of the opening. ‘I'll go first, and you'll follow me’, she said to Bridget. The teenager 
turned paled. - ‘But I can't do that, 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 as she backed away from the 
edge. - ‘Do you need anything else?’, Bridget asked, as she thoughtfully showed her the contents of 
her backpack. Anna surprised Bridget, reaching for a thickly woven sweater. She tied the sleeves with 
the rope creating something… Yes, Bridget’s eyes were right - it was a makeshift, soft swing. - ‘Don’t 
be afraid, you’ll be fine!’, Anna said encouragingly to Bridget. She sat down in the strange creation 
with some hesitation, but Anna had proven more than once that her strength was worth trusting. - 
‘Hold on!’, she heard Anna say, and then she began to descend into the depths of the dark opening. 
After a while, her feet touched a hardwood floor. - ‘I... I think it worked!’, she called up to Anna. 
Bridget saw the coiled rope disappear and immediately after that her friend appeared from the 
darkness, smoothly sliding down and landing with such an impact that Bridget barely had time to 
jump out of the away.  Anna got up and stomped hard on the floor. It made a soft, hollow noise, and 
was completely different to the hard stone floor of the chamber above. Bridget very much regretted 
that she only had matches with her. Luckily, Anna had a flashlight, and directed her light at the floor. 
They saw dusty wooden boards. The planks changed into rounded sides with benches for rowers 
attached to them. Rotting faded warrior shields were attached along the sides. Bridget had had 
goosebumps since the beginning of this adventure, but now she felt shivers of fear and excitement 
at the same time. No wonder, they had landed on board a boat hidden in an underground cave! In 
the centre of the deck, where the mast should have been, there 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 light of the flashlight flickered on gleaming trinkets scattered 
among the rotting debris. Unable to resist the temptation, they approached carefully, and respectful-
ly. Bridget guessed that these were probably the remains of an ancient warrior, adorned with gold 
bracelets, rings with precious stones, earrings, and chains. Large jewels and precious metal of the 
highest quality had to belong to someone special: a princess, a leader of warriors, or maybe a brave 
traveller? The teenage girls admired the beautiful jewellery in silence. Bridget was impressed by the 
craftsmanship with which this jewellery was created in such ancient times. Suddenly, Anna broke the 
silence, ‘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 off 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. The teenager felt dizzy. 
She had always secretly dreamed of playing the role of a princess, at least once in her life. Bridget 
was so excited she didn’t know what to say. She couldn't refuse such a tempting offer... 

To be continued...   
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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.  

To be continued...   
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Bridget quickly realised that the foreigners did not have normal human reflexes. They immediately 
moved towards her and the policeman. She cried out in fear and hid behind his back. Fortunately, 
he kept his composure and, calmly, reached for his gun. - ‘Stop, or I’ll shoot!’, he shouted out. 
Bridget instinctively translated his command into English, but this turned out to be unnecessary,
as the mere sight of the weapon caused the sinister siblings to stop completely. ‘Junior Officer 
Smith’, the policeman said, as he introduced himself. - ‘You are under arrest for assaulting minors.’
- Bridget was excited by the situation and felt like in an American action movie. The policeman 
gestured for the blonde siblings to lie down on the ground, and they obediently followed his silent 
command. He reached down next to his gun holster and handed Bridget two pairs of handcuffs.
- ‘Will you help me?’, he asked. Suddenly the teenager felt extraordinary courage. Surprising herself, 
Bridget quickly replied, ‘With pleasure’, as she secured the wrists of her attackers with great satisfac-
tion. She dealt with them very efficiently. The policeman got the siblings on their feet and led them 
towards the exit of the chamber. While leaving, he turned to the still trapped Anna and said, ‘I’ll take 
them to the police station and then come back to help you, don't worry!’ He had tried to cheer her 
up. However, Bridget courageously had already made plans to free Anna. Junior Officer Smith 
impressed Bridget with his strength as he pulled the handcuffed villains up the steps of the ladder 
on his own. Soon the girls were left alone. Bridget saw Anna tug at the bars. - ‘Hey, we're not going 
to wait for him, are we?’, Bridget asked. - ‘I think the bars came down because I messed something 
up here. I saw some texts, probably in English. I tried to put them in the right order, but I failed.’,
she said as she shrugged. Bridget knew that in this situation her help would be necessary. - ‘Will you 
try to read me what is written there?’, Anna asked. As she clumsily spelled out English words, 
Bridget reached for a pen and tried to write down the phonetic mistakes of her friend. She looked 
at her notes and scratched her head. ‘This reminds me of something.’, she thought. Bridget turned 
the map upside down. - ‘Aha!’, she exclaimed. - ‘It's that poem in Old English and from what I under-
stand, it is about a Nordic warrior who cleverly stole the treasures of a dragon and hid them 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. The teenagers began to change the sequence of the iron rings when suddenly 
they heard a creak of an ancient mechanism. Mechanical parts squeaked, and the heavy bars that 
had been surrounding Anna were quickly hidden up into the ceiling. She let out a shout of joy and 
jumped out of the trap. Even though the bars were gone the screeching of the hidden mechanisms 
continued. Bridget felt a vibration under her feet and saw the central plinth slowly move aside to 
reveal an entrance, possibly into a lower level of the chamber. She felt anxious again. Anna lit up the 
new passage with the light of her flashlight and it was clear that the descent of this entrance looked 
much steeper. Bridget could barely see the floor below. She saw Anna bend over the opening, 
probably trying to judge if she could jump down into it, or not. Bridget's eyes widened as she 
observed her friend's actions, and so she decided to find a smarter solution to the problem.
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She reached into her backpack and pulled out a large chord of rope. She unhooked the broken 
clothespins from the line and handed it to Anna. They understood each other without speaking. 
Anna carefully fastened the rope around the stone plinth and checked to see if it was secure. She 
stood at the edge of the opening. ‘I'll go first, and you'll follow me’, she said to Bridget. The teenager 
turned paled. - ‘But I can't do that, 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 as she backed away from the 
edge. - ‘Do you need anything else?’, Bridget asked, as she thoughtfully showed her the contents of 
her backpack. Anna surprised Bridget, reaching for a thickly woven sweater. She tied the sleeves with 
the rope creating something… Yes, Bridget’s eyes were right - it was a makeshift, soft swing. - ‘Don’t 
be afraid, you’ll be fine!’, Anna said encouragingly to Bridget. She sat down in the strange creation 
with some hesitation, but Anna had proven more than once that her strength was worth trusting. - 
‘Hold on!’, she heard Anna say, and then she began to descend into the depths of the dark opening. 
After a while, her feet touched a hardwood floor. - ‘I... I think it worked!’, she called up to Anna. 
Bridget saw the coiled rope disappear and immediately after that her friend appeared from the 
darkness, smoothly sliding down and landing with such an impact that Bridget barely had time to 
jump out of the away.  Anna got up and stomped hard on the floor. It made a soft, hollow noise, and 
was completely different to the hard stone floor of the chamber above. Bridget very much regretted 
that she only had matches with her. Luckily, Anna had a flashlight, and directed her light at the floor. 
They saw dusty wooden boards. The planks changed into rounded sides with benches for rowers 
attached to them. Rotting faded warrior shields were attached along the sides. Bridget had had 
goosebumps since the beginning of this adventure, but now she felt shivers of fear and excitement 
at the same time. No wonder, they had landed on board a boat hidden in an underground cave! In 
the centre of the deck, where the mast should have been, there 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 light of the flashlight flickered on gleaming trinkets scattered 
among the rotting debris. Unable to resist the temptation, they approached carefully, and respectful-
ly. Bridget guessed that these were probably the remains of an ancient warrior, adorned with gold 
bracelets, rings with precious stones, earrings, and chains. Large jewels and precious metal of the 
highest quality had to belong to someone special: a princess, a leader of warriors, or maybe a brave 
traveller? The teenage girls admired the beautiful jewellery in silence. Bridget was impressed by the 
craftsmanship with which this jewellery was created in such ancient times. Suddenly, Anna broke the 
silence, ‘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 off 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. The teenager felt dizzy. 
She had always secretly dreamed of playing the role of a princess, at least once in her life. Bridget 
was so excited she didn’t know what to say. She couldn't refuse such a tempting offer... 
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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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