
My Viking Best Friend 

As she flushed the toilet, the room began to spin. Stupidly, she began to wash her hands, soap 

flooded her eyes. She screamed… She tripped, she fell out, the world went black.  

Hay surrounded her. A girl walked in and cautiously approached her. She gulped, as they were both 

dreading this conversation.  

“I am Agatha, daughter of Tedros- leader of the village. What brings you to our barn?”  

 “I am Becky, daughter of Karen - the librarian. Where is the nearest Wi-Fi spot?” 

“Wi-Fi? “ 

“Yeah, wait what year is it?” 

  “900 AD “ 

After an outfit change, they arrived at Agatha’s village. 

 “Hello I am Tedros. Leader of the village and we are the Danes. “ 

“So you’re the Vikings,” cried Becky. “Don’t kill me, please. I’m too young to die and too fashionable 

to be a slave!” 

“Ha-ha! Wait you’re serious? No it’s not at all like that!” Agatha said. The crowd behind them started 

laughing. 

“Yes, we do have to admit that we have made ourselves a vicious reputation, but we’re not all bad. 

We are blacksmiths, farmers and skilled craftsmen. We’re not the only ones with a dark side. We’re 

just better at hiding our good side,” Tedros explained. “The cows still need to be milked, Agatha. 

Take Becky with you.” 

“Gently now, you don’t want to hurt her. This is her first time milking a cow, okay Minnie.” Agatha 

said calmingly.   

“Wow you’re really lonely, aren’t you?”  Becky said under her breath,’’ so, as much I love doing this 

Aggie…Can I call you Aggie?” 

Agatha nodded. 

“Why don’t we do something, from my time?” 

“So you just pretend to sing and do fun actions!” Becky was getting way, too excited.   



“So this tiky toky thing, why don’t they sing for themselves?” Agatha asked. 

“Ummm... So have you heard of Instagram?” 

As the weeks passed, Becky realised that she wasn’t going to get home anytime soon however she 

didn’t mind that much, she really was beginning to fit in; obviously at first she couldn’t wear the 

traditional clothes but they soon fixed that! She did miss her mum though, and possibly her little 

brother, but she wasn’t willing to admit that. 

Agatha and Becky shared a friendship stronger than Thor’s hammer. They were inseparable, like 

they were one person.  

“Hey, I’ve been here for almost half a year and I still don’t know the name of this place.” Becky 

realised. 

“Well Londinion! Of course!” Agatha said. 

“Wait! I need to use my data just this once.” Becky cried. 

“Okay BRO!” Agatha shouted. 

“No, that is too much Aggie!” Becky whispered. “OMG! Agatha, you’re my ancestor! We’re related!” 

Becky screamed.  

“This is uhh, LIT FAM. My HOMEYS, all of YA! ‘GAVA’ round. Becky is our um, FAM, by blood!” Agatha 

announced. Becky sighed as she was wrapped in hugs and kisses. 

Dust flew off the ground as a familiar box appeared. Then an even more familiar face appeared. 

“Becky quick come back home with me. You don’t have much time!” 

“No, there’s no life for me in 2019. I want to stay with my Viking best friend.” She said through tears. 

And that’s exactly what I did. 

  

By Rosie & Flossy. 

   

  


