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Curtain rises to the small home of the recently widowed KEITA and her daughter MOIRA.  Keita stands over a simmering cauldron of milk over the hearth fire.  She stirs with a long handled wooden spoon, the sleeves of her simple green woollen tunic rolled up neatly and out of the way as she stirs.  A safe distance from the hearth fire is a table on which is placed two blue-glazed bowls. Two open weave kerchiefs are folded neatly to the side along with two small heavy towels.  To the side is a pitcher containing the rennet from a lamb slaughtered the day before.

MOIRA


Tell me a story, Mother!



KEITA

(carefully stirs the milk)


What story would you have me tell, Moira?



MOIRA

(handing Keita the pitcher containing the rennet)


Tell me about our people.





KEITA

(pouring the rennet into the simmering pot and stirring)


Our family has lived on this beautiful island for many generations, so long ago that no one really knows when we first came here from the vast lands in the south.  Time has changed our language, especially now the Saxons have taken over the many farms we Dobunni held in common ownership and guarded by our hill forts.  But about four hundred years ago, invaders from a place they call ‘Rome’ changed our lands even more. The Saxons mostly just want our land for their own, but these Romans were different.  You see, they saw us as inferior, especially our customs like community ownership of land, equality between women and men, our religion, and, you will appreciate this:  they thought we were less than them because of what we eat.



Keita goes to the table and picks up the heavy towels.  Wrapping the handle of the cauldron securely with the towels so as to not burn her hands, she picks up the cauldron and carries it over to the table. Moira spreads the kerchiefs over the bowls, holding them securely as Keita pours the cheese curds into the kerchiefs.

MOIRA


But we Dobunni liked the Romans didn’t we?



KEITA


As Dobunni we hate war – unlike so many of our neighbours.  When the Romans came we found it easier to let them do as they wished rather than challenge them as many of our neighbours did – both here in Britain as well as our cousins in Gaul.  As long as they were content to leave us alone, to let us worship Cuda in the Cotswold Hills or the Great Mother they call ‘Minerva Sulis’ out in the southwest of our lands, we could tolerate them, even profit from them at times.  Unfortunately, Moira, trusting the Romans could also be risky business – as our cousins in the far east near the shores of the North Sea discovered a long time ago.
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(END OF SCENE)
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ACT I, SCENE I
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Crowded Roman street market in Camulodunum.  Upstage Roman-British MERCHANTS sell assorted wares at tables to BRITONS who shop casually.

MERCHANTS/ BRITONS

(Ad lib buying and selling)


Aedui wine!

Brats for sale!  

Brigante ale!

Linen from Rome.  Only the best!

How much for that one?

Does it come in green?

I’ll give you two silver pennies for that and not a penny more!

That tastes terrible!  You call that ale?

Do you have mead?

No, no, I want that one over there!

Where was this made?



Red-haired BOUDICCA ENTERS center stage right, initially hiding among the crowds, and then carefully moving downstage from them, her brat shawl pinned with a raven-headed broach.  ROMAN BUREAUCRAT ENTERS up-stage right wearing a toga.  Boudicca quickly covers her head with her brat and turns downstage, away from him. PRASUTAGUS ENTERS down stage left, searching for someone.  ROMAN BUREAUCRAT EXITS center stage left when Prasutagus is looking a different direction. Boudicca sighs with relief, meandering in Prasutagus’ direction as she re-adjusts her brat, walking almost right into Prasutagus.

BOUDICCA

(raising her eyes to his)


Forgive me, Sir.



PRASUTAGUS


Your accent – you are not from here, are you?



BOUDICCA


No, Sir.


PRASUTAGUS


Are you from the conquered lands to the south, across the channel these Romans call ‘Gaul?’



BOUDICCA


Yes.



PRASUTAGUS


Is that why you did not want that man to notice you?



BOUDICCA


Yes.  Many generations have passed since they conquered my people, Sir, but not all of us are happy to be Romanized.  We would rather be free than slaves.  A Roman claimed to own me – I escaped.



PRASUTAGUS


What is your name?



BOUDICCA


Boudicca, of the royal line of the Aedui near the Seine.



PRASUTAGUS

(smiling warmly)


It is a pleasure to meet you, Boudicca.  My name is Prasutagus of the Iceni, a tribe that lives off to the north and east of here by the great sea.  It is a beautiful place – and one that welcomes those who would rather live free than live as slaves.  You are welcome to come with me back to my lands, if you like.  I actually have to meet with that man you were trying to avoid.  He is the aide to Governor Gaius Suetonius Paulinus.




BOUDICCA


Why would you want to talk to him?



PRASUTAGUS


Far and wide the legions attack all the peoples of this isle.  Those who fight are slaughtered.  I do not want to fight Rome – but I refuse to be their slave as so many of the Trinovante have.  I wish to find a way to keep my people free.



BOUDICCA


At what cost, Prasutagus?



PRASUTAGUS


Whatever is necessary.



BOUDICCA


Necessary?  Do you know what Queen Cartimandua of the Brigantes did to protect her people from Rome?  This city, Camulodunum, was the capital of the Trinovantes.  After Emperor Claudius came with re-enforcements to take this city from the Trinovantes and enslave its people, the king, Caratacus escaped in his chariot, hoping to rally the tribes to drive back the Romans from this land and all the lands of the tribes.  Instead of helping him, she betrayed him.  In exchange for security for her own people, she helped enslave these people.  Caratacus, they say, was paraded across Rome in chains, a trophy of war.  Humiliated, enslaved – not just him, but all noble Trinovante with him.  Beware bargains with Romans!  Such bargains rarely work out in your favour in the end!



Boudicca unpins the broach holding her brat onto her body. The brat falls to the ground, revealing bruises.

PRASUTAGUS


How did that happen?



BOUDICCA


I displeased my Roman mistress – how else?



PRASUTAGUS


How did you escape?



BOUDICCA

(meeting his eyes)


My mistress’s son – he brought me across the strait to Dover in exchange for – 



PRASUTAGUS


Did he force you?



BOUDICCA


Do you think I would ever consent to give myself to a Roman – even for safe passage?



PRASUTAGUS

(studying her)


No – no you do not seem the type.  You would rather suffer than lose your honour.  Truly you are of royal blood!



BOUDICCA


I am glad you see that.



PRASUTAGUS


As am I. Forgive me, Boudicca, but I must keep my meeting.  It is the only way to guarantee freedom for all.


(Picks up Boudicca’s brat shawl and hands it to her along with several gold coins.)


Here, go to the merchants and buy a proper stola and palla, the clothes noble Roman women wear.  If they question you, tell them it is for your mistress among the Iceni; they need not know it is for you.  When I am done with the meeting, I will seek you out.  Find a place private to change into the new clothing.  In my company, no one will think of you as anything other than a wealthy British lady.



BOUDICCA


Why would you do this?



PRASUTAGUS

(subtly flirting)


To right a wrong, perhaps?  Or perhaps it is just my way of seeking your good graces?



BOUDICCA


As you wish, so shall it be done.



PRASUTAGUS


No, my lady, as you wish, so it shall be done.
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(END OF SCENE)
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ACT I, SCENE II
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Crowded Roman street market in Camulodunum.  BOUDICCA waits several feet from the MERCHANTS and BRITONS with her back towards the audience, her palla covering her head.  A basket containing her brat is on her arm.  PRASUTAGUS ENTERS downstage and begins to search for Boudicca.  After several beats Boudicca turns towards the audience and removes the palla from her head, revealing the elaborate braids in her now pinned up hair.  The red colour of her hair attracts Prasutagus who now finds her.

PRASUTAGUS

(smiling and offering her his arm chivalrously)


You are vision, Boudicca!



BOUDICCA


I look like the enemy.



PRASUTAGUS


Does not the rabbit blend in with the woods to hide from the fox?



BOUDICCA


I would rather spear the fox.





PRASUTAGUS


So would I.



BOUDICCA


Did you spear the fox at the meeting – or bribe him?





PRASUTAGUS


What do you think?



BOUDICCA


I think I was unable to convince you of the fox’s wit and determination to conquer.



PRASUTAGUS


I made deal with them – we stay free in exchange for paying them tribute and swearing our service to them at proper times of year.



BOUDICCA


You kept to the plan you made before you met me.



PRASUTAGUS


Yes.  I hope to keep to the other plan I made as soon as I saw you though.



BOUDICCA


And what would that be?





PRASUTAGUS


I would very much like you to choose to marry me.



BOUDICCA


Why would I do that?  Your offer to live among the Iceni still stands, whether I choose you or not?




PRASUTAGUS


Yes.  You do not have to marry me if you do not want to.



BOUDICCA


So why marry you?


PRASUTAGUS


Because that would make you queen of the Iceni and would humiliate these Romans.  It would give you the power and wealth you need to hurt their pride – if not their bodies.



BOUDICCA


You are king of the Iceni?



PRASUTAGUS


I am.



BOUDICCA

(light heartedly)


Well then that explains a lot!



PRASUTAGUS


Does it?  Well – I suppose it does in way.  Your wit only proves my instincts about you are correct.  You will make a great queen; you deserve to be queen.




BOUDICCA


I may choose you someday, Prasutagus, but not today.  You must show yourself worthy.


PRASUTAGUS

(laughing light-heartedly)


Very well then!  May I formally court you and house you with my sister Maëlle once we arrive home?



BOUDICCA

(smiling)


You may!
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(END OF SCENE
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