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Introduction


It’s unusual to start a Monday morning at work watching Gina McKee cut out someone’s tongue – but that’s what’s been happening in this morning’s rehearsals, and I couldn’t be happier.


To be honest, I never dreamed I would be here in this rehearsal room. Before Boudica, I wrote a play called Teddy – a play unsurprisingly about Teddy boys in 1950s London. It was a firecracker of a show – very loud and exciting, but in reality, actually quite small. Just two actors playing all the characters. My show before that, The Bread & The Beer, was a one-man show about the ancient god of beer, sex and chaos, John Barleycorn, being dug up in modern-day London – again with just one performer (me, this time) playing all the parts.


So far, it had all been small plays. I was ready for something big. Something huge. Something epic. A multi-narrative, sweeping drama so large that no one would ever really produce it. It would basically be a calling card to show I could ‘write big’ so that, if any big theatres came a-knocking in some far- flung, misty future, I could send it to them.


And that’s where Boudica came in.


Many years ago, when I was still an actor, a close female friend and actor told me she was sick of not having the fun that her male counterparts got to have. Male actors get to have sword fights, gun battles, car chases. Most parts for women, she said (especially in Shakespeare and classical theatre), require them to be beautiful and witty in a pretty dress, before they die gracefully. Which is fucking boring.


Seven years later, when it came to writing this ridiculous epic I had planned, I remembered this conversation and realised I wanted to write something for women. Something where they got to play complex and difficult characters – not just two- dimensional heroes or villains. More than that, I wanted to write a show for women where they got to have the fun. Where they got to wield swords and lead armies. Fight and destroy. Kill and be killed. Something where they got be warriors.


What better story than Boudica’s?


Of course, no one would be foolish enough to produce a show which required around twenty characters, gods and queens and warriors and generals, sword and fist fights, buckets of blood and no less than three battles.


No one could be that foolish, surely?


Thank you to Emma Rice and Shakespeare’s Globe for being that foolish. For wanting to put strong and complex female characters front and centre. For trusting me with their incredible stage. For letting me run riot and bring the story of this extraordinary woman hurtling into the twenty-first century.


Boudica may be two thousand years old, but we need characters like her. Now more than ever.


Tristan Bernays
London, August 2017
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This play is dedicated to women everywhere – now more than ever.











Characters


BRITONS


BOUDICA, Queen of the Iceni


BLODWYNN, Boudica’s daughter
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CUNOBELINE, King of the Trinovantes
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BADVOC, King of the Belgics
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CATUS DECIAMUS, Procurator of Britannia


SEJANUS, a Roman official


SILVIA, a captive Roman
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LUCIUS, Roman soldier
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Time


61 AD
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Brittania, on the furthest western borders of the Roman Empire


Pronunciation Guide


Andraste – An-drass-tay


Alonna – A-low-na


Cunobeline – Kew-know-beh-lean


Gaius Suetonis – Guy-us Sue-toe-knee-us


Catus Deciamus – Kay-tus De-see-ar-mus


Prasutagus – Pras-yew-tay-jus


Camulodunum – Cam-yew-lod-yew-num


Verulanium – Ver-eh-lay-knee-um


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.











Prologue


Enter ANDRASTE, Goddess of Victory.


ANDRASTE.


When first they came, their ships did cut the sea


Like gleaming scythes; their shining armour burned


Our native eyes, and filled our hearts with dread.


They came from Rome, an empire which reached


From smoky tips of Indian East unto


The Afric’ South of Egypt and toward


The cold Germanic North; and now its gaze


Was westward-fixed upon this little isle.


A seeming barren wasteland where they thought


No noble flower grew, but they knew not


That harsh environs breed a hardy weed


With thick strong roots – and so were the native clans.


A double dozen different warring tribes


Whose several kingdoms compassed this small isle.


The Celts and Picts, the monsters of the north;


The Belgics, fearsome soldiers, men of war


Whose blood and bravery was nonpareil;


The Trinovantes, skilled in word and trade,


Whose craft would make the god Hephaestus blush;


The Druids, shadow walkers, men of night,


Whose wisdom ran as deep as did the woods


Where gods like me and mine do darkly roam.


A hundred years, the Romans gave us siege;


A hundred times we tribes did drive them back


Through bloody battle and brave noble deed.


But we could not forever hold the tide


And soon the Romans claimed this isle as theirs


And we have since lain underneath their yoke


A broken, fractured isle of slaves and curs.


But many wore their slavish bonds with pride:




The client kings who made a pact with Rome,


Which in return for this did offer them


The Roman life of gilded luxury


And dazzled them with wine and song and wealth


Even as they robbed their kingdoms blind.


These client kings took Rome’s gold offerings


And thought themselves as equal with great Rome –


But a chain of gold is still naught but a chain


And they were no more free than were their subjects


Who heavy felt the conquering heel of Rome


Grind their faces down into the dirt.


Now here we witness this: the funeral


Of one such client king, Prasutagus,


King of the Iceni (a noble eastern tribe:


Masters of horses, carriers of the spear).


His fellow client kings have come to mourn


And celebrate his life in liquor; while


Already Rome’s imperial officer,


Catus Deciamus, has begun


To carve his lands and wealth up for great Rome.


But soon will come a figure to this scene:


The wife of Prasutagus, the Icenian Queen


Who comes to claim her kingdom – but perforce


Will come to claim the right of this whole isle


For those who live in it, and she will lead


These scattered, fractious tribes in unison


Against their tyrant masters. She will dip


Her javelin’s tip into their blood and write


Her name in history so all will know


The warrior queen who made the Romans fear.











PART ONE: THE COMING STORM


ACT ONE


Scene One


The city of Camulodunum.


The feasting hall of Prasutagus.


Drums and noise – a funeral wake is in progress.


Enter several TRIBAL KINGS alongside the Roman


Procurator, CATUS DECIAMUS.


They sing a drinking song for the dead – it’s loud and raucous.


THE KINGS.


When Death comes for me in my bed


Let me be dressed from toe to head


In gleaming armour, gold and ready


To fight on the Other Side


I shall not go me full of dread


But glad of heart and full of bread


My belly full of beer and ready


To feast on the Other Side


I leave me now the girl I’ve wed


And take sweet Death unto my bed


Buck naked, long and hard and ready


To fuck on the Other Side


The funeral party continues to sing and celebrate as they exit, and the scene shifts to:




Scene Two


Outside the feasting hall of Prasutagus.


Three ROMAN SOLDIERS on watch – CATO, LUCIUS and SESTUS.


CATO.


Sweet Pluto’s arsehole – this fucking island!


LUCIUS.


What ails you now, Cato?


CATO.


What do you think?


SESTUS.


Mars, give me strength –


CATO.


This shitting, shitting cold. Clings to you like tar and rusts your joints. I shall die before the summer comes.


LUCIUS.


I don’t think the summer ever comes here.


CATO.


This morning, when I awoke at the arsehole crack of dawn for our watch, I went to the latrine and I pissed icicles.


SESTUS.


Oh for the gods’ –


CATO.


They cracked as they hit the ground, so hard it was – the soil had grown colder than a Teuton’s ball sack. I had to chip one off the end of my cock with my dagger.


SESTUS.


You should have left it – you need the extra inches.


CATO.


For what? What flea-ridden savage would you have me fuck? Unless you have some Delphic beauty hidden up your tunic that you’re willing to share with the rest of us.




LUCIUS.


He’s got you there, Sestus. It’s not just the cold that’s making his cock shrivel. Have you seen the natives?


SESTUS.


I try not to look.


LUCIUS.


It’d put a man off his food, let alone fornication. I haven’t got my end away in so long, my balls are as blue as berries.


CATO.


Oh, berries!


SESTUS.


Oh for fuck’s sake – you’ve got him talking about fucking food again.


CATO.


I long for berries – for some real fruit.


SESTUS.


We’ll be listening to this all fucking night.


CATO.


A ripe plum or figs dipped in honey.


LUCIUS.


It makes him happy.


CATO.


And lamb, slow cooked in rosemary.


SESTUS.


Well, it makes me fucking miserable! Listening to this mewling Umbrian bastard moan about the cold, the damp, the fucking food –
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