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This book is based on events in the life of Boudicca, Queen of the Iceni and constructed using primary and secondary historical sources, commentary, and research. It is told through the lens of a mother and daughter of the Dobunni tribe in the 5th century of the Common Era in what became the Anglo-Saxon kingdom of Mercia in south central and south western England. 

Consulted sources appear at the end of this e-book. Interpretation of source material is at the author’s discretion and utilized within the scope of the author’s imagination, including names, events, and historical details. 

Love this book?  Share the love of this book and the Legendary Women of World History Series by kindly reviewing this book on your blog, website, and on major retailer websites.  Your review not only offers this author your feedback for improvement of this book series, but helps other people find this book so they can enjoy it as well.  Only a few sentences and a few minutes of your time is all it takes to share the love with those who want to enjoy it too.

Explore these related biographies from the Legendary Women of World History Series

Cleopatra VII: Egypt’s Last Pharaoh

Hypatia of Alexandria
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​PROLOGUE



[image: ]




“Tell me a story, Mother?” asked an eight-year-old girl with curly dark hair and dark eyes.

“What story would you have me tell, Moira?” asked Keita as she heated milk over the hearth fire, the sleeves of her green woolen tunic dress rolled up neatly and out of the way as she stirred.

Watching her mother, Moira handed her the rennet from a lamb slaughtered the day before, “Tell me about our people.” 

“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.”

Moira spread out two open-weave kerchiefs over two blue-glazed bowls as Keita carefully poured the cheese curds into each from the steaming pot, “But we Dobunni liked the Romans didn’t we?”

“As Dobunni we hate war – unlike so many of our neighbors.  When the Romans came we found it easier to let them do as they wished rather than challenge them as many of our neighbors 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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​CHAPTER ONE
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The Roman city of Camulodunum, once the capital of the proud Trinovante tribe bustled with commerce.  Today was market day with people from across eastern Britain flocking to its narrow streets filled with merchants selling everything the British and Roman world had to offer.  Along well-worn paths walked a tall, broad-shouldered Gallic woman nineteen years old, the remnants of large bruises contrasting against her bright red hair.  A beautiful broach held together her heavy plaid cloak, its raven-headed design hinting at her past. A public officer passed her, provoking her to cover her head. Relieved the ploy worked, the young woman slipped down the street, bumping into a richly dressed man wearing a fine wool tunic.  Boudicca raised her eyes to his, “Forgive me, Sir.”

“Your accent – you are not from here, are you?” he asked.

“No, Sir.”

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

“Yes.”

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

“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.”

“What is your name?”

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

The man smiled 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.”

“Why would you want to talk to him?”

“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.”
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