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60 CE – 17 years later 

 

Conan was on the way to his father’s forge when he first saw her. He was walking back 

to the village when he heard the rattle of wheels and saw a light wicker chariot speeding 

along the droveway towards him. The horses’ nostrils and flanks were steaming as if the 

steeds had come a long way. Holding the reins was a tall woman, whose long reddish hair 

was streaming behind her like the fanned flames of a fire. She wore a heavy gold torc 

around her neck and a checked woollen cloak held by a buckle. The chariot was 

travelling so fast that Conan only caught a glimpse of her, but he could see that her face 

looked fierce and determined and her eyes flashed with anger. Mud flew up from the 

chariot wheels as it raced on past him. 

“That was Boudica, queen of the Iceni,” Drest told him. “She came to speak to 

our chieftain and elders to ask for their help.” 

There had been rumours that troubles were brewing in the neighbouring Iceni 

lands for some time. Conan had heard the elders discussing it around the campfire. He 

had enjoyed evenings around the campfire since he was a boy. It was a time when the 

chiefs and elders sat and told stories from the tribe’s past, or wove legends about gods 

and goddesses, sacred places, elves and spirits. There was always music too: fiddles, 

flutes, bagpipes, whistles and drums. Sometimes Conan joined in, playing on his flute or 

the drum his friend Carr had made by stretching deer hide over a wooden frame. But 

lately, the only talk had been about the Romans. The elders grumbled about the way the 

Romans had taken over Camulodunum, once his tribe’s capital, for their retired soldiers 

and seized their family estates. As the winter approached, there was a simmering 

discontent, and some had begun to speak secretly about wanting freedom from Rome.  

“What kind of help does Boudica need?” Conan asked his father. Drest stopped 

work and sat down with his son. 

“When the Iceni made a treaty with Rome, it was agreed that, on their king’s 

death, their land would be shared between his two daughters and Rome. But now the 

king has died, they have gone back on their promise. They are seizing Iceni lands, 
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throwing families out of their homes and forcing the king’s relatives into slavery. When 

Queen Boudica tried to stop them, they tied her to a post and beat her, then attacked the 

two princesses. The queen wants revenge. She wants her land back. She wants to fight 

the Romans and destroy them and everything they stand for.” 

“To fight the whole Roman army?” Conan said. “But they’ve got huge legions of 

soldiers—nearly five hundred of them marching in every unit—and they have giant 

weapons that could turn our hill forts into fire and ashes.” 

“That is why we must ready ourselves,” Drest told him. “From now on, we’ll be 

making weapons rather than fire dogs and farming tools.” 

“Spears and daggers?” Conan said. 

His father nodded. “And swords and shields.” 

Conan’s father had taught him how to heat the iron until it turned white-hot, 

then hammer it on the anvil. He had learned how to draw out, bend, punch and twist the 

iron into shape.  

“But if we are to face the power of the Roman army, we are going to need more 

than weapons,” Drest said. “I want you to go and see your uncle.” 

“Turi?” Conan said. Turi was his father’s brother and a skilled bronzesmith who 

made figurines and chariot fittings. As a boy, he had worked with a mint master. Mint 

masters were skilled metalworkers, producing precious coins of gold, silver and bronze. 

Turi had once shown Conan a small clay mould and explained how the molten metal was 

poured into the holes then impressed with the dies. One face always showed the 

galloping horse that was the symbol of his tribe, and sometimes the barley grain they 

made into beer. The other often showed the head of a Roman god, or the Emperor like 

the Iceni’s coins: Turi’s people, the Trinovantes, had signed a treaty that made them a 

client kingdom of Rome. 

“Turi has always said you have an excellent eye and ear,” Drest told his son. 

“And now he needs someone with youth and strength to help him.” 

Conan was going over what his father had said on the way to see his uncle. 

Bronze work needed a good eye, but why a good ear? Perhaps Turi was intending to 

make bells that would need tuning. 

He found his uncle busy at work. 

“I want you to come with me to visit the Iceni,” Turi told Conan. “They’re 

famous for their metalwork and they have skills they must now share with us.” 

“What are we making, Uncle?” Conan asked. 
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Turi took a silver coin out of a clay pot and handed it to Conan. 

Conan turned the coin over in his palm. It showed a warrior in Gaul. In one 

hand, he carried the severed head of an enemy. In the other, he carried an extraordinary 

musical instrument. 

“Do you know what that is?” Turi asked him. 

“It’s a war horn, isn’t it?” Conan said. “Like the ones they play at funerals?” 

Turi nodded.  

“It’s a carnyx,” he said. “Something that will put fear in Roman hearts more than 

any weapon can.” 

 


