
Vikings In Doncaster! 

Scene 1: A Poetic Departure 

 

I saw family and friends, innocent and carefree 

Safe in Trondheim, just where they ought to be 

I saw my shipmates, trudging to the long ship 

Back-slaps, banter, then the wind began to whip 

I saw face after face, pale, drawn, eyes wide 

Staring down the imminent tide 

I saw the cliffs of the fjords looming ominously above 

Waves breaking over the bow, ploughing into the seas we love 

I saw the crew rowing furiously, pulling us from the fjord 

A distant storm approaching, a battle for no sword 

I saw thick black clouds, scowling down at me 

Lightning bolts hit the ocean, fractured crystal sea 

I saw the boat twist around me, fell senseless to the deck 

A spinning leaf on the maelstrom, an impending shipwreck 

I saw Njord part the waves, bring them crashing down 

Foreboding filled my bold heart, doomed to drown 

I saw men flung into the cobalt ocean waves 

Sucked deep in the briny pit, down to their watery graves 

 

 

Scene 2: Up the Umra! 

Aestrid: I grasped my talisman to Freya tightly in my hand. Asking her to 
soothe her father's anger. Then I fell senseless to the deck, as the storm 
broke above me. I knew no more. 



Ivar: Land, sweet land, sighted at long last. Sea fret and fog in front of 
Grim’s Town, sitting like a fat toad with the marshes stretching either 
side. Those who were still able pulled hard at the oars and we slid silently 
up the river Umra, shrouded in mist.  

[SFX: Sounds of a muffled struggle. A splash.] 

A splash to the aft of the longboat! Perhaps we had disturbed one of the 
giant eels the marsh-dwelling tribes love to cook in these Odin-forsaken 
areas. Or perhaps it was something more ominous… Bryan Bloodaxe 
was up to something again.  

I watched him lower himself off the lattermost rib of our great ship, and 
then – with a second splash  

[SFX: second splash] 

- he was lost to the shadows. I knew many would not mourn his loss, but I 
felt only foreboding. On we went, by the light of the moon, the 
treacherous mists hiding uncertain paths through the marshes of the 
Danelaw countryside. 

[SFX: The creaking of a ship on water. Footsteps on the deck.] 

AESTRID: Manna Bones. You did not foresee my husband being swept 
overboard. How can I trust your visions? 

MANNA BONES: Aestrid. Come stand with me at the bow….I did foresee 
it. I foresaw you leading this expedition alone. 

AESTRID: You did not tell me. 

MANNA: Must I tell you all I see? Were I to tell all, it may affect your 
decisions. Your decisions affect the future. It is not the will of the Gods. 

AESTRID: Damn the Gods. 

MANNA: Do not dare to speak that way. They must be obeyed. 

AESTRID: I have a crew to look after! 

MANNA: And here comes one of them. Go, look after them. 

CLOVE: Aestrid? Aestrid? It's me. I need to tell you something. 



AESTRID: Clove. What is it? 

CLOVE: I saw Harald. I saw him at the back of the boat with Bryan and 
they were hugging or something...and then there was a splash 
and…and…the mist was there and I didn't see Harald again 

AESTRID: Hugging!? 

CLOVE: Yes. You know like playfighting and shouting And then I saw 
Bryan climbing over the side and- 

AESTRID: Clove. When did you ever see Harald hug ANYONE? 

CLOVE: Well...maybe I think they were just playing you know...they mess 
about when we've been on the water a long time….but now…they’re 
both gone. 

AESTRID: Manna, did you foresee this? 

MANNA: Sometimes, the Gods choose not to show all. 

 

AESTRID: Then the sight has left you, you old fool. 
 

Scene 3: The Brigantes 

Aedric: My name is Aedric. We were in the marshes just before winter set 
in. The chill settled into my bones. The mist - I could barely see my 
companions and my clothes were sodden. 

 
We moved like spirits through the grey fog. Everything was so silent, even 
our footsteps were muffled. The gods must have been on our side. It was 
a good night to set our minds to mischief. Our Northmen neighbours. 
You see, they do not know the paths through these treacherous marshes, 
and we often watched them so we could venture out on nights like this 
and move the marsh lights. The superstitious fools surely believe it's a 
malevolent spirit at work. 
 

But this night…it was not just the Northmen we watched… 



 

Scene 4: Manna Has Lost His Sight 

AESTRID: Clove. We're truly lost now. Manna has lost his foresight. His 
eyes have clouded over. He has lost the blessing of the Gods. 

CLOVE: What do you mean? We don't know where we're going? Where's 
me sister? She'll know what to do. 

SAFFRON: I'm here Clove. I'm here. Forget your fear. Let things happen 
naturally. 

CLOVE: That's alright for you to say. I'm worried about that Bryan lad. 
There's something funny about him 

SAFFRON: He’ll be far away by now. 

AESTRID: Hush! Keep your voices down. 

MANNA: I can her your harsh words from here. 

AESTRID: Ah so at least one of your senses works then 

MANNA: My eyesight works just as well. 

IVAR: (under his breath) If Bryan hadn't thrown Harald out of the boat we 
might still have a rudder… 

AESTRID: We are lost. Cursed. Soon we living will envy those who died in 
the stormy seas. 

IVAR: (under his breath) It's just a bit of fog… 

SAFFRON: Ivar! What, by the Gods, are you muttering about over there? 

IVAR: Um…nothing. 

SAFFRON: Well. Quiet, then! 

AESTRID: Oh we are cursed! We have lost a quarter of our families! It is a 
curse! 

MANNA: It is the will of the Gods. 

AESTRID: Well they could have spoken up a bit! 



IVAR: I'm with Manna Bones. 

AESTRID: Don't forget Harald isn't here to protect you any more. Three 
nights now he’s been missing. 

MANNA: I don't need Harald. I have the Gods. 

AESTRID: Watch your words. 

SAFFRON: Quit Your jibber-jabbering you two. We can talk about the 
whys and wherefores later. We need to get a move on. 

CLOVE: Yeah, I'm hungry. We need to move and get a cook on. 

SAFFRON: You're always hungry. 

CLOVE: All we've done is bicker. It gives me an appetite, arguing! 

AESTRID: You're right. We do need to get a move on. Ship oars and get 
us underway! 

IVAR: Oi. That's my job….erm…ahem…ship oars and get us underway! 

CLOVE: (aside) I don't like this, Aestrid. I feel something bad coming. 

AESTRID: (aside) There, there, sweet clove. We'll be fine. Just wait until we 
come ashore. 

SAFFRON: Look! Can you see! Can you see! A village! 

CLOVE: She's right! A village! 

MANNA: The mists have parted. 

SAFFRON: We'll soon be dry, don't worry. 

AESTRID: Don't celebrate too soon. We may not be welcome. 
 

 

Scene 5: What Happens in the Mead Hall stays in the Mead Hall 

A Mead Hall in the village of Doncaster. It’s a bustling and busy place, 
frequented by Angle traders, the British descendants of Brigantes 
tribespeople and, recently but unpopularly, Vikings. 



 

Angle: The stench is different today, very strong 

Brig: Somebody’s brought the sewer in with them 

Angle: It smells like Northmen to me 

Brig: Bloomin’ Northmen, coming over here, taking our best pigs, burning 
our houses, drinking our ale. 

Brig 2: Not to mention half our women will run off with ‘em! 

Viking Woman: Your missus running off is she? Why don’t you replace her 
with a better model? The best women come from the North. 

Brig: Has a pig farted, or is there a Northwoman in my pub? 

Viking Woman: Is my coin not good enough for you? Maybe you just can’t 
handle a woman who knows how to take charge?  

Angle: She’s got a voice on ‘er this one. She’s a bit hairier than the sows 
I’m used to mind… 

Viking Woman: My sons will be ‘ere in a minute, they’ll sort out the runt of 
the litter. In fact, why wait? I’ll show you how charming I can be before 
they get here.  

(she punches him in the face) 

Brig: Right, that’s enough. Get out - the lot of you, and don’t come back 
until you’ve sobered up. We never had this trouble until the Vikings 
walked into town…. 

Scene 6: The Vikings Arrive In Doncaster 

MANNA: Right, crew. We’re here. Good grief! That smell… 

IVAR: Ugh - I've stepped in summat.  

MANNA: Already? 

IVAR: Yeah. It's everywhere. 

MANNA: It STINKS. Has anyone got owt to chew? 

AESTRID: Have you got your bag of herbs Clove? 



CLOVE: Yes, quick – pass them out – they don’t call me Clove for 
nothing!. 

AESTRID: Give me some. This smell can’t be good for us. 

CLOVE: Here. breathe it in and it will help you, stop you feeling sick. 

IVAR: Have you got anything I can put up me nose? 

Saffron: How's about your fingers. 

MANNA: Sounds like they're making swords over there. 

IVAR: Shall I go and find out? 

MANNA: Aye. Try not to step in owt. 

IVAR: I'm up to me knees in it – it’ll be more like wading. HALLO! DO YOU 
SPEAK THE ENGLISH?................................................. I don't think they do. 

SAFFRON: Looks like they're chasing a pig. 

AESTRID: They’ll regret it when It chases them back. 

MANNA: How do they cope with the stench? 

CLOVE: Who, the people? 

MANNA: No, the animals. 

SAFFRON: Bloody geese. 

AESTRID: It's so different from Trondheim...Who knows what kinds of 
savages they might be. Ah – here comes their leader. Keep your hands 
off your swords you lot, we don’t need a fight. 

IVAR: Ah bugger. 

MANNA: What's up with you. 

IVAR: I’ve done it again. I've gone and stepped in a massive pile of - 
 

 

Scene 7: Message in a Droogle 



Turnbull: Vikings! Good day! (to a townsperson) Get a message to Droog 
that the Vikings have arrived here. (To Aestrid) – You’re welcome, on the 
condition that you cause no mischief. 

Aestrid: We’re not here to invade, we’re here to settle in peace. 

Townsperson: We’ve heard that before! 

Townsperson: Look, the Turnbulls are here. 

Townsperson: You’ll see where you stand now, you filthy Northmen. The 
Turnbulls will sort you out. 

Ivar: Ello. Ees dare sum won I carn speaker to? 

The Turnbulls look at each other and frown 

Turnbull: What was that? 

Ivar: Wart do yoo mean 

Turnbull: Are you trying to speak English? 

Ivar: Yes I speaker da English 

Turnbull: Badly.   

There was a giggle that went through the Turnbull family. 

Ivar: Aestrid ma leader would lack to mek camp on won ov yore feelds. 
She is with child and we all need sum where to stay. 

Turnbull: As long as this is not an invasion.  We’re all getting sick of them. 
You can stay. 

Ivar: Thank you. We shall be on our way back to our sheep for supp lies. 

Turnbull: Have you been here long Aestrid?   

Ivar: No. We big sky rage. We land here. We stay? 

Turnbull: I think we can make room for her in the farmhouse. Judging by 
the size of your woman, you’ll be needing it pretty soon. 

Ivar: Her…size? 

Aestrid: Why is he pointing at me? 

 

 



 

 

Scene 8: Plotting in the Pub 

Droog: How dare these Vikings slag off our town. 

Godwin: It’s disgusting. I’ve been here all me life. 

Droog: You’re part of the place. You certainly smell like it. 

Godwin: You don’t smell like you’ve had a bath either. 

Droog: The problem is…there’s more of them. 

Godwin: Baths? 

Droog: No, Vikings. 

Godwin: Aye…and they’re fighting men as well. 

Droog: I wonder what the Turnbulls are getting out of this. 

Godwin: Must be gold. They’ve always been selfish gets. 

Droog: Hang on…hush…what the bloody hell are these Viking women 
doing in our pub? 

Saffron: You leave us be. We’ve got as much right as you have to be here! 

Droog: She speaks good English ! 

Clove: Saffron, be careful. We can’t let them know about what we’ve got 
on our ships. 

Godwin: What’s that then? 

Clove: Don’t you mind! You wanna worry about them 
Tunbulls….Trubulls….Turncoats….Bull somethings. 

Saffron: It’s none of your business! 

Godwin: Why are you being so aggressive? 

Saffron: I’m a proud viking! Don’t you mess! 

Godwin: Come on lass, what’s your name? 

Clove: Clove. 



Godwin: A fine-smelling name. Now what do you have on that boat? I’m 
a trader. 

Clove: I’m not very good at remembering things…we’ve got… 

Godwin: Jewellery? Pottery? 

Saffron: Don’t tell them Clove! 

Clove: I’m not allowed near that stuff. 

Godwin: Well that means you’ve got some. 

Saffron: Clove! Keep your mouth shut! 

Clove: I’m just being friendly! 

Godwin: Don’t worry, I don’t want any trouble. Only trade. Got any gold? 
Silver? Coins? 

Clove: We don’t need your help counting all our money! 

Godwin: Counting it eh… 

Saffron: You fool! You’ve told him now! 

Godwin: I can do summat with that coinage. 

Droog: How about you show us all of your goods or I’ll spread your 
entrails across the village. 

Clove: Errm….errr…what’s entrails? 

Saffron: Clove! You’ve done enough damage! Let’s get out of here! 

Droog: Well I think I might follow them out of the mead house and see 
where they end up… 

Godwin: Sounds like a good idea…we can find where they’re storing that 
coin. 

Droog: Exactly. 

Godwin: And come back late at night and nick it. 

Droog: I like your thinking, Godwin. 

 

Scene 10: Turning it On 



Droog: I saw the boat coming to our river a few days ago. I saw a viking 
murder one of his own people on his own boat. I admired how he did it. I 
kept in the marshes and watched him drop away from the boat…might 
be a separate faction or summat…. 

Turnbull: I’m very unhappy, Droog. Very very unhappy. You were 
supposed to light the weir lights to keep people like this away. We’ve got 
a quiet life and I like it that way. 

Droog: They won’t last long on your land. 

Turnbull: They’re strong men. We only have a handful of farmers. They 
could take over us easily. You’re the only strong feller we’ve got. 

Droog: I must tell you…this viking who has a habit of murdering his own 
people. I’d like to speak to him. Between us we could thin their numbers. 

Turnbull: Really? Now that’s an interesting opportunity...  

 

Scene 11: To the Ship! 

Edric: Godwin, be careful where you step. I know these tracks very well – I 
wouldn’t want you to have any accidents. 

Godwin: I’ll follow you to be sure. 

Edric: These weaselly Vikings. I hate them. 

Godwin: They could be hiding anywhere. There don’t look to be many 
guarding the ship though.. 

Edric: Strange… 

Godwin: With so much on it as well… 

Bryan: Are you wanting something from my ship or… 

Godwin: Oh heck…erm….yeah 

Bryan: Well? 

Godwin: To have a look what’s on it. 

Edric: There are two of us you know. 



Bryan: There could be twenty of you tiny men - you’d never make it back 
to town. 

Godwin: We’ll take what we want. 

Bryan: Alright. I’ll just fetch me axe. 

Edric: Rush him, now! 

[SFX: a fight] 

Bryan: Well…I see you’re a little slower than you think. My axe is at your 
throat. I’m going to take your heads now. 

Godwin: Surely we could come to an agreement? You’ve got goods, 
we’ve got knowledge, and Edric here has a dagger against your belly. 

Bryan: Hm…knowledge...I am...I am looking….looking for my Uncle Erik 
Bloodaxe. Missing 6 months ago. He can not be dead. By his family 
shield, he is alive. Our rudderman – Harald – he would not agree to my 
search. So I killed him. 

Godwin: Bloodaxe you say…and a family shield…well...there is one shield 
at the Lord’s house…I’m almost certain it’s a viking shield. 

Edric: as tall as a man… 

Bryan: Your tiny leader has my shield! I tell you what – you! Take a box of 
gold and lead me to the shield. If it is my uncle’s, you can keep the gold. 
If not – I’ll keep your heads. 

Godwin: A deal. Let’s go. 

Edric: It’s not a very big box… 

Bryan: And it’s not a very large head…would you like to keep it? 

Edric: Let’s go! 

 

Scene 12: The Turnbull Manor: 

 

Clove: Aestrid! Aestrid! 

Aestrid: Ooohhh….I can barely move…I feel like it will come soon... 



Clove: Aestrid! I’ve had a vision! A vision! We are all in danger! This is not 
a good time to have your baby! 

Aestrid: I don’t know that I have a choice...I think it’s almost here! 

Clove:….there’s only Manna here to help! Dear me Aestrid…. 

Aestrid: The danger? 

Clove: Godwin – the trader from town. And that awful Bryan…Bryan 
Bloodaxe…he MURDERED your Harald! They’re coming…there will be 
fighting. Manna! Do something! 

Manna: What’s the matter? 

Clove: you need to deliver the baby! 

Manna: Eh? Baby!? What baby? Now!? HOW!? 

Clove: Such danger. I have seen it in a vision. There will be fighting. 
They’re coming. They will fight. 

Manna: Since when did you have visions? 

Clove: Always. Why do you think I pretend to be stupid? I have always 
seen. Much more than you – fancy not noticing our leader was pregnant! 
Listen to me old man. You need to help. 

Manna: I- 

Clove: NOW. 

Manna: Ok…ok…Aestrid…we need to get you somewhere safe. Between 
the three of us. 

Aestrid: I can barely move…I think…the baby’s coming… 

 

Clove: Manna, take her through to the back…I must go for a time…I will 
not be long.They’re here. Godwin! Edric! …Bryan. It’s me. Clove. 

Edric: How does she know us? 

Clove: I have SEEN your plans. I know what you are doing. There will be 
no battle near that baby! What you are planning will end in much death. 
Stop, now. 



[Her vision ends fully.] 

 

Clove: Anway…oooh….oohh….what am I doing here? Who are you? 
Aestrid…where’s Aestrid! The baby! I need to do 
something…ooh…err…I must rush back. 

Edric: Godwin…I want no part of this. That woman was possessed. 

Godwin: Edric…this is our only chance to get rid of the Turnbulls once 
and for all. We need Bryan. You can’t leave now. 

Edric: These Vikings…they make me nervous. 

Godwin: He makes me nervous too. 

Edric: Not Bryan! Her!  

Godwin: Aye…you’re right…we should leave the Vikings alone….attack 
the Turnbulls and only the Turnbulls….and leave the baby and the 
mother be… 

Bryan: Oi. You two. Where’s this shield then. 

Godwin: Up here. In the house. Are you coming, Edric. 

Edric: Yes…let’s go. 

 

Manna: YOU WILL NOT ENTER HERE. There’s a woman having a baby… 

Bryan: Ah Manna, old man. I am only here for the shield. 

Manna: You can’t go in there! 

Bryan: And you’ll stop me will you? 

Manna: YES. OBEY THE GODS, BRYAN. Abandon this path. The visions 
have foretold – the GODS have foretold. I MANNA BONES WILL STOP 
YOU. THIS I HAVE SEEN. 

(Thwunk.) 

Bryan: Well you didn’t see that coming did you. 

[The splintering of a door being knocked down] 



My Uncle’s shield! There, on your wall. GIVE IT. 

Turnbull: That shield is mine! It belongs to my family. 

Bryan: Well you’d better hand it over before your family becomes extinct. 

Turnbull: Never! I have taken in you filthy vikings. Fed and sheltered your 
pregnant leader. The shield is mine. You shall not take it! It belongs to 
me! 

(Thwunk) 

Bryan: Two for two is it! Ha! 

 

(the crying of a baby) 

Clove: THIS MUST STOP! LISTEN. A baby has been born. My visions told 
me that we should settle here. A fine town with strong fighters to protect 
it. A new life bringing new hope. A town for us and us together. This 
fighting must stop. Good things for all of us come from this vision. We 
must all exist side by side. BRYAN – STOP THIS MADNESS. 

Droog: Aye, give over lad. 

(Thwunk. He murders Bryan) 

Droog: Sorry for ruining your beautiful speech, Clove. But there’s only 
room for one homicidal maniac in this town. 

Aestrid: What-what is all this noise? 

Clove: Aestrid...a beautiful baby! The future of this town. Aestrid, you have 
the future in your arms. And Edric…in my vision you – YOU stood by 
Aestrid’s side. 

Edric: As I…as I gaze upon her…I…yes…Aestrid you are most wonderful. 
Most strong. And this baby -it must have a noble father. 

AESTRID: Who’s he then? 

Clove: In time, Edric, you will see the man you are destined to 
be…Now…gaze upon the face of your new child. 

(a baby gently crying) 

Droog: Would you like me to cut the umbilical cord? 



(Thwunk) 

 

  



Doncaster Villagers: 

Turnbulls – run/own the village. Have Erik’s shield (actually a legionnaire’s 
shield). 

Landlord – runs the Mead Hall. Will serve anyone but dislikes Vikings. 

Aedric – Brigante tribesman – in love with Aestrid. 

Droog – Brigante tribesman – wants trouble for the Vikings. 

Godwin - Angle – trader. Cold and mercenary in nature. 

Vikings: 

Aestrid – white blonde hair, eyes which reflect the sky. Leader of the 
Viking longboat. 

Bryan Bloodaxe – Erik’s nephew – has a literal axe to grind. 

Clove – a huscarl, or housemaid. Cooks, looks after Aestrid, is 
knowledgeable in herblore, and may have the second sight. A bit ditsy – 
doesn’t know her own value or power. 

Man-O-Bones (Mana) – a mystic or a charlatan! 

Harald Aestrid’s husband – now deceased. 

Saffron – Clove’s sister 


