Stateira:

History:

You are the daughter of Darius and were very carefully brought up.  You know there was much scandal concerning the circumstances under which your father became King, but you didn’t really understand it were simply proud to be a genuine Princess.  That was twelve years ago now, and you were scarcely more than a baby.  Even now you are carefully sheltered from what little news comes into the impeccably run harem in which you live.  Scarcely had your father become High King when he went to war against a young savage from the West.  It was quite exciting to watch the eunuchs packing up all the harem’s fine things and to go travelling across the country with the army.  Though, naturally, you saw very little of your surroundings and life in the harem went on much the same.  Twelve years on, having a little more understanding, you remember signs that the war was going badly for your father.  Your mother was more short tempered and increasingly nervous though your grandmother, Sisygambis, bore it all with the true nobility for which you have come to admire her greatly.

The first you knew of the progress of the war was when the harem was captured by Alexander’s men.  And all you really knew at the time was that everyone was confused, running around looking worried, some screaming that you were all about to be killed, which you found very frightening.  But nothing bad happened.  You remember your first sight of Alexander when he came to visit.  Your grandmother was so confused that she bowed down to his taller friend (whose name was Hephaestion), but he forgave her and gave you all assurances that you would be treated well.  As, indeed, you were.  Your grandmother came to respect the young King greatly and he would visit her often and send her presents which was considered rather strange.  Though dignified, Sisygambis was, even then, too old to be a beauty and your mother (to whom he paid no more attention that manners demanded) was said to be the most beautiful woman in Persia.  

The biggest change in your life came when your mother died of illness.  She was buried with fitting ceremony, but that did little to ease your sense of grief and loss.  Your grandmother, though she did her best to take a mother’s place, was so proud and noble and aloof……  Though these were qualities that you came to appreciate and admire in her later.  Sisygambis  taught you that Alexander was everything a King should be, proud, thoughtful, noble and generous.  You soon grew used to her opinion and, though she never praised your father (who was, after all, her son) so highly, she never spoke ill of him either.  She even tolerated it when Alexander insisted that you and your sister learned Greek and reading and writing, unfit accomplishments for a woman, according to your grandmother, yet you enjoyed studying and pleased your teachers with your intelligence and willingness to learn.  You came to understand that Alexander was no savage though it puzzled you that he went beardless, like a eunuch.  Nothing in the Greek books you read could account for this strange affectation.  And, of course, he was never tall (you outstripped him before you were fourteen and were careful, thereafter, to keep out of his way).

Your grandmother, however, proved to be wise.  For when, less than a year ago, the High King asked for your hand in marriage, there was no one to refuse him.  The marriage ceremony was extraordinarily embarrassing.  He married many of his friends to Persian and Median noblewomen at the same time.  You didn’t count, nor have you read the records, but there must have been nearly a hundred couples.  Your sister, Drypetis, he married to his tall, handsome friend, Hephaestion.  She was a widow less than three months later, though she is bearing his child.  You and Alexander led the procession.  All eyes were upon you.  And you were a full head taller than your groom.  You wished that the floor might open and swallow you up, but, of course, it didn’t.  And, to give your husband his due, he made it as easy for you as he could.  He was always kind.

Always kind, but never attentive.  Since your marriage night you have seen him once.  He came to Susa, spent most of the evening with your grandmother and visited you barely long enough to get you pregnant.  Still, now you’re almost past the stage of feeling sick all the time, you can concede that this is the point of marriage.  You try to be proud of the fact that you are carrying the next High King, but it’s hard.  Drypetis, though a full year younger than you, seems to be coping with things better.

As a married woman (not to mention one who can read when most of your guardians can’t) you have rather more access to harem gossip than you did in the past.  You gathered that your husband prefers the company of men to that of women.  You gathered that you are not his first wife.  At his age you would not expect to be his first, but it does rather irk you that you will have to spend your life playing second fiddle to the daughter of a bandit chieftain, not to mention any number of pretty dancing boys.  Still, you’ve read the records.  You can’t deny that your husband’s conquests and military achievements are of the highest order and that is something of which you can be justifiably proud.

When he first heard of your pregnancy he wrote and congratulated you, sent you wonderful jewels and promised he would send for you as soon as you were far enough advanced in pregnancy to make travel safe.  He assured you that suitable rooms in the harem at Babylon had been prepared for you and appended a special (and affectionately worded) message for your grandmother.  Well, at least that time, he sent her no jewels.  Then, not long ago, came another letter.  Strange after the first one, but he was always strange.  It came by Royal Messenger – so fast it outstrips even rumour – and summonsed you to Babylon so that he could proclaim your child as his heir.  It seemed that he had changed his mind about the timing of your visit.  Your grandmother was distressed that there was no postscript for her, but you were secretly pleased.  He told you he was sick, but to pay no attention to rumours he was dead.  

Naturally you hastened to Babylon as fast as your condition would allow.  On arrival the news of your husband’s death was broken to you by the highest ranking Macedonian present in Babylon.,  Still in the ritual of mourning, you were politely handed over to the harem eunuchs who  showed  into the best rooms in the harem.  It seems Alexander neglected to tell the harem to expect you.  Although your rooms have been recently cleaned and decorated, you found traces of hasty dusting and, it seemed, though the windows were open, the room hadn’t been aired for long enough.   The  bandit-wife, whom you saw out of the corner of your eye, was already comfortably settled into decidedly inferior quarters.  You have not quite taken in the implications yet, but you do have that letter, which clearly states that Alexander meant to make your child his heir.

Personality and Beliefs:

You are a carefully reared Persian princess.  You know how to act with dignity on Persian state occasions.  Mostly you live quietly in the harem, keeping yourself above the petty quarrels which arise in such places from time to time.

It hasn’t even occurred to you that Alexander might be a god.  He is the High King and your husband and the father of your child.  Or was.  You have not yet truly understood that he is dead.

You have read of this thing called ‘democracy’ but have only the most tenuous, theoretical understanding of what it might mean in the real world (as opposed to in the world of books).

You are alone, afraid and know yourself to be in need of protection.  You assume the protection will be provided as everything else you have ever needed has been.  You have Alexander’s letter and believe that will make you secure.

You have a young girl’s romantic weakness for dashing, handsome men.  Provided they are tall.

Equipment:

A letter from Alexander.
Aims:

· If you (and your child) can survive and be treated with proper honour, that will be sufficient.  At least for the time being.

· You want to go home to grandmother in Susa.

The others here:

You have led an extremely sheltered life and know little of politics, let alone Macedonian politics.  Still, you are fairly widely read (in Greek).  Few here are known to you personally.  How could they be?  They are not of your family.  Still, you do know a little of their reputation…..

Perdikkas – You understand him to be the highest ranking Macedonian noble here.  He met you as you entered Babylon and it was he who broke the news of your widowhood.  You mourned as was proper, but couldn’t help noticing how handsome Perdikkas is.  And he’s taller than you.

Peukestes – You assume he is a Persian noble and wonder why he has a Macedonian name.   You remember him, vaguely, from the wedding at Susa.  That particular occasion is burned into your mind.

Ptolemy – He was also amongst the bridegrooms at Susa.

Seleukos - Another of the Susa bridegrooms.  Rumour has it that he is one of the few who knows how to treat a noble Persian wife.   Had you less pride, you might envy her that.

Niarchos – Another of those married along with you and Alexander at Susa.

Oxathres – Your father’s brother.  One familiar face in a sea of strangers.  You are genuinely pleased to see him.

Bagoas – A eunuch of considerable importance.  You know the eunuchs in the harem fear him because he has (well, had) the King’s ear.

Mazeus* - You believe he is a distant relative.  Not someone you know well enough to approach and it would be rude to ask but he reminds you of one of the little boys who visited with his mother before your father was King.  Persian boys are removed from the harem at around the age of 5.  This man now looks to be in his late teens or early twenties.  It’s possible that you’re fooling yourself simply through your longing to see something or someone familiar.

Roxane - Alexander’s first wife.  You used to feel madly jealous of her, crying yourself to sleep because Alexander kept the Bactrian with him as his friend and confidante, whilst you were left in Susa, visited only for your grandmother’s sake.  Now, bearing in mind the contents of Alexander’s latest (and last) letter to you, you feel more confident.

Thais – Clearly a strumpet.  There was no one in Susa to censor your reading, so you know that such women can rise to a certain height within society.  Pericles, the great Athenian general was attached to one.  But she proved to be his downfall.

ALEXANDER, KING OF THE MACEDONIANS AND LORD OF ASIA, to his honoured wife Stateira.

Wishing to look upon your face again, I desire you to set out for Babylon without delay, so that your child may be born here.  If you bear a boy, I intend to proclaim him my heir.  Hasten your journey.  I have been sick, and my people tell me there is ignorant talk that I am dead.  Do you pay no heed to it.  My chamberlains are commanded to receive you with honour, as the mother of a great King to be.  Bring Drypetis your sister, who is my sister also for the sake of one who was dear to me as myself.  May all be well with you.

