Roxane:

History:

You were born on the wild Sogdanian rock.  Your father was by far and away the most important chieftain in the area and you were brought up with all the luxury a savage region could afford.  By your early teens you were acclaimed far and wide as a great beauty and many sons of lesser chieftains applied for your hand.  Your father refused them all, thinking you a jewel beyond price, and certainly well beyond any price he had been offered.  Your father was away from home when the Macedonians attacked and, bravely though your brothers fought, Alexander’s forces defeated them.  A truce was made and you danced at the feast to celebrate it.  Alexander noticed your great beauty and, although he would have been well within his rights to demand you by right of conquest, to use  as he wished, instead he applied to your father for your hand in marriage.  Your father would have been foolish to refuse.

Alexander took you with him but, after the first week or two, he seemed to lose interest.  He rarely visited you.  Hardly even as much as was polite.  Of course, for a lot of the time he was away at war (as is proper) at which times he always consigned you to the care of a general who ensured you were treated properly.  But, even when he was settled for some time in the same place as you, his visits were not as frequent as you feel they should have been. It seemed he had a taste for boys. He has since married another, but that is only to be expected.  You are still his first wife and that is  a position of great honour.  Furthermore, you are pregnant with his child – a great triumph which took you a full four years to achieve.  Not for any want of trying on your part.

Since leaving home your life has not been easy.  Although you are the High King’s wife you haven’t always received the respect you deserved.  Oh, you’ve been treated well enough by your husband’s men, given that they are half-savage and don’t know proper manners.  Strangely, the worst times have been when you have been housed in luxury fitting to your position.  The Persian wives of former rulers, and their eunuchs, have always considered you inferior, barely civilised.  You’ve done your best to pick up Persian ways (Macedonian ways are quite beneath you) but the simple fact is that the Persian noblewomen have been raised to it.  Although you would never admit as much to another, you have come to realise that your own upbringing was severely deficient in a number of respects.  You have also learned a considerable amount of Greek in the hope of fostering better communications with your husband on those occasions when he finds time to visit you.  Having had a great deal of time on your hands, you’ve also managed to pick up the rudiments of reading and writing.  You know these are not fitting accomplishments for a woman, but you do not trust the scribes assigned to you.  In your position you really can’t afford to trust anyone.

Your relationship with Alexander was never close emotionally.  You wouldn’t expect it to be.  There was a certain mutual physical attraction at first but he didn’t seem to know how to act with a woman.  He hardly hurt you at all.  This might account for your difficulties in bearing him a child.  Perhaps it was your failure to do so promptly was what made him cool towards you, but you doubt it.  He cooled before any signs of pregnancy could possibly be expected.  Even after you learned Greek (which pleased him, as you expected it would) there was very little understanding between you.  When you learned (though harem gossip) that he spent much time with his favourite – a Persian eunuch – you tried to poison the boy.  You are not sure how you were betrayed, but Alexander’s anger was clear.  He had you beaten.  A terrible humiliation!  Not least because it made it clear where his preferences lay.  Still, it made you very careful.

You consoled yourself with the fact that you remained Alexander’s only wife.  Then, nearly a year ago, he married Stateira, daughter of Darius.  Whilst you understood that such a sensible diplomatic move was inevitable, it would have been easier to bear if you had already provided the High King with an heir.  As things stand, since that marriage, your status has been in doubt.  You take some satisfaction from the fact that Alexander spent more time (little though it was) with you than he did with your rival.  As always, you followed him around the world whilst she stayed safely guarded in Susa.  However, when you arrived in Babylon, you discovered that you had been allocated the second best suite in the harem.  They tried to hide it from you, naturally (you understand that your reputation for throwing tantrums preceded you), but you found out nonetheless.  For whom are they reserved?  The answer is obvious.

And now you have the consolation of your pregnancy.  Statiera couldn’t possibly be with child, could she?  You seem to recall that Alexander passed through Susa a few months back and, though inattentive, he has never been unforgivably rude.  It’s certainly a serious worry.  Despite the fact that you were Alexander’s first (and, for a long time, his only) wife, you can’t really delude yourself that many of his subjects would consider his child by the daughter of a man little better than a bandit chieftain to be preferred to his child by the daughter of the former High King.

On hearing of Alexander’s illness, you tried to see him.  It was clearly essential that he should declare your child to be his heir but you were escorted back to your quarters before he could be persuaded to say anything.  On hearing of his death you mourned, conventionally.  So much is proper.  Then you started to take pragmatic action to protect your son, the future High King of Alexander’s empire.  First you sent for the scribe assigned to the harem and, after scaring him stupid and swearing him to secrecy, caused him to write a letter to Stateira, inviting her to Babylon.  You had it signed with Alexander’s name and sealed with what you believe to be a reasonably good imitation of his seal (carved into a ring he gave you as a love-gift).  You sent it off by Royal Courier.  You acted swiftly and  reached Susa before the news of your husband’s death.  Stateira is now in Babylon, believing that her husband sent for her.  Even now she is being settled into the rooms reserved for her.  You’ve heard rumours that your worst fears have been realised – some say that she is pregnant.  That may be true, it may be merely rumour.  Nonetheless, you intend her to be dead before the rumour spreads much further.

Personality and Beliefs:

You are a highly intelligent and determined woman.  Your early education was deficient, but you have educated yourself to the best of your considerable ability.  You were raised as the jewel in your father’s crown.  You have always been considered a great beauty.  In many ways you have a tendency to act like a spoiled brat.

Whatever, you are bearing the child of the High King and are absolutely determined that he should inherit his father’s empire.  OK, you don’t actually know it’s a boy, but you’ve managed to convince yourself he must be.

By Persian standards your manners are deficient.  You have tried to act like a properly sheltered lady but your passion has a tendency to overcome you.  Despite this, you have been too carefully sheltered to have learned much about Macedonian ways and customs.  The concept of men electing a king is perfectly inconceivable to you.  It is natural law that a man’s only surviving son should inherit his Kingdom.  Nonetheless, you are intelligent enough to realise that you will need to seek strong protection to enable you and your unborn son to survive until he comes of age.

You do not care whether Alexander is a god or not.  He was High King and your husband.  From your point of view, both of those are more important than the concept of divinity.

You have good reason to believe that Alexander’s troops would seriously resent seeing harm done to Alexander’s wife or his unborn son.  His mother, back in Macedon, might well prove to be a valuable ally.  You assume she would wish the son of her son to inherit.  However, never having met her, you can’t be certain.

Equipment:

Two doses of fast-acting poison.  It works by ingestion.  Let me know if you use it.

Aims:

Primary:

· Your unborn son must inherit Alexander’s Kingdom.  That is paramount.

· Stateira (and any child she might be bearing) is the main obstacle that stands in your way.  She must therefore be eliminated.  

· In order for you and your child to survive long enough for him to be made King, you must procure support and protection for yourself.

Secondary:

· It would probably be against your son’s interests to get caught doing away with Stateira

· It would probably be against your son’s interests if your forgery were to be discovered

· Although Bagoas is no longer your rival you have never forgotten the beating you received because of your husband’s love for him.  If you can harm him, you will.  As long as it does nothing to prejudice your primary aims.

The others here:

Sorry, you have been carefully guarded.  There is no way you would know any of the men personally.  You were under the protection of both Hephaestion (who is dead) and Krateros (who is not here) for long periods and both of them treated you with the honour you feel is due to your person.  All you know of the others is harem gossip and you know precisely how reliable that is……

Perdikkas – You understand that he is the most important man here, now Alexander is dead.  He is tall and noble-looking.

Peukestes – Acts like a Persian.

Arridaeus – You are not even aware of his existence.

Medius – Alexander spoke well of this man.

Oxathres - The brother of Darius.  You assume he will support Stateira’s cause.

Niarchos and Ptolemy:  Friends of Alexander’s childhood.  He always spoke of them both with great affection.

Bagoas – An old rival.  Latterly he took over responsibility for ensuring the harem at Babylon was properly run.  He saw to it that the best quarters were reserved for Stateira and, though you realise that he only did so under orders, you can’t help believing that he took pleasure in your humiliation.  You resented him greatly but, now his lover is dead, he cannot harm you.  Who cares for him now?  Would anyone notice if you took your revenge?  He is now a person of no importance (apart from any influence he might have over the running of the harem, which can be dealt with easily enough).  Still, you will hurt him if you can do so without prejudicing anything that is more important.

Stateira – The chief obstacle that stands between you and your ambition for your son.

