Iollas:

History:

You are the son of Antipater, Regent of Macedon.  Life back home in Macedon was OK, you suppose, though, as a younger son, there didn’t seem to be much there for you and your father and older brothers were always inclined to boss you around.  Your father and Olympias, Alexander’s mother were always arguing and intriguing against each other and, you suppose, you should have thought it was all very important but all you wanted to be was away from it all, in strange exotic climes where Alexander and his army were making such names for themselves.  So, a year back, when you were sent over as part of the reinforcements and appointed along with other young men to a position as one of his personal pages, you were delighted.  Alexander was on his terrible march through the Gederosian desert when you first arrived, so you spent the first few months kicking your heels.  You soon made friends though and Medius has been particularly kind to you.  Medius is your lover, though the relationship isn’t exclusively sexual (both of you like girls too).  It’s more a matter of having a special friend - someone who will watch your back in battle and care about your advancement as much as he cares about his own.  Medius is a rich and highly cultured Corinthian trader who throws absolutely the best parties and you really, really like parties.  Particularly when there’s some high class entertainment and sophisticated philosophical conversation.  So does Alexander.

When the troops got back, battered and worn and ill from their long march through the desert, you felt a bit left out of things again.  But Alexander made you his cup bearer and you soon enough made friends amongst the other pages - some of whom are Greeks and some of whom are Persians as well as the regular Macedonians.  Of course there were always rivalries, some of the Macedonians are very xenophobic (like your father and your brother) and like making fun of the Persians.  And some said that Alexander only made you a page (let alone his cup bearer) in order to soften the blow when he sent Krateros back to Macedon to take the Regentship from your father.

Whatever the truth of the matter, you adored Alexander.  You took care to look after him as well as you could and you’re man enough to take the rough and tumble of life amongst the pages.  With your family’s reputation for xenophobia and acting as if Philip was still King and not Alexander, you had quite a lot to prove.  You were getting by well enough (with a little help from your friends) until your brother, Kassander, arrived.  Kassander is your brother, so you should like him more, but he’s such a bully, and so unpleasant to your Persian friends, that you find it difficult to care about him at all.  Ever since he arrived he’s been trying to ‘put you back on the right track’ as he puts it.  As far as you’re concerned, it’s none of his business.  Well, you know why he came over.  Father sent him to plead his cause with Alexander.  Father does not want to lose his job as Regent (a job you know full well Kassander intends to inherit).  Kassander was not the ideal ambassador (he and Alexander had never got on - not even when they were both kids at Philip’s court) and, when Kassander got here, it seemed to you that he did everything he could to make matters worse.  He laughs at Persians and calls them Barbarians, even though Alexander took great care to respect them and integrate them into his command structure.

Then Kassander asked you to slip some nasty looking potion into Alexander’s drink at one of Medius’ parties.  You were pretty sure it was poison.  You couldn’t precisely refuse (Kassander would probably have killed you), and you did make sure Kassander heard you suggesting to Medius that he should throw a party and invite Alexander to cheer him up because he looked so miserable.  But, when Kassander wasn't looking, you tipped the poison away where it could do no harm, washed out the container carefully and filled it with wine.  Then you made sure Kassander (and nobody else) saw you tip it into Alexander’s cup.   You would never, ever have done anything to harm Alexander.  You hero worshipped him.

The moment Alexznder became ill you started to feel guilty.  What if you hadn’t washed the poison out thoroughly?  And now he’s dead it’s even worse!  You’ve confided in Medius whom you trust completely and, although he was horribly shocked at your brother’s behaviour, he doesn’t think Alexander’s death can have been anything to do with you.  But it still lies heavily on your conscience.  And, of course, if anyone else found out, you, Kassander and Medius would all be in terrible trouble.

Personality and beliefs:

You arrived in Alexander’s camp relatively recently and have been very keen to prove yourself .  You’ve made friends amongst the other pages and with some of Alexander’s men.  At the moment you are feeling miserable, guilty and worried.

You’ve got friends who are Persian.  Despite what your brother says, they are not barbarians, although their ways are different they’re every bit as civilised as the Athenians and a damn sight more civilised than the vast majority of Macedonians.

Alexander is a God.  There is no doubt of that in your mind.

Aims:

· Above all, it is essential that nobody (except Medius, who knows already) finds out what really happened with the poison.

· You still wish to prove yourself to those faithful to the Divine Alexander, but you don’t particularly want your brother to kill you.  You don’t want him to shame you or show you up.

· You will do anything within your power to help Medius.  Providing it’s not dishonourable and you can’t imagine him asking you to do anything dishonourable.

Equipment:

You are wearing a sword.

The others here:

You don’t actually know any of the great generals personally though, as Alexander’s cup bearer, you’ve had plenty of opportunity to observe their behaviour.

Perdikkas - Perdikkas is a very good general, but he’s a bit on the arrogant side.  Still, he was Alexander’s second in command so, as far as you’re concerned, he’s the boss.

Peukestes - You don’t know him personally, but your friend, Zurvan, speaks well of him..

Kassander - Your brother.  A problem to you at present.  See above.

Medius - Your lover   You trust him implicitly.  A drinking friend of Alexander’s who was good at distracting the Great King from his problems.  Oh, he’s pretty rich, though you’re really not too interested in that sort of thing.

Ptolemy - One of the major generals and a close personal friend of Alexander’s whom Alexander seemed to trust completely.  When they were both young they were exiled together for a while, in rebellion against Philip, their father.  You were about five or six years old at the time and didn’t really understand what was going on.  Ptolemy always has a kind word for you.

Niarchos - Admiral of Alexander’s fleet.  He was a boyhood friend of Alexander’s and got himself exiled along with Ptolemy and Alexander.  He’s Cretan.  Medius speaks very well of him.  Medius owns a few ships.

Myron* - One of your fellow pages.  Like most Athenians, he gives himself airs because he’s Athenian but, apart from that, he’s OK.  Not a particular friend of yours.  You’ve noticed he seems to enjoy stirring up trouble between the other pages – all very petty.

Bagoas - Chief eunuch of the King’s bedchamber.  It’s a bit difficult because there are things the pages should do for Alexander, and Bagoas has a habit of doing them.  Still, for the most part, the pages are happy enough to let him get on with it.  It is generally understood (amongst the pages, at least) that Alexander was Bagoas’ lover and, although several of the pages were jealous of that position, it’s something you all understand.

Mazeus* - You don’t know him too well but he’s a friend of Zurvan’s, possibly his lover (the Persians are a bit strange about these matters.  He’s a bit older than you - a cavalry officer and not averse to helping you with your training.

Zurvan* - A young Persian noble and probably your best friend amongst the pages.  You were thrown together from an early stage because you both had problems fitting in.  Zurvan because he was Persian and you because of your family.  In fact, what he tells you of his family, they don’t sound too much different from yours.  Kassander strongly disapproves of this particular friendship of yours.  In a way that makes it all the more attractive.

Roxane - The rumour amongst the pages is that Alexander very rarely visits her.  He certainly never did when you were on duty outside his bedroom.  It’s a wonder, really, that she managed to get pregnant.  Still, she did, and whatever else, she may well end up being the mother of Alexander’s only son.

Stateira - The great wedding at Susa was one of the first state events you attended in Persia.  You were too anxious to play your own part well to notice much, but what you did notice was dead impressive.

Thais - An old Athenian whore, well past her sell-by date.  Nevertheless, she used to be Ptolemy’s girl and she used to sit up late with Alexander and his friends, reminiscing into the night.  Between them they seem to have been to an awful lot of good parties, though maybe burning Persepolis was not such a brilliant idea.  Thais has slept with everybody.  And probably knows all their secrets.  Only you doubt she ever slept with Alexander.

