Thais:

History:

You were born an Athenian citizen.  Your parents came from good stock, but the family lands had been divided so frequently that there was almost too little to support their large and happy family.  There was enough to educate your two eldest brothers and they used to bring what they had learned home with them and share it with the rest of you.  That gave you an appetite for philosophy and literature which almost rivalled your hunger for political gossip.  You were thirsty for knowledge and, as your family lacked the resources to keep you locked up at home whilst slaves visited the market, you got out a lot more than most respectable girls could.  In town there were enough philosophers and sophists who didn’t mind teaching a bright pupil for free – even if she happened to be a girl.  Well, it wasn’t always free, precisely.  Sometimes you paid for your lessons with the only thing of value you possessed.  And, you were told, you were good with it.

It was a straight choice between arming some of your brothers and funding their careers and providing you and your sisters with dowries.  And what would you have done with a dowry anyway?  What would Aspasia have done with a dowry?  You never wanted marriage.  A good Athenian wife, locked away from the world, basing her reputation on the fact that she was never spoken of?  You were happy enough to leave that to your sisters.  From an early age, you knew it was not the life for you.  Your ambition was to become the most famous courtesan ever to come out of Athens.

And, who knows?  You might even have made it.  Your parents, understanding your situation, were not unnecessarily unkind.  Like them, you understood that it would have been unfair to allow your chosen way of life to prejudice your sisters’ chances of making respectable marriages, so you kept yourself out of the way, only visiting occasionally and, increasingly, with valuable presents.  Was it ironic that your activities paid for three of your sisters’ dowries?  Two of them were grateful enough, though the youngest had the cheek to look down her nose at you.  Still, you can’t resent her now, not since she died bearing her first child.  Marriage is a risky business.

You can’t deny you’ve had a great life.  Most of your business was amongst the party of influential men in Athens who supported Macedonian ambitions.  There was something in the romance of it all that appealed to you.  So, of course, when Alexander’s forces entered the City, so keen to make a good impression with their generosity, you made sure you were recommended to their inner circle.  And Ptolemy fell in love with you.  He was younger then, of course, though never particularly good looking.  Never really dashing either, despite what they say about his birth.  When he asked you to accompany him, first to Macedon and then to Persia you weren’t too keen.  You were doing too well and having far too good a time in Athens to give it up too easily.   The price he offered didn’t really make it worth your while.  But then he came back with an offer you couldn’t refuse – enough to set you up for life (or so you thought back then).  Much later you learned where that extra money came from.  He wasn’t holding back.  He’d offered more than he could afford.  It was Alexander himself who made up the difference.

So, for the money and the romance of the venture, you swallowed your pride, said farewell to your many friends and lovers and became a camp follower.  You had a lot of fun along the way.  You were invited to all the best parties (still are, to some of them).  It’s true.  It was your idea to burn Persepolis in revenge for what its people had done to Athens.  OK, it was at the end of a wild party.  Maybe it wasn’t such a great idea.  But it seemed like a great idea at the time.  It seemed like a great idea to Alexander too.  That was the night you nearly got him into bed.  But then he sobered up suddenly, ordered the fires put out, and went off with Hephaestion.  Still, it’s some consolation that you will be remembered forever as the woman who threw the first torch into Persepolis.  Got to be better than burning the temple of Artemis at Ephesus, when you come to think of it.  Especially as no one can remember who did it – all they remember is it happened the night before Alexander was born.

Once Ptolemy tired of you (and it took him long enough), you got to sleep with all the famous generals.  Except Alexander, who always preferred boys.  Not that you didn’t try.  No one knows more about the men here than you do – their secret fears and even more secret ambitions.  But you’re far too professional to give away another’s secrets.  You’ve seen some very bad things happen to women who did that.  Still, now Alexander’s dead and the great dream seems to be over, the fact that many here will believe you might betray secrets muttered across a pillow could be the one card you still have left up your sleeve.

These days, although you’ve kept your figure and avoided pregnancy, you can no longer command a high price for your favours.  Men still enjoy your company (and there are always one or two who like older women – fixated on their mothers for the most part). Still, no courtesan can command top rates when she’s approaching thirty and you prefer to quit whilst your on top.  

Personality and Beliefs:

You’ve seen Alexander too drunk too often to believe that he’s divine.  Not that Dionysus wasn’t drunk and divine, but you doubt the god acted so much like a pissed up arsehole when he was drunk.

That was his mother’s fault.  After she got too old for her husband (who, from what you’ve heard wasn’t interested in anything, male or female, over sixteen), she liked to pretend that she was seduced by a god.  Probably sexual frustration.  Anyway, it seems pretty sick to you, that a mother should share such fantasies with her young son.  Not that you’re in a position to criticise – you guess marriage does that kind of thing to you.  One of the many reasons you continue to avoid it.

OK, the Persians are the ancient enemy.  The Macedonians (with certain notable exceptions) are barely civilised.  The only truly civilised people are Athenians.  But you’ve been away from home a long time, the Persians who wrecked the acropolis are long dead and you’ve learned to take men as you find them.  As long as they have status and money.

Greeks, Persians, Macedonians, they’re all pretty much the same between the sheets.  Men, you’ve learned, are pretty much the same the world over.

However, you do understand that being elected King of Macedon and being accepted as High King of Alexander’s empire are two different things.  The Macedonians, on the whole, always were hideously provincial and short-sighted.  Alexander got away with it because of his respect for the Persian culture – because he took care to act like a King not a savage conqueror.  On top of that, you know that, now the Ionian colonies have been well and truly liberated, the Greeks are getting pretty fed up with Macedonian rule.  They won’t put up with it much longer.  You doubt if any of the men here have got any of that into their thick skulls.

Aims:

· You’ve got enough money to set yourself up in a nice place on the outskirts of Athens.  You’d like to go back there and live quietly, maybe entertain old friends and lovers from time to time, have a good social life and subsidise the theatre.  You’ve learned a lot on your travels and you’d like to pass that knowledge on.

· You still have no inclination to attach yourself to any one man.

· The problem is, things look as if they could get dangerous.  You need to secure yourself safe passage home.  Preferably on a ship that won’t get sunk by incompetence or some rival faction.

· Of course, if someone makes you a better offer…..

The others here:

Perdikkas – OK, he’s a brilliant general, but he’s an arrogant bastard.  You ascribe this to the size of his organ – it took you a while to find it.  In bed he boasted of his royal blood and sexual prowess.  If the former is anything like the latter then his mother was probably bedded by a peasant when his father wasn’t looking.  You would not be surprised if he didn’t make a play for sole regency pending the coming of age of one of the incipient brats.  From there, he’ll probably try to get himself elected King of Macedon.

Peukestes – Only sleeps with Persian women.  Not that he seems particularly interested in the noble bride given him at Susa.

Kassander – A prime example of what the Macedonians were like before they made an attempt to become civilised.

Iollas – A sweet young boy.  Too sweet.  You fear for him.

Ptolemy – Dear, faithful Ptolemy.  You never loved him, but, over the years he loved you, you could not help become fond of him.  He’s honest and noble.  Too honest and noble for his own good.  Although older than Alexander, and generally believed to be Philip’s son (though how anyone, even his mother, can know for sure one way or the other is beyond you, assuming she was still sleeping with Lagus at the time Philip seduced her) he was always happy to follow behind his younger brother like a puppy.   He could take power here.  He could take control.  Everyone trusts him and his soldiers would follow him to Hades if he asked them.  But he lacks ambition, always did.  He’ll probably content himself with everyone else’s leavings.  Unless you can persuade him otherwise.  He was given a wife at Susa but never visits her.  You think he might still be half in love with you but, since he was promoted to a position of some importance, doesn’t like to be seen too much in your company.  You’re not sure, it’s just that you’ve not heard that he’s formed any new romantic attachments.  Perhaps you spoiled him for lesser women.

Arridaeus – Ptolemy was always discreet but he did tell you a secret or two about Arridaeus.  Apparently Arridaeus was a promising child until Olympias got her hands on him.  After that, he became a babbling idiot.  Alexander, Ptolemy and Hephaestion were always kind to him.  They used to take him little presents and treat him to rides on a leading rein.  Touching, really.  Alexander brought him to Persia out of pity – he feared his mother would have the half-wit murdered if she got half a chance, though, if he’s as they say, he can’t present a threat.  But, naturally, they agreed to keep his disability in the family.

Seleukos - Another general.   A young one.  You’ve heard he’s both talented and ambitious but he doesn’t seem to have a thing for older women.  Unlike the rest of the Susa bridegrooms he is very attentive to his Median bride.  Perhaps she is pretty as well as high born – you never get to see what hides behind their veils.  Or maybe he’s plotting something, assuming her family still has influence…..

Melaeger – Back in the old days, he was on the same level as Ptolemy, Perdikkas and the rest (many of whom are now dead).  You never much liked him.  Although he was a brave soldier, he was uncultured and unsophisticated and didn’t seem very bright.  You can understand why he wasn’t promoted along with his contemporaries.  However, you have heard from several of his contemporaries that he resents the fact that they were promoted and he wasn’t, he resents the fact that Greeks and Persians have been promoted ‘over his head’ and is now a potential trouble-maker.  None of the generals you know want him in their regiments.

Niarchos – A lovely man.  Cretan, not Macedonian.  That makes a difference.  And, like most Athenian girls, you do like sailors.  He’s often away at sea, but you do enjoy his company.  He’s very discreet.  You doubt if he has any shameful secrets.  And, even if he doesn’t fancy you any more, you’re one of ‘the old crowd’.  You guess you can play on his loyalties.

Medius – A Corinthian.  One of the richest men you have ever met (and you’ve met some very rich men in your time).  He owns half Niarchos’ navy.  You’ve not slept with him (he likes them very young, and you haven’t known him that long) but he throws excellent parties and often invites you.  He often used to invite Alexander, who also enjoyed his company.  They were good parties.  The wine flowed freely, of course, but the main thing was the conversation.  And the entertainments.  It’s good to know that someone, even here in Babylon, is determined to keep the best of Hellenic culture alive.

Eumenes – An Athenian by nationality, he lived in Macedon so long you wouldn’t guess it if you didn’t know.  He likes to talk, more than anything else.  He knew Philip well, and was very helpful when you were trying to understand the differences between Macedonian culture (a strange cross between the Greek and the Celtic) and your own.  Like most Greeks, he was perturbed when Alexander killed the philosopher, Callisthenes.  Eumenes understands better than most people just how unpopular that made Alexander (and Macedonians in general) back in Athens where the Lyceum continues to have considerable influence.  As private secretary he understands the situation back home better than most men.  He’s been very depressed recently – even before Alexander died.  He told you that he was upset by Alexander’s cool behaviour towards him since Hephaestion died.  Eumenes and Hephaestion quarrelled and, although they made it up before Hephaestion died, Eumenes felt it still counted against him in his patron’s eyes.  Eumenes has asked you to marry him three times, to date.  Each time you have turned him down.  He’s very able, though and, maybe, if you could string him along just a little and get him out of his current depression he’d be able to get you safe passage home.  As long as you don’t have to marry him.

Myron* - A cheeky, arrogant little pup.  He stirs up trouble between the pages and, for the most part, manages to get away without getting caught.  OK, you admire him, reluctantly.  He’d made himself a reputation for intrigue before he left Athens.  That was two years back and he’s not even eighteen yet!  No doubt he’ll go far – if he manages to survive.

Nikias* - You don’t go with mercenaries.

Oxathres – Wow!  This guy is drop dead gorgeous.  Unfortunately he doesn’t go with Greek women.  More’s the pity.  He has a harem load of wives and courtesans and, though he’s always polite, you’ve never managed to get as close to him as you would have liked.

Bagoas – The concept of a eunuch is fascinating in a way.  You’ve never actually seen one naked, and therefore remain curious.  You do recognise that there was much genuine affection between Alexander and Bagoas.  One thing you learned about Alexander was that he’d never pay for it.  Sex and love were inextricably linked in the poor man’s mind.  Bagoas, you learned, is proud.  His family was important in Persia.  They died for their importance.  He was captured, mutilated and mistreated at a young age.  Although, in a way, you are both courtesans, his experience has been entirely different from yours.  You wouldn’t be where you are if you didn’t have the sensitivity to respect that.  And to respect him.  Once, long ago, you tried to engage him in  ‘professional conversation’, courtesan to courtesan.  His reaction was enough to make you desist immediately and you never tried it again.  He detests anything coarse, and you respect that.  Over the years you have learned to enjoy his company.  He is witty, intelligent and highly cultured in an entirely Persian way and appreciates your similar qualities.  You know he thinks of you as a friend.  The gods alone know what will happen to him now Alexander is gone.  Will anyone take the trouble to protect him?

Zurvan* -  He tries hard to be Hellenised and has a male lover, imitating the Athenian fashion.  Only his lover is also Persian.  You find their attempted imitation of Athenian manners amusing, but perfectly delightful.

Mazeus* - Zurvan’s lover.  A dashing young cavalry officer.

Roxane – Even in Athens her manner would be considered importunate.  You don’t control a man by making demands on him.  Maybe it’s because she’s the daughter of a barbarian bandit that she fails to understand that fact.  Most Persian women understand it too well for their own good.  She’s tiny and quite beautiful in her own way.  She’s obviously intelligent, having managed to learn to speak reasonable Greek and even, you’ve heard, to read and write the language a little.  But, fundamentally, she’s a spoilt brat and you can’t understand what Alexander ever saw in her.  Perhaps she reminded him of his mother.  Anyway, she didn’t retain his interest for very long.  Wives rarely do, after all. 

Stateira – A much more sensible match for Alexander.  She never gave him any trouble or made any demands.  You know that Alexander greatly admired Stateira’s grandmother, Sisygambis, a wonderful old woman who must be nearly 80 now.  You doubt the attraction there was sexual, but Alexander must always have been looking for a creditable mother figure, and Sisygambis fitted the bill.  As for Stateira – who are you to comment on a properly brought up Persian princess?

