Bagoas:

History:

You were born the only son of a  noble Persian family who had made their home in the hills above Susa.  Your early childhood was privileged and happy.  You learned to ride, to shoot the bow and abhor the lie.  Unfortunately it was not a good time to be a nobleman in Persia, particularly if you supported the legitimate heir.  Your father was betrayed.  Men came to the family’s fortress bearing false documents.  They were welcomed in and repaid that welcome by killing your parents and raping your sisters.  You were carried off,  not understanding why you had been spared until the sexual abuse started.  You were aged around ten at the time.  When the troops ran out of money they sold you into slavery.  The slave dealer castrated you, to preserve your looks and sold you on.  The shame of all this was almost too much for you to bear but, looking back, you understand that you were reasonably well treated as first - for a rich woman’s pet.  Later, when the family who had brought you fell on hard times financially, you were hired out as a common prostitute.  You still find it hard to understand what sustained you at that time, but lack of opportunity for harming yourself was probably a large part of it.

After about a year of this abuse, you were sold.  You were trained to serve a very high placed nobleman as a junior eunuch of the bedchamber and general pleasure object.  There was, needless to say, some humiliation in this, but it was so much better than your former life that, in some ways, you almost enjoyed it.  You were treated with respect and kindness, learned a great deal of protocol and etiquette, not to mention how to give pleasure to your new master.  Your training completed, you were given as a gift to Darius, the High King.  You remembered him, vaguely, as a friend of your father’s, though he was not a frequent visitor.  He treated you well, with presents and respect.  He even knew who you were and spoke kind words of your father.  You came to take a certain pride in fulfilling your duties well although Darius gave you to understand that, even if he tired of you, you would be well provided for.

The war with the Macedonians was going badly.  You managed to give your King some kind of consolation.  Little news of outside events reached you (what did was gossip, and not always reliable), but, as you watched Darius gradually fall apart, you could not help but lose respect for him.  Finally he was killed by his own men, before your eyes.  He lacked even the courage to end his own life, though you had seen to it that his sword was within reach.

You ran, taking shelter and food where you could.  But eventually, Nazabarnes, one of those who had conspired against Darius but balked at the actual killing, caught up with you.  Disillusioned with Bessus, the pretender he had helped to crown, he intended to throw himself upon Alexander’s mercy.  He took you with him as witness to the fact that, whilst he had conspired to persuade Darius to hand the army over to a man who would have used it like a man, he had opposed the actual killing.  And, also, as a gift to Alexander.

The moment you saw Alexander you understood that here was a High King you could truly love and respect.  You fell in love with him instantly and that love has not diminished over the intervening years.  In return for his presence you gave him comfort and pleasure, and help in understanding the ways and customs of your own people.  In your prouder moments you take some credit for the way he has adopted Persian customs and learned to act as a High King should, although you do understand why he has to make concessions to the Greeks and Macedonians.  Despite your privileged position, you never slandered Darius.  Instead you did all you could (without actually lying) to help Alexander to think of him as a noble and worthy enemy.  If  nothing else, you owed him that.  And Alexander was very obliging when it came to taking revenge on those who had betrayed your family.  He took your blood feud as his own.

You know that Stateira is pregnant.  You know that Alexander regarded her as his chief wife (you were instructed not to give Roxane the best rooms in the harem - those were reserved for Stateira).  When he fell ill, you were involved in preparing those rooms for Stateira’s arrival.  Alexander intended to send for her as soon as her pregnancy was far enough advanced to make travel safe.  If her child proved to be male, and worthy, he intended to name him as his heir.  That pleased you greatly.  The son of Alexander and the grandson of Darius would be a High King as worthy of the name as Alexander himself.

Personality and beliefs:

Alexander was too utterly wonderful to have been anything other than divine.  You have seen too many signs of it not to believe it.  Apart from that he was your whole life.  You worshipped him utterly.  Now he is gone, there is nothing.  You haven’t even begun to think about what will happen to you now.  It doesn’t even seem to matter.

Whatever was done to you by your father’s enemies, you remain a Persian of ancient line and noble birth.  You have never forgotten that and will never forget it.  You are no more effeminate than any normal boy on the verge of puberty and you are a great deal more mature.

Due to your position, you understand more about the protocol and social conventions of all the various nationalities here than anyone else.  It was your duty to learn these things so that you could help Alexander treat each man with the proper respect.  The Greeks think themselves superior to the Persians on several grounds but, beneath the differences in methods and manners, there is a deep similarity.  The Macedonians are far more alien.  Some have managed to pick up a bit of culture, but most have ideas above their station.  You could never persuade Alexander to keep the distance between himself and his fellow country men (even the common soldiers) that is appropriate for a High King.

Motives:

· You are too deep in shock and mourning to have any clear aims at present.  You are not even sure whether you wish to live or to die.

· Naturally you need to treat Alexander in death as you did in life, taking care of his body and doing all you can to ensure it is treated with the proper respect.  Any threat to the body will sting you into immediate and effective action.

· Now Stateira has arrived you need to make the final arrangements for settling her safely into the harem.  With all the confusion going on, she could be in danger and you owe it to Alexander to ensure she is protected.  This is a clear duty and, however you feel inside, you will do all you can to ensure her safety and comfort.

· As to the future, you want to be close to Alexander’s tomb, to serve him in death as you did in life and to do all you can to preserve the truth in his memory.

Equipment

You have a small dagger hidden up your sleeve.

The others here:

Perdikkas - A brilliant General.  You, however, were close enough to hear what Alexander whispered to him.  Even though you knew the High King so well you were almost psychic when it came to divining his wishes, you couldn’t be certain whether he said krastistos (to the best) or Krateros.  Perdikkas’ report of Alexander’s words is, therefore, stretching the truth somewhat, if not necessarily lying.  You cannot believe that Alexander would leave Perdikkas as sole regent.  You know the respect he had for Krateros.  He would have meant them to share power until such time as Statiera’s son came of age.

Peukestes - More than any other Macedonian, Peukestes has taken on Persian ways.  He might as well be a Persian.  Your people respect him.  His only fault is that he is a trifle greedy though, as far as you’re aware, his corruption to date has been on a very minor scale, by Persian standards.

Kassander - Living proof of how civilised even the most savage of the Macedonians with Alexander have become.  Kassander is an intolerable, xenophobic boor without any manners whatsoever.  Alexander disliked him and had done so since childhood.  Alexander hit Kassander’s head against the wall when he laughed at an elderly Persian making the prostration.  He was a thorn in Alexander’s side - believing Alexander had dishonoured his father by relieving him of duty as Regent of Macedon.  You know Alexander meant no insult.  He needed to defuse certain situations back home but would have treated Antipater with great honour on his arrival in Babylon.  Kassander is too stupid to see that.  Or, perhaps, he wants to make himself King in Alexander’s place.  That cannot be allowed to happen.

Iollas - A very pleasant young man, devoted to Alexander.  He has been unhappy since his brother, Kassander, arrived in Babylon.  You know that Kassander bullies him quite cruelly.  You’re not sure why Iollas puts up with this, possibly family loyalty, and think he should be strong-minded enough to stand up for himself (and Alexander) more.

Medius - Iollas’ lover.  Also a rich Corinthian merchant who owns a large proportion of the navy.  Also a recent drinking friend of Alexander’s.  You resent the fact that Medius encouraged Alexander to sit up later than was good for him and drink more wine than was good for him - especially when he was clearly sickening for his final illness.  However, you know Medius’ parties were as much about good talk and cultured entertainment as they were about hard drinking and you appreciate the fact that Medius seemed to understand how to lighten Alexander’s mood.  He never really got over the death of Hephaestion.  Nothing you could do would console him.

Ptolemy - One of Alexander’s closest childhood friends.  You have never known him give bad advice.  Although he sticks to many savage Macedonian ways, he has always seemed to appreciate your position and recognise, in some ways, that you are a noble Persian in your own right, not responsible for your current state and more than a tame monkey to Alexander.

Arridaeus - You have never met him.  However, from conversations (with Hephaestion and Ptolemy) that you have overheard, you understand that he is less than a man, in some way.  Those three would take him presents of the sort one might give to a child, and take him riding occasionally.  You are unsure of the precise nature of his disability but understand that they wished to keep it in the family.  Such persons always bring shame to a family if their true nature becomes generally known and it is illustrative of Alexander’s generosity that he should have taken good care of his father’s son..

Seleukos - Not one of Alexander’s inner circle, but you know he was marked down for promotion.  Had Alexander lived, no doubt, you would have come to know him.

Niarchos - Another childhood friend whom Alexander loved dearly.  That love was returned.  Niarchos has always kept his distance from you personally, it suits his dignity to do so, but his manner is perfectly correct.  You have come to know him as a noble and faithful friend of Alexander’s.  Honest and trustworthy to a fault.

Eumenes - Has often consulted you on matters of protocol in the course of his work as Alexander’s private secretary.  Alexander has been cool towards him since Hephaestion died - something to do with the quarrel between the two men, although they did make it up.  You know that this caused much distress to Eumenes but there was little you could do about it.  You like him, but couldn’t describe him as a friend.  You have no friends here.  You have never been in a position to make them.

Myron* - Fanatically devoted to Alexander but, for some reason, you don’t trust him entirely.  He seems to be addicted to intrigue and is often the cause of quarrels between the pages.  Oh, he makes sure he never gets blamed for it, but you’ve spent enough of your life in harems to understand how these things are achieved.

Oxathres - In your heart of hearts you know that, if Oxathres had been High King instead of Darius, things would have been very different.  He is everything a high born Persian should be and you admire him greatly.  Not that there is any personal relationship between the two of you.  That would be utterly incorrect..

Mazeus* - You don’t know him personally, but the pages tend to gossip amongst themselves in your presence as if you were not there (which is, of course, perfectly correct).  You believe that he and Zurvan are lovers, in the Greek style.  Something that causes some consternation amongst their fellow inheritors, torn as they are between their own Persian culture and the Hellenistic manner in which they have been educated.

Zurvan* -  Of all Alexander’s current crop of pages, Zurvan has impressed you most.  He’s managed to combine all that is best of his native Persian culture with all that is best of the Greeks.  Well, maybe not quite, but he is making a sterling effort.

Roxane - A savage.  You know better than to be jealous of the High King’s wife, but she has never returned the compliment.  When she first arrived in Alexander’s camp, she tried to poison you with sweets.  You found a tactful way to inform Alexander and he had words with her.  She has never acted against you since but you know she’d dispose of you instantly, if she had the chance to do so without getting caught.  Well, probably, now, few would care much if she did.  At the same time, her motivation to get rid of you has probably diminished.  Probably, but you cannot be sure.  Although initially infatuated with her, Alexander did not remain fond of her long and, towards the end, only visited her enough to be vaguely polite.  She made a nuisance of herself, demanding presents, attention and affection she did little to earn.  A lesser man would have put her aside, but Alexander always did treat people somewhat better than he could afford to.  You dislike her intensely and fear she may have evil designs on you.  Her jealousy may also prove dangerous to Stateira.

Stateira - Daughter of Darius and bearing Alexander’s child.  You know he intended this child to be his heir, provided it was male and worthy.  You know he intended her to be received in Babylon with full honour as his chief wife.  You made the necessary arrangements in the harem.  You will protect her, with your life, if necessary.  You do not know what she is doing here.  You know that Alexander did not send for her (though he intended to do so when it was safer for her to travel).  She would not have come of her own accord.  Whoever arranged her journey may well intend her harm.  Perhaps better than anyone here, you understand she is in terrible danger.

Thais - An ageing Athenian courtesan.  She once attempted to engage you in ‘professional conversation’ that you considered beneath your dignity, but quickly recognised her mistake.  Since then you have learned to enjoy her company.  She is witty, intelligent and highly cultured and appreciates your similar qualities.  Perhaps she is the closest thing to a friend you have found amongst women.

