Myron:

History:

You were born the oldest son of a good Athenian family and raised on tales of Athenian glory and empire.  Back in those days the demagogues at home were trying to make out Philip of  Macedon was some kind of bogey man whose only desire was to make himself tyrant over all the Greeks.  Some of the boys at school used to believe that but, at home, you heard your father and his friends talking quietly about the need for someone to unite Greece so that an army could be sent out to liberate the Ionian cities struggling under the Persian yoke.  They would have preferred that ‘someone’ to be an Athenian democracy, but didn’t think Athens had the power or money to achieve it.  You were too young then to understand much of politics but you did understand the reason they kept quiet about their unpopular point of view.

You were almost eight years old when Philip died and Alexander inherited.  The rest is already history.  You have seen it made in your own youth.  Of course you wanted to be chosen as one of the first to follow Alexander to Persia but you were far too young.  Ever since that time, though, it had been your dream to follow him, like your father did.  Things were not easy at home.  Your father died bravely in one of Alexander’s early battles and though your mother received a good pension, it wasn’t enough so she remarried.  Your stepfather thought you were a little spoilt and was determined to bring you into line.  In the long run that did you no harm - toughened you up.  The really bad thing was that he was a political enemy of Macedon, always plotting away against Antipater and not without success.  Your boyhood attempts to undermine that success led to more than one severe beating.  It was worth it, though, because you had friends in certain quarters who were able to make some of your early intrigues effective.  You were, in fact, a spy within your own household.

What with one thing and another, when your political friends in Athens managed to get you sent to Alexander (along with letters of commendation for the efforts you had made already), your stepfather was only too happy to arm you and get rid of  you.  Then, on arrival, you were given high honour beyond your highest dreams.  Though still considered a little too young and raw to serve as a cavalry officer, you were made one of Alexander’s pages.  Apart from your military training, along with the other pages (a mix of Greeks, Macedonians and Persians), you are responsible for guarding Alexander and making sure all his personal needs were met.  You were able to get close to your childhood hero and nothing he did ever let you down or made you think any the less of him.  He was wonderful.  Not only divine but, for you, the only God of any significance, ever.

Since arriving you’ve kept yourself pretty much to yourself and not made any especially close friends.  The other Athenian pages were already a pretty closed crowd and, though you’re happy enough to pass the time of day, you wouldn’t care to make close relationships with non Athenians.  You know this has given you the reputation of being slightly stand-offish but that’s just too bad.  If you were perfectly and painfully honest with yourself you’d admit that, perhaps, you’re a little shy and, having achieved your boyhood dream, you’re finding it a little difficult to fit in. Alexander lives up to your expectations.  The rest of life here doesn’t.

Personality and beliefs:

There was, of course, a certain amount of backbiting and intrigue amongst the pages.  Everyone wanted to be one of Alexander’s favourites and there was a certain amount of competition to get close to him.  Then there was the mix of nationalities. The Macedonians don’t have half the education you do and are not only almost entirely ignorant of the latest trends in everything (including philosophy) but get quite angry and upset when you try to put them right.  Oddly, you find the Persians rather easier to get on with.  Your teachers taught you that, whatever happened, they would remain barbarian and inferior to Greeks but you have not found that to be the case.  Some of what they know is quite interesting, though it’s hard to judge how educated they are when they learn such different things.  The new ones, though, the new ones who’ve been educated in the Athenian manner are about a thousand times more educated than your average Macedonian boor.  Naturally you get on fine with some of the younger Athenians in the army (you’re the only Athenian page – Alexander had trouble with some Athenians  before - although, you confess, it was unfortunate when that fight broke out with the Phocians and the Corinthians.  Even if you didn’t start it.  It would have distressed Alexander, if he’d heard of it,  and you were thoroughly ashamed of yourself afterwards.

Of course Alexander is a god.  That is self-evident.  If anyone tried to question that, you’d probably start out by punching them.  Where things went from there would depend on how nicely they apologised.

You remain addicted to intrigue (you enjoy it - you have a talent for it) and sometimes simply can’t prevent yourself from stirring up the petty jealousies amongst the pages.  It isn’t madly significant (and you fear it’s somewhat ignoble), but it does keep your hand in.  They all think you’re arrogant anyway, so it serves them right.

Aims:

· Protect Alexander at all times, with your life if necessary.

· Do all you can to raise yourself in his eyes.

· Harm (preferably fatally) anyone who speaks or acts against Alexander’s interests.

· Apart from Alexander, the thing you care about most deeply is your own dignity.  After that, Athens.

· You really can’t help getting involved in intrigues - it’s somewhat compulsive, but food and drink to you.  If no interesting intrigues are going on, you’ll stir them up if you can.

The others here:

Perdikkas - As far as you can tell he’s in charge now.  He’s a brilliant general, but he’s not Alexander.  He also has a rather arrogant attitude (which Alexander never had).  Furthermore, he’s Macedonian.

Kassander - Alexander didn’t like him.  You saw Alexander bash Kassander’s head against a wall for laughing at a Persian performing the prostration.  You supported his father, Antipater, when you were back in Athens, even when you didn’t particularly approve of his policies.  That was the best way you knew of supporting Alexander.  But Kassander is not his father.  Kassander is the worst kind of Macedonian boor.

Iollas - You’ve not always got on too well with Iollas.  He gives himself airs because he’s Antipater’s son and Alexander’s cup bearer and his lover  was one of Alexander’s best drinking friends.  You would have thought he was Ganymede the way he carried on!  Still, Kassander has been making his life a misery since he arrived and, though you’re careful how you show it, you can’t help but feel a little sorry for him.

Medius - Iollas’ lover.  A Corinthian.  Probably as rich as Croesus.  Throws excellent parties.  Another reason to put up with Iollas.                                                       

Ptolemy - One of Alexander’s closest friends.  He’s also a pretty decent man.  It was Ptolemy who caught you and the other Athenian pages fighting the Corinthians and Phocians.  He was right to bang your heads together, you guess, though you resented it at the time.  And it’s probably a good thing he didn’t go too closely into who started it (just muttered something about boys being boys).  And you are eternally grateful to him for not reporting the incident.

Niarchos - A very close boyhood friend of Alexander’s.  You loved to hear the two of them reminisce about their early adventures together.

Eumenes - Sometimes helps the pages with their studies of philosophy.  He’s OK.  He’s Athenian.  But the education of some of the other pages is so basic that you tend to skip his classes, when you can get away with it.

Oxathres - Responsible for your military training.  He doesn’t bother too much with the pages himself, he delegates.  Still, he does take enough of a personal interest to watch occasionally.  He’s noble and fair minded and his fighting skills are of a very high standard.  One of your proudest moments was when he commended you,  personally to Alexander.  Even if he did have difficulty pronouncing your name.

Bagoas - Of course you can’t help feeling slightly jealous of him - who would not want to be the beloved of Alexander?  But you know that feeling is ignoble.  He did things for Alexander that, maybe, the pages should have done.  There was a kind of division of labour that seemed to suit everyone.  Still, you wouldn’t be seen dead talking to a eunuch.

Mazeus* - If you were called upon to fight a battle, Mazeus would be in charge of you and about a dozen other young cavalry recruits.  Mazeus is not much older than you.  He conducts most of your routine military training.  You have no complaints about him but would not look to him for leadership except on the field.  Most of the Greek pages think that he’s Zurvan’s lover and, sometimes, you feel he’s unfair to you and fails to recognise the extent of your talent in his fervour to promote Zurvan’s interests.  So you just have to show him you’re better than Zurvan.  To give him credit - he does try to be reasonably fair. 

Zurvan* -  Zurvan is one of the pages who usually serves on the same shift as you.  Most of the pages thing Mazeus is his lover.  You’re not so sure - you think Persians do these things differently.  You’d quite like to ask, but the Persians are more private about these things than the Athenians and you’ve yet to work out how to do so without offending him.  Iollas probably knows.  Zurvan and Iollas are pretty close.  You can’t help slightly resenting the fact that Iollas and Zurvan are both more popular than you amongst the pages.  You’re far and away the better fighter, even if you’re not as good looking as Iollas or as easygoing as Zurvan.  It’s difficult to actually dislike either of them, but you do feel that they sometimes benefit at your expense.  You wouldn’t want either of them to come to serious harm, but if you had a chance to take them down a peg or two (without getting caught), you would jump at it.

Roxane - The pages agree that Alexander didn’t care much for Roxane.  He rarely visited her and sometimes pulled faces when she was mentioned (providing only close friends were present).  He seemed to care more for his boyhood friends and, of course, for Bagoas.

Thais - They say she was beautiful when she was younger.  She certainly has the bone structure.  She’s an educated, intelligent, witty old woman.  The kind only Athens can produce.

