
	  

Every	  Soldier	  has	  a	  Story:	  Pottery,	  Animation,	  Music!	  
	   	  

	  
This	  vase	  was	  made	  on	  the	  Greek	  island	  of	  Euboea	  in	  
around	  550BC.	  

The	  decoration	  shows	  combat	  training	  and	  athletes	  
practicing	  their	  running.	  

You	  can	  see	  the	  real	  vase	  in	  the	  Ure	  Museum	  	  
(it’s	  number	  56.8.8).	  

In	  2014,	  Panoply	  made	  a	  new	  vase	  animation	  
called	  Hoplites!	  Greeks	  at	  War	  

	  
We	  asked	  people	  to	  imagine	  more	  about	  the	  
hoplite	  soldier	  who	  stars	  in	  the	  animation.	  
The	  questions	  on	  the	  next	  page	  gave	  them	  a	  

starting	  place.	  
In	  this	  document	  you’ll	  see	  some	  of	  their	  ideas.	  

There	  are	  photos,	  drawings,	  
storyboards,	  and	  stories.	  

They	  were	  made	  by	  school	  children,	  A-‐level	  
students,	  BA	  students,	  and	  adults.	  

Thank-‐you	  to	  everyone	  who	  took	  part!	  
	  

To	  see	  the	  animation	  and	  to	  download	  the	  
original	  activity	  sheet,	  visit:	  

www.panoply.org.uk/everysoldier.html	  
	  

	  

































































































	  

The	  Adventures	  of	  Aristion.	  
	  
Aristion	  was	  born	  in	  a	  good	  family	  of	  Lilea	  in	  Phokis	  in	  around	  528	  B.C.	  He	  had	  the	  good	  
education	  and	  weapons	  training	  expected	  for	  the	  offspring	  of	  his	  social	  class.	  As	  youngster	  
had	  a	  dream	  of	  winning	  at	  the	  pankration	  at	  the	  Olympic	  Games	  but	  his	  family's	  finances	  
were	  tight,	  as	  the	  Phocians	  had	  to	  pay	  tribute	  to	  their	  Thessalian	  overlords	  at	  the	  time	  and	  
Aristion	  could	  not	  spend	  the	  time	  he	  needed	  to	  this	  training.	  
	  
Naturally	  Aristion	  was	  not	  happy	  being	  the	  subject	  of	  the	  Thessalians.	  	  He	  fought	  against	  
them	  at	  the	  battle	  of	  Hyampolis	  when	  he	  was	  28	  years	  old.	  	  From	  the	  loot	  he	  acquired	  after	  
the	  battle	  he	  could	  afford	  now	  a	  full	  hoplite	  panoply.	  	  His	  happiness	  was	  short	  lived	  as	  his	  
father	  died.	  	  He	  used	  the	  remaining	  money	  from	  the	  loot	  to	  provide	  for	  his	  remaining	  family	  
and	  left	  Lilea	  to	  make	  a	  fortune	  in	  the	  Greek	  colonies	  of	  the	  West	  (Magna	  Grecia).	  	  
	  

	  
Story	  by	  Stefanos	  Skarmintzos,	  Greece	  

He	  spent	  time	  serving	  as	  an	  epivates	  (i.e.	  hoplite	  marine)	  protecting	  merchant	  ships	  from	  pirates.	  There	  he	  came	  in	  contact	  with	  
people	  from	  other	  cultures	  like	  Etruscans,	  Celts	  and	  Iberians.	  	  Never	  particularly	  religious,	  he	  went	  to	  the	  West	  revering	  Ares,	  god	  of	  
war	  as	  Athena	  was	  taught	  to	  be	  patroness	  of	  the	  hated	  Thessalians.	  	  His	  service	  as	  a	  marine	  though	  brought	  him	  a	  healthy	  respect	  for	  
Poseidon,	  ruler	  of	  the	  waves.	  

His	  career	  in	  the	  West	  ended	  abruptly	  when	  he	  decided	  to	  abduct	  a	  Scythian	  slave	  girl	  from	  her	  cruel	  mistress.	  	  He	  returned	  with	  her	  
back	  to	  Phocis	  with	  enough	  money	  to	  buy	  a	  good	  farm	  and	  even	  start	  a	  pottery	  trade	  as	  his	  Scythian	  wife	  proved	  adept	  at	  pottery.	  	  He	  
was	  now	  38	  years	  old	  and	  heard	  rumours	  that	  the	  Athenians	  had	  beaten	  a	  Persian	  army	  at	  Marathon	  but	  he	  paid	  no	  heed.	  Everyone	  
knows	  that	  Athenians	  are	  loudmouths	  and	  the	  Persians	  were	  unbeatable.	  

Ten	  more	  years	  passed	  and	  Aristion	  had	  now	  children	  and	  was	  happy	  making	  dreams	  about	  giving	  a	  good	  social	  match	  for	  his	  
daughters	  and	  making	  his	  sons	  Olympic	  champions	  so	  as	  to	  live	  his	  dream	  through	  them.	  	  His	  fortunes	  were	  high	  and	  his	  opinion	  
valued	  among	  his	  fellow	  citizens.	  He	  was	  elected	  lochagos	  (captain)	  of	  Lilea's	  small	  hoplite	  complement.	  	  And	  then	  fate	  struck...	  	  	  	  

	  



	  

Marathon	  was	  not	  just	  an	  Athenian	  boast	  but	  it	  had	  provoked	  the	  wrath	  of	  the	  Persians	  who	  invaded	  Greece	  with	  the	  largest	  army	  
ever	  seen	  by	  the	  world.	  

The	  hated	  Thessalians	  had	  submitted	  to	  them	  and	  the	  Phocians	  joined	  the	  alliance	  of	  those	  who	  opposed	  them.	  	  At	  Thermopylae	  it	  
seemed	  that	  the	  Persian	  tide	  could	  be	  contained	  but	  the	  enemy	  broke	  though	  at	  Anopaia	  pass	  and	  Aristion,	  wounded	  by	  an	  arrow,	  was	  
forced	  to	  retreat	  with	  the	  others.	  He	  unwillingly	  had	  to	  rest	  a	  couple	  of	  days	  for	  his	  wounds	  to	  heal	  and	  then	  returned	  to	  Lilea	  only	  to	  
find	  his	  farm	  burned	  and	  his	  family	  slaughtered	  by	  the	  enemy.	  Cursing	  the	  gods	  and	  haunted	  by	  the	  Erinyes	  (Furies)	  with	  nightmares	  of	  
his	  slain	  family	  he	  managed	  to	  make	  his	  way	  to	  the	  Athenians	  who,	  in	  need	  of	  trained	  marines,	  assigned	  him	  to	  one	  of	  their	  triremes.	  

On	  the	  island	  of	  Salamis,	  the	  embittered	  Aristion	  
went	  into	  a	  killing	  frenzy	  against	  the	  Persians	  and	  
their	  allies.	  His	  thirst	  for	  revenge	  made	  him	  deaf	  to	  
the	  pleas	  for	  mercy	  and	  offers	  of	  surrender.	  	  Even	  
his	  fellow	  marines	  kept	  their	  distances	  from	  him	  
when	  not	  in	  action.	  

Despite	  his	  lack	  of	  belief	  in	  divinities	  it	  seemed	  that	  
the	  spirit	  of	  Ares	  had	  possessed	  him.	  The	  elated	  
cries	  of	  the	  Greeks	  celebrating	  their	  victory	  meant	  
nothing	  to	  him.	  He	  felt	  he	  had	  nothing	  to	  live	  for.	  	  
He	  volunteered	  for	  service	  in	  the	  fleet	  hoping	  to	  
inflict	  even	  more	  damage	  on	  those	  he	  considered	  
responsible	  for	  his	  misery.	  

In	  479	  B.C.	  at	  the	  beach	  of	  Mycale	  he	  would	  have	  
got	  his	  wish	  either	  for	  revenge	  or	  death.	  

	  
Aristion	  in	  action	  at	  the	  battle	  of	  Mycale.	  	  
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