
Pääp’s poetic ponderings – A collection of memories from Gimle 
 

Piper’s Daggers 
   So many were the different factions in Gimle, and so quickly did allegiances change, that I 
found it nigh impossible to follow the mercurial politics of the region. I decided therefore to stay 
out of the power struggles, pact-forging, and bickering so as to retain the birds-eye view required 
by the artist and the historian.  
   One group of people in Gimle that knew how to profit from the ever-changing power dynamics 
was a merry mish-mash of warriors and rogues who went by the name Piper’s Daggers. They 
would lend their fighting prowess to whichever faction paid the most, one day standing side by 
side with armies that only yesterday they tried their damndest to slay on the battlefield. 
Certainly their specific ‘trade’ seemed a profitable one, as evidenced by their heavy pouches of 
coin, and their frivolous spending at the taverns. One evening they sang the most haunting song, 
of Nordic gods and myth. The melody still echoes in me from time to time. 
   In Gimle I met four of them. Their leader, Piper (who declined to tell me her family name) 
was a tall and striking woman, with a pleasant and friendly demeanor, though in her eyes lay a 
steely determination and strength that should make anyone think twice about getting on the 
wrong side of her blade. She told me as much as she thought prudent about her background, and 
the genesis of ‘The Daggers’, and most of it will find its way into a poem she requested. Suffice to 
say, for now, that it involves a fall from grace and an arduous and dangerous path back up 
again. 
   In this group of mercenaries were also a mostly silent, but nevertheless menacing man named 
Asgrim. Three times we tried to have a conversation, and three times we were interrupted before 
a full sentence was spoken. That man remains an enigma, and I hope to meet him again. I sense 
there is some poetry to be found behind that stone-face of his. 
   Then there was a man whose name I failed to learn. A big and rowdy fellow with a smile as 
big as his rage on the battlefield. As with Piper, one should not assume that his boisterous 
laughter precludes a knack for explosive violence. 
   The fourth member of Piper’s dagger was Theor. Some might remember him as the sell-sword 
with the brightest and gaudiest shirt on the battlefield. He was one of the first people in Gimle 
who commissioned a personal poem. Theor wanted to immortalize some of the many deeds he had 
under his belt, and paid handsomely in silver coin. Though I doubted the veracity of a few of his 
claims, I decided that it is not within the responsibilities of a poet to pry into the actualities of a 
customer’s request. He wanted a song of heroism, with himself as the central character. He paid, 
I delivered. Much like a mercenary would. 
 
(Note: The poem for Piper is still in the works, and I would not wish to rush this undertaking. Her story, with all 
the drama and challenge it contains must be treated with respect and care. Also, I’m a little scared of her.) 



 

The song of Theor 
 

Have you heard of the hero who never knew fear? 
The swashbuckling sword-master by the name Theor 

 
Born out of Westmark, now roaming the land 
No foe and no quest be too big for this man 

 
With two shining swords and his favorite dagger 
Adventures that would make a nobleman stagger 

 
He ended a war with a siege on a fort 

He high-jacked a ship and then sold it in port 
 

He climbed hundred feet for to kidnap a prince 
And sold him as well, that Theor always wins 

 
He crushes rebellions, then starts them again 

He outdrinks the drunkest of drunk northern men 
 

He’s bested the best of the swordsmen from east 
So watch out for Theor, that man is a beast! 

 
His fanciful clothes make him shine like a viper 

He walks, last I heard, with the Daggers of Piper 
 

But Theor moves onwards and not before long 
Look out or you’ll be the next verse in his song 
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