Mr. Bloggy: On the top of the mound, was the spirit of the great Norse Viking King Grimur the Gray trapped in the body of a Penguin. His curse, after being cleaved through his head by a Danish battleaxe wielded by a Danish foot soldier, was to inhabit the bodies of penguins for 10,000 millennium until the dawn of Ragnaorak, unless he could kill a Danish king and then the old cackling sea-hag's curse would fail and he could rocket into Valhalla to stand at the sides of his burly and deadly Viking brothers. And now, to his webbed foot tapping surprise, he had his chance. One chance only, to launch himself and his deadly beak, honed by scratching and deburring against rocks and rusted steel, a spearhead more destructive than any fashioned by the great Moorish spearhead makers he once battled. The queen could live, she was not his foe. But the King must be vanquished. Nothing could stop him now. Except a hastily thrown chunk of frozen mackerel heaved by a new aquarium technician, a frozen rock that knocked Grimur out for just a few moments. But a few moments that cursed him to a hellish continued existence as a cute but bitter Penguin.
