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What People Are Saying

“Our Iceberg I=s Melfing iz superb. It embodies powerful meszagez that
can help a broad audience. It covers all the steps to success im a changing
world. from finding the substantial issues. aligning with a potent
champion, charting the course. getting buv-in. dealing with those who
want no change, and so on.”

—CHERI Havn
CITIGROUF (GLOBAL ACCOUNT VICE PRESIDENT
Avava CorpoRaTIoN

“Never have I read a parable in a businesz book that took a complex
izzue like change management and distilled it down into a simple story
for all to understand. Thizs is the ideal follow-on te Leading Change and The
Heart of Change. A must-read for anvone dealing withh managing
change.”

—Ricuapn J. Kospisr
Catecory DEvELoPMENT OFFICER
Yamon, Do,

“Our Iceberg Is Melfing i= fantastic—offbeat, but right on. We should
make evervone in Washington, D.C., read it.”

—J oy BATTEN

ExecrTivE VIcE PRESIDENT

Two Disc, Dec.

“I came across Our Iceberg Is Melfing in Mav, ordered and dis-tributed
sixtv copies in June, evaluated itz effect on our change effort, and then
ordered five hundred more copies in September. This iz a gem.”

—Hem Koz
Prosaran Maxacrr
DeparTieeyT oF DEFENSE



“This iz the easiest-to-read vet most informative book Thave ever seen.
Setting one of management’s biggest challenges— what problem. I don't
zee a problem’—in the context of a melting iceberg and a determined
penguin was a stroke of sheer genius.”

—Mrenarr DovELow

DmrecToR, Probrer Marsrermie
TTP CovprsIcaTions

PLC

“I have followed Kotter's work for vears, respect it greatlv. use it with
myY clients, and know its unigue power to help people and crganizations
perform better. Thiz latest effort—thiz little penguin tale—is, in my
opinion, the best and most useful book he has ever written.”

—Araw Fromus PresmesT Fromaoas AssocTaTes

“sz a result of the book and myv sharing it with a few people in the
organization, we have moved guickly on several fromts. We are
galvanized to go ahead instead of further studving, more organizing, and
=0 on. It is making a difference for us.”

—Tou CorLEY
PrEsoENT A CEQ
ASnCTATED

Pres

“It'z a great book. It dees an excellent job of communicating in a simple
and humorous wav the kev challenges of leading change. We can easily
identify with the characters. It allows a light-hearted dizcuzzion of very
difficult izzsues.”

—Drr FARSTETTER
EXEcUTIVE VICE PRESIDENT
ARD IvarreanacE & Froasclal SERVICES

“When I was a child in France, I was first intreduced to the French
clazsic The Liffle Prince. I reread thiz marvelous book while in college and
manv times zince az an adult. It iz a book that keepzs me growing and
thinking. I can see Our Iceberg Is Melfing becoming The Little Prince for the
twentv-first century.”



—STErHAY Baxerr
GEsEral Maxacre
Ei1 Lory, BELamM

“Mv fifteen-vear-old daughter zaw me reading Our Iceberyg Is Melting,
and when I left the book in the den, she began to read it. When zhe was
done, my wife read it. Afterward, we all talked about it. What I suspect
will happen with our familv, and especially with our daughter, iz that
we now have a referent storv to use, one that's easv to remember and
visually salient, when we dizcuss izssues about change. It has ‘stickiness’
in that it's hard to forget.”

—PeTER Z. ORTON, PH.D.
Procian DMRECTOR, SPECLAL PROJECTS
IBM O DEvarD LEARNTNG

“In this fast-paced world, with piles of data and written material, this
book is a breath of frezh air. It is simple and to the point. easv to read.
and filled with many ideas that we can all apply. I found mv mind
reflecting on the past on one page and thinking about the future on the
next.”

—EnwarD Day
ExecrTvE VICE PRESIDENT
SorTHERY CoMpaxy (GENERATION
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Foreword

By Spencer Johnszon, M.D.

Anthor of Who Moved My Cheese?”
Coauthor of The One Minute Manager™

On the surface, thiz wonderful book appears to be a simple fable that is
easv to read and understand. But that is just the tip of the proverbial
iceberg.

Working with John Eotter, at the Harvard Business School. I learned
that he knows more about changing organizations than anvone,
anvwhere. Leaders and managers around the world have read his highlvy
respected book, Leading Change, and have discovered that using his Eizht
Steps iz the best way te ensure a successful organizational change.

What does that have to do with most of us?

Well, with Our Iceberg I= Melting, evervone working in anv kind of
organization—and that is most people—can now discover how to use the
zame Eight Steps, and enjov more succesz in these changing times.

Profezsor Kotter and his equallv creative coauthor Holger Rathgeber,
let us see how a group of penguins, in adverse conditions, use the steps.
seemingly without knowing it.

Whether vou work in a busziness, or the business of life, evervone from
CEO's to high zchool students, can gain from what each takez from this
story.



Az vou enjov reading what follows, vou mayv want to ask vourself,
“What iz mv ‘iceberg,” and how can I use what I discover in the storv?”

And then consider sharing it with others vou work with. After all,
things usuallv turn out better when evervone iz on the zame page.
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Welcome

Handle the challenge of change well, and you can prosper greatly.
Handle it poorly, and vou put vourself and others at risk

All too often people and organizations don’t see the need for change.
They don't correctly identify what to do, or successfully make it happen,
or make it stick. Businesses don’t. School svstems don't. Nations don't.

We have studied the challenge of change for decades. We know the
traps into which even very smart people fall. We know the steps that can
assure group success. And we will show veu what we have found.

Our methoed is showing, much more than telling, and showing with the
method that has helped more people learn over the centuries than anvy
other single technique: the fable.

Fables can be powerful because they take serious, confusing. and
threatening subjects and make them clear and approachable. Fables can
be memorable, unlike so0 much of the information that bombards us
today and is forgotten tomorrow. Thev can stimulate thought, teach
important lessons. and motivate anvone—voung or old—to use those
lessons. In our modern, high-tech world, we can easily forget this simple
vet profound truth.

The fable that follows was inspired by John Kotter's award-winning
research on how succesful change really happens. All of us encounter the
basic issues in the storv. Few of us encounter highly effective wavs of
dealing well with those izssues.

If you know much about the setting in which we have placed ocur
story—Antarctica—you'll see that life for our penguins is not exactly as
vou would find it on a National Geographic documentary. Fables are like
that. If vou think a fun story with illustrations must be for voung




children, voull zoon see thiz book i= about real-life problems that
frustrate nearlv evervone in organizations.

For readers who would prefer to begin by learning about the history of
thiz book, its intellectual underpinnings, the Eight Step change methed,
or exactly how thiz fable can help vou succeed in an era of change, we
have placed that material after the storv on page 128. If that deesn't feel
needed now, just find a comfortable chair and read on.



Our Iceberg Will Never Melt

Once upon a time a colony of penguins was living im the frozen
Antarctic on an iceberg near what we call toeday Cape Washington.

The iceberz had been there for manv, manyv vears. It was surrounded
by a zea rich in foed. On its surface were huge walls of eternal snow that
gave penguins shelter from dreadful winter stormas.

As far back az anv of the penguins could remember, thev had alwavs
lived on that iceberg. “This iz our home.” thev would tell vou if vou could
ever find their world of ice and snow. Thev would also zav, quite logicallv
from their perspective, “and this will alwavs be our home.”

Where thev lived, a waste of energy kills. Evervone in the colony knew
thev needed to huddle together to survive. So they had learned to depend
on each other. Thev often behaved like a big familv (which. of course,
can be both good and bad).



The birds were truly beautiful. Called Emperor Penguins, they were
the largest of =zeventeen tvpes of Antarctic animals that seem
perpetually to wear tuxedos.

Two hundred sixty-eight penguins lived in the coleny. One of them was
Fred.

Fred looked and acted much like the others. You would probably
describe him asz either “cute” or “dignified,” unless vou really dislike
animals. But Fred was different from most penguins in one very
important wav.



Fred was unusually curious and cbzervant.

Other penguins went hunting for creatures in the sea—quite neceszary,
zince there was no other food in Antarctica. Fred fished lesz and studied
the iceberg and the sea more.

Other penguins spent much of their time with friends and relatives.
Fred was a good husband and father, but he zocialized less than average.
He frequently went off by himself to take notes on what he had obzerved.

You might think that Fred was an odd bird, perhaps the zort of penguin
that others did not want to spend time with. But that wasn't really true.
Fred was just doing what zeemed right to him. As a result, he was
becoming increaszingly alarmed by what he saw.

Fred had a briefcase stuffed full of cbservations, ideas, and conclusions.



(Yes. a briefcase. Thiz is a fable.) The information was increasingly
dizsturbing. The information was beginning to cry out:



The Iceberg Is Melting and Might Break
Apart Soon!!

An iceberg that suddenlv collapsed into many pieces would be a
dizsaster for the penguins, especiallv if it occurred during the winter in a
storm. Manv of the older and vounger birds would surely die. Who could
zav what all the consequences would be? Like all unthinkable events,
there was no plan for how te deal with such a catastrophe.

Fred did not panic eazilv. But the more he studied his ocbservations, the
more he became unnerved.

Fred knew he had to do something. But he was in no position to make
any pronouncements or dictate how others should act. He was not one of
the leaders of the colonv. He wasn't even a zon, brother, or father of one
of the leaders of the colonv. And he had no track record asz a credible
iceberg forecaster.

Fred also remembered how fellow-penguin Harold had been treated
when he once suggested that their home was becoming more fragile.
When no one zeemed interested, Harold tried to azzemble some evidence.
Hiz effortz were greeted with:

“Hareld, vou really do worry too much. Have a squid, vou'll feel
better.”

“Fragile? Jump up and down Harold. Have fiftv of us jump up and
down at the zame time. Doez anvthing happen? Huh?”

“Your observations are fascinating Harold. But thev can be interpreted
in four very different wavs. You see, if one makes the assumption...”

Some birds zaid nothing, but they began to treat Harcld differently.
The change was subtle, but Fred had szeen it. It was definitelv not a
change for the better.



Fred found himself feeling rather lonelv.

Oh boy . ..

what do I do now?

. __‘_____.--(-i-%jcj .:_ e lE-‘; . ' J

e
",




What Do I Do Now?

The colony had a Leadership Council. It was also called the Group of
Ten, led by the Head Penguin. (The teenagers had another mame for the
group, but that's another story.)

Alice was one of the ten bossez. She was a tough, practical bird who had
a reputation for getting things done. She was also close to the colonvy.
unlike a few of her peers who were more aloof. Actually all of their breed
of penguins look a bit aloof, but thev don't all behave that wav.

Fred decided that Alice would be lessz likely to dizmisz hi= story than
other more zenior penguins. So he went to zee her. Alice being Alice, he
did not have to schedule an appointment.

Fred told her of his studies and his conclusions. She listened carefully,
even though, franklyv, she wondered if Fred was having some sort of
personal crisis.



Problems with the wife?
Eating too much squid
with high mercury levels?

But...Alice being Alice, she did not igmore Fred. Instead, she =zaid,
skeptically, “Take me to the place that vou think most clearly shows the
problem.”

That “place”™ was not on the upper surface of the iceberg, where the
melting and its consequencez were hard to see, but underneath and
inzide. Fred explained thiz to Alice. She listened, and not being the most
patient of birds, zaid, “Fine, fine, fine. Let’s go.”



Penguins are vulnerable when thev leap into the water because
leopard zeals and killer whales hide to catch careless birds. Without going
inte anv unpleasant graphic detail, let’s just sav that vou really don't
want te be caught by a killer whale or leopard =seal. So when Fred and
Alice jumped into the zea, they were instinctively careful.

Below the surface, Fred pointed out fissures and other clear svmptoms
of deterioration caused by melting. Alice was amazed at how she had
man-aged to ignore these zigns.

Alice continued to follow Fred az he turned inte a large hole at a
zidewall of the iceberg. Through a canal a few meters wide, they swam
deep into the heart of the ice, eventually reaching a spacious cave filled
with water.

Alice tried to look as if she totally understood what she was seeing. but
leadership was her specialtv, not the science of icebergs. Fred zaw the
perplexed look. S0 when thev returned to the surface, he explained.

To make a long story short—

Iceberzs are not like ice cubes. The bergs can have cracks inside called
canals. The canals can lead to large air bubbles called caves. If the ice
melts sufficiently, cracks can be exposed to water, which would then
pour into the canalz and caves.

During a cold winter, the narrow canalzs filled with water can freeze
quicklv, trapping water inside the caves. But as the temperature goes
lower and lower, the water in the caves will also freeze. Because a
freezing liqguid dramaticallvy expands in volume, an iceberg could be
broken into pieces.

After a few minutes, Alice began to see whv Fred was szo deeplvy
concerned. The magnitude of the problem could be...?

This was most definitely not good.



Alice was shaken, though she didn’t show it. Instead, she asked Fred
guestion after guestion.

“I need to think about what vou have shown me,” she told him, “and
then gquicklv talk with a few of mv fellow leaders.” Her mind was alreadyv
plotting awav.

“I will need vour assistance,” she told Fred. “I need vou to be prepared
to help others zee and feel the problem.” After a short pausze, she added,
“And be prepared that some birds won't want to see anv problem.”

Alice bid Fred good-bve. Fred felt both better and worse.

Better—He was no longer the only pengzuin who saw the potential for
dizaster. He wasn't the onlvy penguin who felt a senze of urgency to do
zomething about the problem.

Worse—He did not vet see any solution. And he did not much like the
wav Alice had said “be prepared” and “some birds won't want to see anv

problem.”

The awful Antarctic winter was only two months awav.

itk Ak dlk
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Problem? What Problem?

During the next few davs, Alice contacted all members of the
Leadership Council, including Louis, the Head Penguin. She asked them
to go on the journev she had taken with Fred. Most listened to her. But
thev were verv skeptical. Was Alice having a perzonal problem, perhaps
with her marriage?!

MNone of thoze with whom Alice spoke showed anv enthusiasm about the
idea of swimming inte a big dark cave. A few Council members could not
even find time to see Alice. They zaid that they were busv with other
important matters. Theyv were dealing with a complaint from a rather
loud bird that another penguin was making facez behind hiz back (a
somewhat confuszing izzue zince penguins cannot make faces).

Thev were alzo debating whether their weeklv meetingz should last
two or two and one-half hours, a hot izssue for those who liked jabbering
and these who did not.

Alice aszked Louiz, the Head Penguin, to invite Fred to the next
Leadership Council meeting to present and defend his conclusions. “After
what vou have told me about him. I am certainly very imterested in
hearing what Fred has to sav,” the Head Penguin said—diplomaticallv.

Louiz did not, however, schedule time for a presentation by this
relativelv unknown penguin who had never before spoken to the group of
leaders. But Alice was inzistent, reminding her boss that thev had to take
some risks, “which vou have bravely done all vour life.” That was true,
more or less. and Louis was flattered to hear Alice zav zo (even though
her motives were pretty obvious).

The Head Penguin agreed to invite Fred. Alice did.

In preparation for hiz meeting with the leaders, Fred conzidered



writing a speech in which he would give statistics about the shrinking
zize of their home, the canals, the caves filled with water, the number of
fizsures cbviously cauzed by melting, and so on. But when he asked a few
of the older members of the colony about the Group of Ten, he learned
that:

+« Two of the birds on the Leadership Council loved to debate the
validity of anv statistics. And thev loved to debate for hours and hours
and hours and hours. Thesze two were the more vocal advocates
lobbving for longer meetings.

» One of the Leadership Council members would usually fall asleep—or
at leazt come awfullv cloze—during a long presentation with statistics.
Hizs snoring could be dizsruptive.

« Another bird was very uncomfortable with numbers. He tried to hide
his feelings. usually by nodding his head a great deal. All the head
nod-ding tended to annov zome other members of the group, which
could lead to bad moods and bickering.

+ At least two other Council members made it pretty clear that they
did not like to be TOLD much of anvthing. Thev saw it as their job to be
deing the TELLING.

After much thought, Fred chose an approach te the upcoming meeting
that was different from his eriginal plan.



Fred constructed a model of their iceberg. It was four feet by five feet
and made of real ice and snow. The construction was not easy for Fred
(ezpeciallv zince he had no hands, fingers. and opposable thumbs).

When he was done, Fred knew it was not perfect. But Alice thought it
was a very creative idea and definitelv good enough to help the leaders
begin to see the problem.

The night before the meeting, Fred and his friends moved the model to
where the leadership team met, which, unfortunately, wasz on the
highest mountain of the iceberg. Halfwayv up the hill, the grumbling
began. “Remind me whv I'm doing thiz* was one of the kinder comments
from hiz friends.




If penguins could grunt and grean, there would have been plenty of
both.

The next morning. the leaders were already standing around the
model when Fred arrived. Some were engaged in a lively debate. Others
looked myvstified.

Alice intreduced Fred to the group.

Louiz started the meeting, az the Head Penguin alwavs did. “Fred, we
want to hear about vour discoverv.” Fred bowed respectfullyv. He could
senze openness from Louiz and some members of the group. Others
seemed neutral. A few made little effort to hide their skepticism.

Fred gathered hiz thought=—and courage—and then teld the storv of his
dizcoverv. He explained the methods he had devized to study their home.
He dezcribed how he had found the deterioration, the open canals, the big
expozed cave full of water—all of which had to be caused bv melting.

Constantly Fred used the model to orient hiz audience and illustrate his
points. All but one of the Leadership Council penguins moved closer to
the medel.

When Fred removed the top half of the structure to show the big cave
and explain its disastrous impact, vou could have heard a snowflake
falling on the ground.

When the demonstration was completed, there was silence.

Alice started the discussion by saving. “I saw all this with mv own
eves, The cave full of water iz huge. It'z scarv. I zaw all the other zigns of
destruction that must be caused by the melting. We cannot ignore this

anvmore!”

A few penguinz nodded.



One of the Leadership Council members was an older. heavvset bird
named NoNe. NoNo was responsible for weather forecasting. There were
two theoriezs as to the origin of his name. One was that his great
grandfather had been called NoNo. Another theorv was that his first
words a= a baby penguin were not “Ma” or “Pa,” but “No, No.”

NoNo was accustomed to being blamed for being wrong in his weather
forecasts. but thiz businezs about the iceberg melting was too much for
him. He spoke up, barely able to control hizs emotions. “I have regularly
reported to thiz group about my observations of the climate and its effect
on our icebergz,” he zaid. “As I have told vou before, periods of melting
during warm summers are commeon. During winter, evervthing returns
to mormal. What he saw, or fhinks he saw, iz mothing new. There iz no
reason to worry! Our iceberg is zolid and strong, and can withstand such
fluctuationz!™

Each zentence from NoNo came out louder than the last. If penguins
could become red faced, which they can’t, he would have been red faced.
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When NoNo zaw that the support of some of the others was turning in
his favor, he pointed to Fred and said dramaticallv:

“Thiz junior bird savs melting ice has opened that canal. Buf maybe if
hasn’. He zavs the canal will freeze thiz winter and trap the water in a
big cave. Buf maybe it wont! He savs the water in the cave will freeze. Buf
maybe if will nof! He savs freezing water alwavs expands in volume. Buf
maybe he's wrong! And even if all he savs turns out to be true, iz our
iceberg reallv so fragile that freezing water in a cave can break it into
dangercusly small pieces? How de we know what he says is nof just—a
theory? Wild speculation? Fearmongering 2!/



NoNo paused, glared at the others, and threw what he hoped was a
knock-out punch:

“Can he guarantee that his data and conclusions are 10opercent accurate?”
Four of the birdz nodded. One seemed to have become as mad as NoNo.

Alice quietly shot Fred an encouraging look that basicallv zaid: things
are fine (which she knew was not true), vou can handle this (which was
not at all clear), now just go ahead and reply calmly (which for her
would have been difficult since she wanted to scream, “NoMNe, vou
nitwit!™).

Fred zaid nothing. Alice gave him another encour-aging lock.

Fred hesitated, then szaid, “Honestlv, no. I cannot give vou a guarantee.
No, I am not 100 percent sure. But should our melting iceberg break into
manyv pieces, it will be in winter, when it iz dark both dav and night,
when the terrible storms and windz make us most vulnerable. Wouldn't
manyv., manyv of us die?”

Two of the birds standing near Fred seemed horrified. He looked in their
direction and zaid, “Wouldn't it happen?”

Seeing that most of the Leadership Council still appeared to be vervy
skeptical. Alice gave NoMNe a hard look and zaid: “Imagine parents who
lost their children. Imagine them coming to us and azking. ‘How could
thiz have happened? What were vou doing? Why didn't vou forezee this
crizis?

It was your job to protect the colony?! What would vou tell them? ‘Well,
ves, sorrv. We had heard that there might be a problem, but the
information was not 100 percent credible.”™

She paused to let her comments sink in.

“What would we tell them az they stood before uz in unspeakable pain?



That we had hoped such a tragedv would not happen? That it was not
appropriate to act until we were 100 percent sure?”

Again, snowflakes could almost be heard crashing onte the ground.

Beneath her dignified exterior, Alice was =0 angrv zhe wanted to take
the ice medel and throw it at NoXNo.

Louis, the Head Penguin. noticed a change in the group’s mood. He
zaid, “If Fred is correct, then we only have the remaining two months
until winter begins to react to this threat.”

Omne of the other penguin leaders said, “We need to form a committee
from members of this team to analvze the zituation and look into possible
zolutions.”

Manv of the birds nedded in agreement.

Another one of them told the group, “Yes, but we must do evervthing
possible so that the colonv’s routines remain intact. Our chicks need a lot
of food now to grow, and we need to avoid confusion. So, we must keep this
a secret until we have worked out a good selution.”

Alice cleared her threat loudly, then zpoke with a steelvy resclve.
“When we have a problem, forming a committee and trving to protect
our colony from unpleazant news iz what we normallv do. But thisz is jar,
far from a normal problem.”

The others looked at her. The unasked question on evervone's mind
was: Where was she going with this line of reasoning?

Alice zaid, “We must immediatelv call a general azzembly of the colony
and convince as manv as possible that there iz a big problem. We must
get enough of our friends and families on our side so that we have a
chance of finding a solution that manyv will accept.”

Normallv penguinz behave in quite a controlled manner, especially if
thev are Leadership Council penguinsz sitting in a meeting. But now a few



of the birds went completelv wild, all talking at the same time.

“An aszembly!!” ¥, the rizk iz..” “... never have we..” “... a panic...”
# wll0, o, noe..” “..and what would we sav?”®
MUST keep
Worrying them is this a secret!

VERY badt /-~ 1
PANIC!!

Don’t want to
panic anyone!

It was not a pretty zight.

“I have an idea,” Fred =zaid cautiously. “Would vou give me a few
minutes, pleaze? I won't be long.”

The others zaid nothing. Fred took that to be a ves—or at least not a no.

He moved az quickly as poszible down the mountain, found what he
wanted, and climbed back up. The Group of Ten birdzs were jabbering
once again. Thev stopped when Fred arrived with a glazs bottle.



“What's this?” asked Alice.

“I don't reallvy know.” Fred said. “Mv father found it one summer
wazhed up to the edge of our iceberg. It looks like ice, but it is not made
from ice.” He pecked on the bottle with the tip of hiz beak. “It's much
harder than ice and if vou =it on it, it warms up but it doesn't melt.”

Evervone stared. So...7

“Perhapz we could fill it with water, seal the hole on top, and place it in
the cold wind. Then tomoerrow we can see if it is broken by the force of the
expanding water as it freezes.”

Fred paused as the rest of the group worked their wav through the logic
of hiz statements.



He continued. “And if it doesn’t break apart. then perhaps vou should
not rush ahead and call an assembly of the colony™

Alice was fascinated. Rizky, she thought to herself, but iz thiz bird
clever or what™!

MNoNo suspected it was a trick but zaw no easv out. And mavbe it would
stop all the foolishness.

Louiz, the Head Penguin, loocked at NoXo.
Louis made his judgment. He told the others, “Then let it be done.”
And they did.

Louiz put water into the bottle. He zealed it with a fizh bone that was
just the right szize. He gave the bottle to Buddy, a quiet and bovizhly
handszome penguin who evervone seemed to like and trust.

And then they dispersed.

Fred was alwavs willing to stick hiz neck out if neceszarw, though it
inevitablv made him nervous. So he did not sleep particularly well that
night.

The next morning when Buddy climbed up the hill, all the others were
there locking down at him. When he reached the top, one of the birds
zaid, “*Well?”

Buddy produced the bottle. It was clearly broken from ice that had
grown too big to fit inside.

“I'm convinced,” Buddy told them.

The birdz jabbered for half an hour. All except two zaid that they
needed to act. One of the two, of course. was NoMNo. “You mayv be onto
something” he said, “but...”



He was more or less ignored.

Louis said, “Let the others know we will have an aszemblv. Do not tell
them the topic vet.”

£ % %

The colonv’s birds were curious about the reason for the aszemblv. But
Alice made sure the Leader-ship Council members kept their beaks
shut—which built up a bit of interest and suspensze.

Nearlyv all the adults showed up. Mozt of the talk was about normal life
on their iceberg.

“Felix is getting fat. Too much fizsh, too little exercize.

“Where iz he getting all the fish?”

“Ahh. now fhaf iz an interesting storv.”

Louis called the meeting to order and quickl v turned it over to Alice.

Alice told of her swim with Fred, the many zigns of melting, and the
open cave filled with water. Fred showed hiz model of the iceberg and
explained why he thought they were in danger. Buddy told the story of
the glasz bottle. And Louis, as Head Penguin. ended the zezsion by zaving
that in hiz opinion they had to act, and though he was not sure how, he
was confident theyv would find a solution.

By the time evervone had a chance to zee the model and the bottle up
cloze, to azk both Fred and Alice questions, and to hear more from Louis,
the meeting had lasted most of the morning.



The birds were stunned. even those who normally responded to
anvthing by saving “well ves, but....” The complacent sense that all i=
just fine-fine-fine-thank-vou began to drain into the vast ocean. Fred.
Louis, and Alice were certainly not aware of it—professional change
experts they were mot—but by reducing complacency and increasing
urgency thev had taken exactly the right first step in potentially zaving
the colony.

When the meeting broke up, the jabbering began.



now I know why!



—

Stnp complaining
about missing
lunch. THINK!!

| Why does this

have to happen Oh boy.
to me? Boy, oh boy.
e I mean boy,

oh boy, oh boy

Harvey, be rcal.
Winter is only a

few months away!! /

-



I Cannot Do the Job Alone

The next morning a friend of NoNo's slid up te Louis. Penguins can slide
on their stomachs, though it looks bizarre to humans. He suggested that
az the Head Penguin, it was Louis's DUTY to zolve the melting iceberg
problem by himszelf. “That’s what leaders do. You are a great leader. You
need no help.” The bird then zlid (one might sav slithered) awav.
Another penguin suggested that Louis delegate the problem to the voung
birds who were the experts on ice. Louis pointed out, patientlv, that those
birdz had no credibility in the celonv, had ne known leaderzship skills,
were very inexperienced, and a few were not well liked. The bird making
thiz suggestion said, “So what'zs vour point?”

Louis thought about what next step he should take, then called Alice,
Fred, Buddy, and a penguin named Jordan to a quiet spot on the
northwest zide of the iceberg. Jordan was known as the “Professor” since
he was the closest the Leadership Council had to an intellectual. If a
university were located on their iceberg, Jordan would have been a
tenured member of the faculty.

The Head Penguin said. “The colonv needs a feam of birds to guide it
through this difficult period. I cannot do the job alone. I believe the five of
us are the best team for the task ahead.”

Alice modded ever so zlightlv. Buddv looked con-fused. Fred was
surprized that he, a more junior penguin, was being included. But the
Profezzor was the first to speak.

“Whyv do vou make the assumption that the five of us can succeed?” he
azked.

Louiz nodded in hiz normal patient manner. Alice hid her irritation. If
she had had a watch, which she didn't, she would have been looking at it



while tapping her foot.

“It iz a reasonable question.” the Head Penguin zaid. “Look at the five of
us, Professor. Define the challenge clearlv. Make a list in vour mind of
each of our strengths. Deduce an answer te vour own guestion.”

Louiz never talked thiz wayv, except when he was speaking to the
Profezzor.

Jordan looked off toward the horizon. If vou could have heard the
thoughts flashing through hiz penguin brain. they would have been
zomething like this;

+ Louis. Head Penguin. Enough experience to be wise. Patient. A bit
conservative. Not easily flustered. Respected by almeost all except NoNo
and the teenagers. Smart (but not an intellectual heavyweight).

» Alice. Practical. Aggreszive. Makes things happen. Doesn't care about
status and treats evervone the same. Impossible to intimidate, z=o don't
even trv. Smart (but not an intellectual heavyweight).

+ Buddv. Bovizhly handsome. Not the slizhtest bit ambitious. Well
trusted and liked (mavbe vour wife likes him too much). Definifeliy not
an intellectual heavvweight.

+ Fred. Younger. Amazingly curious and creative. Level-headed. Nice
beak. Insufficient data to judge hiz 1.Q.



« Me. Logical (actuallv. verv logical). Well read. Fascinated by
interesting questions. Not the most zocial of birds, but then whyv would
anvone want to be a zocial bird?

» Thus, if the Head Penguin iz A, Alice is B, Buddy is C, Frediz D, and I
amE, then A+ B + C + D+ E clearlv equalz a strong group.

The Profezsor turned to Louiz and zaid. “What vou sav is remarkably
logical.”

Buddy looked confused, az he often did. He never really underztood the
Profeszor, but he trusted Louis. Alice’s irritation calmed a bit az she was
once again reminded of whv the Head Penguin was the Head Penguin.

Fred couldn’t imagine what went on in the Professor’'s head. But like
Alice and Louis, Fred senzed thev were on the right track. He also felt
privileged to be working with this talented group of =enior birds.

Thev spent the rest of the dav together. The conversation was difficult
at first:

“I wonder by what percentage our home is shrinking each vear,” the
Profezzor zaid at one peint. “I once read that a bird named Vladiwitch

created a method...”

Alice coughed twice. Loudlv. While staring intenszelv at Louis, she said.
“Mavbe we should concentrate on what we are going to do tomorrow.”

Buddy zaid =oftlv, “I'm sure Mr. Vladiwitch was a verv nice bird.”



The Professor nodded, pleased that someone was joining his
conversation, even if it was only Buddy.

Louis redirected the dialogue. “I think it would help if we all clozed our
eyes for a moment.” Before the Profeszor could question the relevance of
eve closing, the Head Penguin zaid, “Pleaze don't azk why. Tolerate an
old bird’s suggestion. This will only require a minute.”

The others, one after the other, closed their eves.

Louiz zaid, “With wvour evez szhut, point east.” After a moment of
hesitation, all did zo. “Now open vour eves,” he told them.

Buddyv, the Professor, Fred, and Alice all peinted in different directions.
Buddy even pointed slightly upward toward the skyv.




Alice sighed. intuitively zenzing the problem. The Professor said. “Ah,
ves, fazcinating.” Fred nedded ever zo slightlv. Buddv was lost.

The Professor szaid. “You zee, for us, A + B iz additive—that iz to zav,
more capable than two individuals by themselvez—only if A and B can
work as a team. Yet we responded to Louis's task as individuals. He did
not sav we couldn’t work tegether, could not talk or touch each other.
You zee, Flotbottom’s theory of group...”

The Head Penguin interrupted the speech bv raizing hiz wing, then
zaving “Would anvone like squid for lunch?” Thiz stopped the overweight
professor, whose grumbling stomach easilvy trumped hiz brain. Buddv
zaid. “What a great idea.”

Penguins LOVE squid, those sea creatures that come in szizes ranging
from as large as a bus—like Jules Verne's monster in zo.oo0c Leagues
L'nder the Sea—to smaller than a mouse. But the tinv squid =0 liked by the
penguins are tricky little devils. They will shoot a very unappealing jet
of black ink at a predator and then zoom awav. So in a one squid versus
one penguin matchup, the zguid can easilvy win. Penguins, having
discovered thiz problem manv, manv vears ago, had found a solution:
hunt zquid in groups.

Louiz jumped into the sea first, quickly followed bv the others.
Although penguins wobble awkwardly back and forth on land—locking a
bit like Charlie Chaplin—in the water they move with extraordi-narv
skill and grace. Thev can dive a third of a mile beneath the surface, stav
under water for up to twentv minutes. and maneuver better than a
$z5o.000 Porsche. But..extracrdinarv individual capabilitiezs do not a
squid catch.

The first zquid thev encountered actually escaped. But soon the
penguins learned to work together well—coordinating their movements,
surrounding the lunch. Eventually, enough food for evervone was found,
even for the Professor's rather largze appetite.



After a zatisfving meal., Louis led a discussion that rarelvy touched on
the melting iceberg or what the five of them needed to do mext. Instead
he focuzed on life, loved ones, and their hopes and dreams. They talked
for hours.

The Profezzor waz dizinclined to just talk about life without structure
around the conversation to give it zome RIGOR. So he kept hiz beak shut
and let hiz analvtical brain work quietiv. Melting iceberg. Fred finds it.
Tough zell to a complacent group. Goes to Alice first. Shows her the
problem. The ice model. The bottle. The group meeting. Complacency
reduced. Louis picks group to guide the effort. Interesting makeup.
Turning nonteam inte team with squid and talk.

All rather strange, but fazcinating.

The next morning, Louis kept them together. He would have liked a
month to turn the five birds into a close-knit team. But he did not have a
month. So he did the best he could, and within two days the penguins
certainly looked much lesz like individuals peointing in different
directions. Louiz had largelv succeeded in taking the difficult but
essential step of pulling together a team to guide the needed change.






The Seagull

An impatient Alice suggested thev zearch rapidlv for sclutions to their
melting-iceberg problem by talking to others in the colonv. The Head
Penguin was not sure that talking to others was the best next step, and
the Profeszor definitelv did not zee the point. But after a constructive
dizcussion, Alice prevailed.

One bird—who had the heart of a Texas cilman—suggested thev drill a
hole from the surface down to the cave to let out water and pressure. This
would not sclve the more general problem of the melting. but it mizht
keep their home from expleding during the upcoming winter. This
drill-a-hole idea was brieflv discussed before the Profeszor pointed out
that with all 268 birds pecking away 24 hours a dav, thev would break
through to the cave in 5.2 vears.

Next.

Another bird suggested thev find a perfect iceberg. Mo melting, no
expozed caves, no fiszures, just wonderful in every wayv so that their
children and grandchildren would never, ever have to face a crizis like
thiz again. Perhaps if thev appointed a perfect-iceberz committee?
Fortunatelv. Alice was not around to hear this.

Another idea: somehow move the colony toward the center of
Antarctica where the ice iz thicker and stronger. Although none of the
penguin: had any idea of the zize of the continent—more than one and a
half times the size of the United States!—one verv heavvszet bird zaid,
“Won't that take us a long wayv from water? How will I get fish?”

Next.

One penguin on the Leaderzhip Council suggested creating a sort of
superglue out of killer-whale blubber and using it to glue the iceberg



together “real tight.” He admitted that thiz would not solve the more
general problem of melting, but it might avert immediate disaster.

Thev were cbviously getting desperate.

Then an clder and highly rezpected member of the colony zuggested
that they trv zomething new. “Mavbe vou should do what Fred did when
he found our terrible problem. Walk around., keeping vour eves and
minds open. Be curious.” The Head Penguin. recognizing the need for a
different approach, agreed. “Let's try it,” he said, and =0 thev did.

They went west. Thev saw beautiful walls of snow. They zaw families
doing things families do. Thev overheard converzations about melting
and fizh. Thev liztened to birdz who needed to share their anxieties.

Then after an hour or so, Fred, in his tvpically respectful wav. said:
“Up there.”



Fred was looking at a seagull. Since normally there are no seagulls in
Antarctica, they all stared. A small. white, flving penguin? Probablv
not.

“Fascinating.” said the Profeszor. “I have a theorv about animals that
flv. You see—" Before he could continue, Alice tapped him on his shoulder.
He had learned in the prior two davs that Alice tapping him like that
meant “vou're wonderful, Professor, but please shut up,” which he did.

“What iz it?” asked Buddy.

“Idon’t know,” Fred zaid, “but a bird can’t fly for-ever. It must have a



home on the ground. But it's zo0 cold here.”

Thev agreed. If the seagull tried to live with them, it would freeze as
hard az a rock in lezs than a week.

Fred continued, “I suppose it could be veryv, very lost, but it does not
zeem to be afraid. What if moving from one piece of land to another was
just the way it lived? What if it's a...”

Fred used the closest word penguins have for nomad.

Alice zaid, “You aren’t suggesting...?”

The Head Penguin zaid, “I wonder.”

The Professor said, “Fascinating.”

Buddy zaid, “I'm zorrv, but what are vou talking about?”

The Head Penguin responded to Buddy by saving., simply. “We are
thinking about the possibility of a new and verv different wav of life.”

They talked for hours and hourz. if we... But then... How would we...?
No, vou zee... Yes, but we could... Why not...? Just mavbe...

Buddy asked, “So what do we do next?™
The Head Penguin zaid, “We need to think thiz through carefullv.”
Alice zaid, “We need to move fast.”

The Profeszor said. “But guality of thought iz more important than
zpeed.”

Alice continued, “First we need to learn more about that flving bird,
and now.”

The Head Penguin agreed. The Professor went locking for something to



write on. Then thev all went to search for the seagull.

Fred had in him a bit of Sherlock Holmes. the famous nonpenguin
detective. So within a half hour, they found the seagull.

Alice whizpered to Buddv, “Say ‘hello’ to the bird.”

In the warm and gentle voice that came naturallv, Buddv =zaid, “Hi.
This iz Alice.” He pointed at her. “That's Louis, Fred. and the Professor.
I'm Buddv.”

The zeagull just stared at them.

“Where do vou come from?” Buddy asked. “And what are vou looking
for here?”

The seagull kept itz distance, but did not fly awav. Finally he zaid, “I'm
a scout. I fly ahead of the clan looking for where we might live next.”

The Professor began to ask questionz—useful questions, though he did go
off on tangents occasionally (alwavs brought back by You-Enow-Who).

In rezponse, the seagull told the penguinz of hiz clan’s nomadic
exizstence. He talked about what thev ate (which, franklv, sounded to the
penguins like just about anvthing). He spoke of what it was like to be a
scout. When he began to turn blue and have trouble speaking., he zaid
good-byve and flew awav.

The Professor and Buddy were not totally convinced that what was
appropriate for seagulls could poszibly be right for penguins. “We're
different.” “Thev flv.” “We eat delicious fresh fizh.” “Thev =eem to eat,
well...vuck.”

“Of course we're different,” Alice zaid with consider-ably meore
diplomacy than usual. “That means we can’t just copv them. But the

idea is very interesting.

I can almost see how we might live. We'd learn to move around. We



wouldn't stay in one place forever. We wouldn't try to fix melting
icebergs. We would just face up to the fact that what sustains us cannot
go on forever.”

The Profeszor asked dozens of questions. Louis zaid little but thought a
great deal about the discussion and its implications.

Alice zaid, “I wonder whv someone didn’t think of thiz idea as zoon as
we realized that our iceberg was melting?”

The Professor said, “Surelv someone in the colony did. It is =0, logical.”

The Profezssor turned hiz head to the right. What he zaw was:

Maybe we should
pray to “Roland the

Round,” the beloved
founder of our




Well, the Profeszor thought, mavbe not.

The Head Penguin zaid, “After living one way for zo long, why should it
be easv to think of a whole new way of life?”

The Profeszor realized that no one had offered a zolid theorv about whyv
their home was melting. He had been assuming that melting and
degradation must have occurred slowly over a long peried of time. But
what if that weren't true?

What if szomething had caused the problem zuddenly? But what could
that pozsiblv be? Should he have urged hiz fellow penguins to take more
time and be more svstematic in thinking about their iceberg problem?
But there was zo little time.

Unanswered questions disturbed the Professor greatly. But that
evening, he zslept remarkably well under the circumstances. He believed
the team had succeeded in creating a vizion of a new future, and one that
seemed plausible. He was beginning to zee how thev could create that
future. He was (eddlv) comforted that Louis, Alice, Fred, and Buddy were
thinking the same wav.






Getting the Message Out

The following day, Louis called for a meeting at noon of the entire
colony. Az vou would expect at this point, nearly evervone showed up—so
there would be again ne lunch for the increasingly desperate lecpard
seals.

An energized Professor spent the entire morning preparing a sort of
g7-zlide PowerPoint presentation for Louis to use in communicating their
vision. The Head Penguin looked over the material. which was very
impressive, then gave it to Buddy. After studving the Professor's work,
Buddy szaid, “I'm sorry, but I'm a little lost.” Louiz azked where he had
become stuck. Buddv told him it was on slide #2. Alice shut her eves and
did deep breathing exercizes.

The Head Penguin looked again at the presentation created bv the
Profeszor. It was, in its way, beautifully done. But Louiz kept thinking
about how difficult it would be to help the colony understand his
message. How do vou talk to birds who were anxious, precccupied,
skeptical, tradition bound, or unimaginative?

Louis decided he needed to trv a different methed. even though it could
be rizky. He did not like risk. but...

Louiz began the colony’s assemblv by zaving, “Fellow penguins, az we
meet thiz challenge—and we definifely will-it iz more important than
ever to remember who we really are.

The crowd looked blankly at him.

“Tell me, are we penguins who deeply respect one another?”

There was silence until someone said, “Of course.” Then others =said,
IIIYEE.'N:



NoNo was in the middle of the audience trving to fisure out what
scheme was afoot. It was not obvious vet, which he did not like.

Louiz continued. “And do we stronglv value dizcipline?” “Yes.” =zaid a
dozen or zo of the elderly birds.

“And do we have a strong senze of responsibilitv. too?” It was hard to
argue with that. It had been true for generations. “Yes.,” manyv now
agreed.

“Above all, do we stand for brotherheood and the love of our voung?™ A
loud “Yes!" followed.

The Head Penguin paused. “And tell me...are these beliefz and shared
values linked to a large piece af ice?”

When zome not particularlv bright birds, caught up in the vesz-ves
cadence, were again about to zay “Yes,” Alice shouted “NO!” She was
quickly followed by the Professor, Fred, and few of the vounger birds.
Then many penguins muttered a “No, no, no” to themselves.

“No,” Louis agreed.

The birds stood =till, all locking at the Head Penguin. Some didn’t know
that he could speak so forcefullv—and so emotionallv.

“T'd like vou now to listen to Buddv.” Louis zaid after another dramatic
pause. “He will tell you a story that inspired us to think of a new and
better way of life.”

S0 Buddy started to tell the seagull’s storv: “He is a scout for his clan.
He explores the territorv to find good places for his colony to move next.
Imagine, they are free! They go wherever they like fo go. You see, manv.
many vears ago, they.

Buddy told what he knew of the history of the seagull clan, of the way
thev lived now, and of the bird he had met. Buddy wasn't aware of it, but



he was a very good storvteller.

When he was done, the penguin: had many gquestions. Some of the
zslower birds struggled with the idea of a flving animal. Some just wanted
to know everv detail of what the seagull had said. There were manv side
discuzzions, especially about “freedom”™ and a nomadic existence. The
faster birdzs were quick to zee the vision without it ever being stated
explicitly.

Louis let the jabbering go on for a while. Then he cleared hiz throat
loudly and asked for order. When the neise subzsided, he told the crowd.
with conviction, “This iceberg is not who we are. It is only where we now
live. We are smarter, stronger, and more capable than the zeagulls. So
whv can’t we do what thev have done, and better? We are not chained to
thiz piece of ice. We can leave it behind us. Let it melt to the =ize of a fizh.
Let it break into one thousand pieces. We will find other places to live
that are safer. When neceszarv. we will move again. We will never have
to put our families at rizk from the sort of terrible danger we face todav.
WE WILL PREVAILY"

MoMo's blood pressure hit 240 over 160.

Bv the end of the meeting, if vou could have carefully studied the eves
of the crowd. vou would probably have concluded that:

« 30 percent of the colony could zee a new wayv of living, were
convinced the vision had merit, and were relieved;

+ 30 percent were digesting what thev had heard and seen;

» 20 percent were verv confused;



« 10 percent were skeptical but not hostile; and

« 10 percent were like NoNo, convinced this was all completelv absurd.

The Head Penguin thought to himszelf, “goed enough for mow,” and =o
he ended the meeting. Alice grabbed Fred, Buddy, and the Professor, and
zaid. “Follow me.” Being zensible birds, thev did zo0.

She quickl v explained her latest idea: to come up with zslogans to be put
on iceposters. “We need to remind the birds of what thev have heard, and
remind them ALL TH E TIME. The meeting thiz moerning was brief. Some
of the colonv were not here. The message iz radical. We need much more
communication—evervday, evervwhere.”

Buddy wondered. aloud. “Will so manyv posters be annoving to some of
our friends?" Alice replied, “Given a choice between a few annoved birds
and a melting, exploding iceberg with screaming penguinz on it, I'd
chooze annoved.” Put that wav...

Thev began creating posters. At first thev struggled.



But with the help of some of the more creative birds—some of whom
were vounger than Fred-thev quicklv got the hang of it.

Every dav for a week, twentv penguins came up with new slogans and
put them on iceposters scattered around the iceberg. When the birds
could find no more places for the posters. Alice suggested they put them
underwater next to the most popular and productive fishing grounds.
Sounds a little odd. but (1) penguins can see verv clearly under-water,
(2) there were no posters there, vet, (3) when penguins look for fizh, thev
cannot cloze their eves, even if thev are annoved.

The dramatic meeting, Louis's “we are not an iceberg” speech, Buddv’s
storvtelling about the seagull, and Alice’s countless iceposters began to
have the desired effect. Manv birds, though far from all, came to zee and
accept what thev had to do.

Communicating the new vizion of a nomadic life, of a very different



future, was for the most part remarkably successful.

The colony had taken vet another big step forward. You could tell just
by watching the birds.




Good News, Bad News

Thirty to forty birds began to work in small groups to plan for the
zelection of scouts, the mapping of trips to find new icebergs. and the
logistics of moving the colony. Louis was cautiously optimistic.

Over the next week, there was both good news and bad.

Good: Although some birds were still anxious, enthusiasm among the
core group of planners bezan to grow and grow.

Mostly Good: XNearlv a dozen birds expressed interest in being
scouts—the job of locking for a new home for the colony. Unfortunately,
the group was mostly made up of adelescents who showed less concern for
finding a new iceberg than for putting more excitement into lives that
lacked video games and Nikes.

Not so good: NoXNo and a few of his friends seemed to be evervwhere
forecasting storms and dangerous currents. Manv penguinz ignored
them, but far from all.

Mysterious: A few of the verv voung penguins started having scary
dreams. When Alice looked inte the problem, she foumd that the
kindergarten teacher had developed an affinity for telling the children
horror stories about ghastly killer whales hunting voung penguins. The
nightmares caused much uprear among the parents, including zome
who were possible candidatez to become scouts. Whv was the
good-natured teacher creating this problem?

Not mysterions at all, but certainly not helpful: Some members
of the Leaderzhip Council thought the scouts would need a boss. When
thev began to lobbv for the role of Prezsident of the Scouts, irritating
conflict among the Council members grew.



And finallv, there was...

Very troubling news: Penguins need a lot of food te build up fat for
the winter. Someone pointed cut that the difficult task of exploring the
vast territorvy around the iceberg would leave the =couts with
inzufficient time to fish. Thiz problem waz made much worse becauzeof a
long-standing tradition in the colonv that birds shared their food with
their children, and ONLY with their children. No adults caught fizh for
other adults. It simplv was not done.

The effect of the good news at first outweighed the bad. But then NoMNo's
antics, anxious children, anxiety among the parents of anxious children,
infighting in the Leaderzhip Council, and the feeding-the-scouts problem
began to take their toll.

Moo and a few of his friendz zaw the obstaclez and were encouraged.
Mavbe if they worked a little harder...

p itk dtk
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Amanda was one of the most enthusiastic and hardwoerking of the birds
in the group of planners. She believed in the vizion of a new way of life.
She worked fourteen-hour davs to help make it a reality. But then her
husband. unnerved by NoNo's pronouncements, demanded that she stop.
Long, difficult conversations ensued. Then her child’s nightmares
became =0 chilling that szhe found her-self spending half the night
tending to the little bird. When she heard about the feedimg-the-scouts
problem, her level of frustration outgrew her initial excitement. Feeling
powerless to deal with forces bevond her control, she started te skip the
planning meetings.

And she was not alone.

By Thursdav that week, three other birds were alsc missing the
meetings. By Friday, that number had grown to eight; by Saturday, to



fifteen.

The bird chairing thosze planning meetings tried to stop the outflow of
membership with a clear restatement of the facts. Iceberg melting. Must
change. Have a good vision. Time for implementafion. The logic was
impeccable. And it had no effect on the dropping attendance.

Alice zaw that manv of the more enthusiastic birds were becoming
very frustrated bv the mounting cbstacles. “We have to deal with this,”
she told Louis. “and quicklv.” He agreed.

Buddy, Fred, the Profeszor, Louis, and Alice dizcussed the situation,
identified what needed to be done, and agreed upon what role each of
them would plav. Such quick agreement was not necessarilv a zign of
panic, but close to it.

Even as thev met, NoNo was evervwhere.

“The gods are very mad,” he told crowd after crowd. “Thev will zend a
gigantic killer whale to eat all our fizsh. Itz enormous mouth will bite our
iceberg into pieces and crush our children in itz awful jaws. It will create
five hundred-foot waves. We must stop thiz nonsenze about ‘nomads’
immediately.”

Louiz pulled NoXNo aside and told him (truthfully) that weather
forecasting would be more important in the future and that thev needed
to add more science to their approach.

NoMo listened, warily.

“Therefore,” Louizs zaid, “I have azked the Profezzor to help us.”



MNoNo angrily turned around te leave and found the Professor was
already beside him.

“Did vou read the article by Himlizh on iceberg trauma?” the Profeszor
aszked. “I believe it was publizhed in the late 1060s." NoXNo ran. The
Profeszor followed.

And everyishere that NoNo went...

/Hhﬂ;m;m Harvard.

Or rather he spent his
later years there, Early

in his career...

In a very direct wayv, Louiz also dealt with thosze lobbving to be
Prezident of the Scouts.

It was a short, very firm discuzsion. “Enough!® he told them.

Buddy'z major rele in the plan was to talk to the kindergarten teacher.
The miztv-eved bird zhared her fearz with the Penguin Evervone



Liked—fears that clearlv had been influencing her choice of the stories
she was reading to the children.

“Wwith all the change,” she told him, nearly zobbing, “the colony may
not need a kindergarten. It, it..mayv not need a teacher who iz a bit too
old to adapt.”

She was verv upset. Buddy was verv svmpathetic. When she stopped
speaking, he told her: “No. The little birds will need to learn even more in
a world that will be ever changing. A kinderzarten will be more
important.”

Her zobbing zlowed. Buddv continued to zpeak of the eszential role of
schooling after all the changesz. “I am very confident.,” he concluded,
with complete sincerity, “that vou can help them learn what iz needed.
You are a wonderful teacher. If vou need to make adjustments here and
there, I know wvou'll do it because vou care so much for the little
penguins.”

He was reassuring. He was patient. He calmly and sincerelv repeated
hiz meszage again and again. She felt =0 relieved and happv that she
wanted to kisz him.

It was a trulv touching scene.

The actions by Louis, the Professor, and Buddv—with =till others by
Fred and Alice—all had an immediate effect.

NoMNo created no new mischief (though he certainly wanted to). No
matter where he went, the Professor was right beside him, talkinz and
talking and talking.

“A regreszzion of six variables haz shown...”

“If vou don’t stop following me.” NolNo screamed, “I'm going to...”

“Yes, ves. Now pav particular attention te this point. The regression...”



"Aaaggggh..."

After her chat with Buddy, the kindergarten teacher gathered her
voung students together to tell them tales of heroic action to help others
under difficult and changing circumstances. She found some great
storiez. Ehe told them with enthusziazm.

She explained that the colonv would be needing herces to deal with new
challenges, and that anvone, including the voungest of them, could help.
The students loved it.

That same evening, most of the nightmares stopped.

The number of penguinz actively working in the core group had
dropped from thirtv-five to eighteen. But now, az obstacles to change
were being removed, az fewer and fewer of the more enthusiastic birds
were feeling frustrated, distracted, or powerless, the numbers began to
rize again.

Louis calculated that thev would need around fifty birds to do all the
work that had to be completed quicklv. He didn't have fifty vet, but at
least the trend was in the right direction.

Sallv Ann was just a kindergarten student. Her mind was filled with
all the new stories of heroic action. While waddling home from school,



she saw Alice. As voungsters do when thev don't know anv better. she
approached thiz important bird and zaid, “Excusze me. How can I become
a hero?” Alice stopped and locked at her. Precccupied with the melting.
the general mood of the colony, and the feeding-the-scouts problem. she
barelv heard the question. The voungster repeated it. Instead of zaving,
“Just go home to vour mother,” Alice told her, “If you could make vour
parents understand that the Head Penguin needs their help, ezpeciallvy in
catching fizh to feed the scouts, then vou would be a true hero.”

“That'z all?” the little one replied, with all the hopeful naivete of the
voung.

The next dav, the child talked to her friends, and she had many
friends. And from those dizcussions, an idea was born of how the children
could help the colony make a momadic life a realitv. The kindergarten
teacher canceled a few regular claszes—broke a few rules—and helped
give the idea some structure. It came to be called “Tribute to Our Heroes
Dav.”

Some parents were nervous about all this activity. Making evervone,
even the children, feel empowered was unprecendented in the colonwv.
But the chicks loved it.



Oh, they're gone.
Mow I'm going o help
the colomy. She maid we
could all help, Dad!




The Scouts

Louis decided thev would need evidence, and quickly, that their efforts
were on the right track. So hiz next step was to ask Fred to select a small,
elite group of athletic and highly meotivated scouts, coordinate their
schedules, and zend them off to search for potential new homes.

“The colenv needs to see progress as soon as possible,” the Head Penguin
told Fred. “And we must do evervthing conceivable to help the scouts
devize the means to protect themselves. We need every one of those birds
to return zafelv and as fast as possible. Even one missing bird will create
more anxietv and make NolNo's warnings mere credible. Remember,
thev don't need to pick a new home, just find us a few possibilities.”

The scoutz were organized and left the next dav. Fred had chozen well.
Thev were strong, bright, and highlv enthusiastic.



P Jase will

& proud of me.



The toughest single challenge facing the colony was gathering enough
frezsh fish to feed the tired and hungrv scouts when thev returned to
their home. They would each need a huge meal of fizh immediatelv—up
to twenty pounds worth which, incredibly, a penguin can easzily eat at
one sitting.

But...there was that very old tradition in the colonv in which birds (1)
shared their food with their children, (2) shared their food ONLY with
their children.

S0 who would catch fish for the scouts?

Into the wvoid of practical solutions came little Sallv Ann, the
kindergartner, with her “Tribute to Our Heroes Dav” idea.

The Herces Dav Celebration would include a raffle, performances, a
band, and a flea market. The unusual price of admiszion: two fish per
adult.

The voung birds explained the festive dav to their parents. Az vou
might imagine, zome precccupied adults could not guite grasp what they
were hearing, some did not like the idea much at all, and some were not
even aware that scoutz had left the iceberg. Yet manv were proud of
their children for being creative in a time of need.

3till, parents felt a bit awkward. “You don’t share food, except with
vour children™ was a verv, verv old and established tradition. So the
inspired voungsters made it clear that thev would be extremely
embarrassed unlesz (1) their parents came to Herces Dav, and (=) each
mother and father brought two fish as the cost of admission.

As soon as a few parents relented. announcing that thevy would be
bringing fizh, otherz decided thev must also. Social pressure works as

well in penguin colonies az in human colonies.

Louiz scheduled Herces Dav to coincide with the time the scouts were



scheduled to return. From early in the morning until late in the
afternoon, the event was an astonizhing success. The games, band, raffle,
and other events were great fun for evervone. But the climax came at
the end, as the birds waited for the scouts.

NoMo predicted half would never make it back. “Whale food,” he told a=
many as would lizsten to him. “The fools will get lost.” Some birds nedded
their heads, =0 he kept zaving it. NoNo was relentlezs. He worked harder
that dav than he had in vears.

Some in the colonv were nervous, guite apart from NoXMNo's antics. Some
were still skeptical about the claims being made. All of which made the
end of the dav even more dramatic.

Every single scout returned, one after the other, although a few looked
like they were at death’s door, and one was seriously hurt. Alice was
waiting with a well-organized crew to care for anv injuryv. Which thev
did.

Almost az zoon as the scouts arrived, thev began to tell amazing tales
about the zea, about swimming long dizstances, and about mew icebergs
thev had seen. Evervone crowded around the birds.

Becausze thev were =0 hungry, the scouts guickly and happilv ate the
fizh that the other penzuins had brought to the fair. Even as they were
stuffing themselves, vou could zee that most of Fred's velunteers were
extremel v excited about what thev had done. When thev were finished,
Sally Ann and her little friends gave the scouts ribbonz te go around
their necks. Made by the children, the ribbons were all tied to glittering
ice medals with the simple inscription. Hero.

The crowd cheered. The scouts beamed (or at least az much as a
penguin can beam).

Louis called for the child who had put in motion the events leading to
the festive dav. In front of the colonv. he zaid, “And thiz iz for our
voungest hero.” He handed Sallv Ann the broken bottle which had
become zomewhat lezendary since first shown to all the birds. The crowd



applauded enthusiasticallv.

The child cried small tears of jov. Her parents were puffed up with
pride. Alice was as happv as she could remember being in vears.

Dizcuszions went late into the night, well after the children had been
put to bed. Manv in the colonv continued to be amazed at what the scouts
told them, even when it was zaid a second or third time. Mozt of the birds
who were skeptical of a nomadic life found themselves becoming less
skeptical. Birds who were enthusiastic felt more enthusiastic. Again,
under trving circumstances, the colony had taken a verv important step
forward.

Fred and the Scouts had succeeded in creating (what one MBA-sounding
bird called) “a short-term win.” It was a big win.

MNoNo was nowhere in szight. He seemed to have beem magically
replaced by scouts wearing ribbonz attached to medals.




The Second Wave

The next morning, Louiz called a meeting of the scouts. The Professor
was also invited.

“What did vou learn?” the Head Penguin asked the birds. “What
icebergs did vou zee that might be big enough, in good shape, able to
protect our eggs during the winter, and close enough zo that our children
and elderly can zafelv travel there?”

The zcouts discuzzed what they had found. The Professor azked question
after question after question to distinguish opinions from facts. His stvle
did not make him popular with all the birds—he could not have cared
lezz—but it was verv effective.

After the Herces Dav, more birds volunteered to be among the zecond
wave of zcouts, even though their tazk of zelecting a zingle iceberg might
be verv taxing. Louis choze a team from among the volunteers and sent
them off to explore promising possibilities dizcovered by the first wave of
scouts.

Many of the skeptics in the colonv were now becominzg much less
skeptical. Some birds still had reservations, manv of which were
rational. A few of the penguins were just nervous by nature.



Well, nobody said
s and that )i would be casy

It’s really difficult.

Almost no one was paving anyv attention to NoNe anvmore.

Alice was relentlezz in keeping up the momentum of the werk. Some on
the Leaderzhip Council complained that thev did not have time to deal



with all the issues that were arising. Alice pointed out that half their
traditional Leaderzhip Council meetings were irrelevant. “Eliminate
them.” she zaid bluntlv. Louis did.

At one point, even the Head Penguin zuggested that the right step
might be to slow down. But Alice wouldn't hear of it.

“We are constantly at risk of losing our courage. Some birds are
already suggesting we wait until next winter. Then, if we are still alive,
thev will sav the danger was overstated and that anv change iz not
needed.”

It was a good point.

The second wave of scouts found an iceberg that looked suitable for a

number of reazons. It was:

+ A zafe home. No evidence of melting or water filled caves.

« Equipped with a tall snowwall to protect them from the icv storms.

+ Close to good fishing sites.

» Located on a route with enough small icebergs or ice plateaus along
the way to give the voungest and oldest penguinzs some rest during the
journey.



The returning zcouts were proud, excited, and verv happy. The rest of
the colony was proud, excited and happy to zee them.

By thiz time. the chore of gathering fish for scoutz wasz already
beginning to seem like a part of the normal routine. Many birds helped.
It was all rather astonizhing.

The Profeszor was asked to assess more scientifically the newly found
piece of ice and smow. He was not enthusiastic about thiz task. He was
overweight and the journev to the new iceberg was not a shiort one. But
after a quiet chat with Louiz (and a not zo0 guiet chat with Alice), he
announced he was readv to accompany a group of scouts. And he did.

Meanwhile the colony was busy with other important, though
pleazant, routines, like creating new little penguins.



;/P;t;,;d you
[ miss our iceberg

when you were
away?

I missed you, II“}

Jane.

Then on Mav the 1zth, just before the start of Antarctica’s winter, the
birdz began their move to their new home. It was not a moment too zoon.

The move was chaotic at times. At one point, a few penguins were lost
and there was a panic. But those birds found their wav back to the

others, and for the most part, all went as well as one could hope.

Because of hiz effective leadership, Louiz became greatly admired by



the colonv. Yet, to his credit, he did not allow his pride to slide into
Arrogance.

Buddy scothed the worried, encouraged the downtrodden. calmed the
frantic, and prebably had ancther ten female birdzs fall in love with him
(but that’s another storv].

When no one could think of a solution to a new problem, Fred was called
in to dizplav his level-headed creativity.

The Professor loved his new status in the colony. He even found, oddly,
that he enjoved the admiration of birds he thought had ne brains at all.

Alice zeemed to exist on three hours of sleep a dav.
And NoNo predicted doom until the very end.

The winter passed. The colonv had problems. Their new home was
different, the best fishing grounds were in unfamiliar places, the winds
bounced off wallz of ice in unexpected wavs. But the problems were not as
large as the anxious birds had feared.

The next season, the scouts found a still better iceberg, larger and with
richer fishing grounds. And though it was tempting to declare that the
colony had been subjected to enough change, and should stav forever on
their new home, thev didn't. They moved again. It was a critical step:
not becoming complacent again and not letting up.

Az vou might imagine, the preparation for the zecond move was less
traumatic than the first.



Tomorrow, :
we will move | Why again?
/ It's so nice
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The Most Remarkable Change

You might reazonably think our story is over. But it isn't quite.

Some birds began to talk about how thev had now found the perfect
iceberg and therefore...

Tradition dies a hard death. Culture changes with as much difficulty
in penguin colonies az in human colonies.

Alice convinced Louiz to shake up the Leadership Council. He was
reluctant to do anvthing that would show disrezpect for birds who had
worked hard for vears to help and serve the colonv. Making the moves
while preserving the dignity of all was not easv. But Alice was insistent,
and when Alice was insistent, well, vou know.

A tough selection process was created for scouts. Thev were also given
more fish. And their status within the colonv went up even further.

The penguin school svstem added “Scouting” as a new required subject
in the curriculum.

The Profeszor tock over as chief weather forecaster. A bit reluctant at
firzt, he poured “real science” into the work and came to love the job.

Fred was asked to serve on the Leaderzhip Council as Head of the
Scouts. He was honored and accepted.

Buddy was offered a number of more important jobs. He turned them
all down, but helped the Leadership Council find other good candidates.
Hiz lack of ambition came to be zeen az great humilitv. The birds loved
him even more.

Todav, the colony moves around like nomads. Mozt have accepted it.



Some love it. Some never will.

Louis retired. became the grandfather figure for the whole colony, and
enjoved hiz free time more than he expected. A now slightly more
balanced Alice took hizs place as Head Penguin.

Az time went on, the colonv thrived. It grew and grew. It became more
skilled at handling new dangers, at least in part from what it had
learned from the melting adventure.

Grandfather Louiz became the colonv’s numberone teacher. He was
aszked again and again by the vounger birds to tell them the story of The
Great Change. At first he was reluctant, fearing that he would zound like
an old timer boazting about past succeszes—real or imagined. But
eventually, he saw the importance of telling the chicks—in as interesting
and fun a way as he could—about the specific steps the colony had taken.

He talked about Fred’s finding that the iceberg was melting, then how
thev 1) created a zensze of urgency in the colony te deal with a diffcult
problem, =) put a carefully zelected group in charge of guiding the
change, 3) found the senzible vizion of a better future, 4) communicated
that vision so others would understand and accept it, 5) removed as
manv cbstacles to action as was practical. 6) created some zort of success
quickly, 7) never let up until the new way of life was firmlyv established,
and, 8) finallv. ensured that the changesz would not be overcome by
stubborn. hard-to-die traditions.

Although Louis never said zo explicitly in his telling of the story, he felt
the most remarkable change of all was in how 0 many members of the
colony had grown less afraid of change. were learning the specific steps
needed to make anv large adjustment to new circumstances, and worked
well together to keep leaping intoe a better and better future.

The Former-Head-Penguin was particularlv amazed at what even the
voungsters were doing to help the colony. And for that, he loved them all
the more.



s

The End
(of the story, not the book )
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Changing and Succeeding

Fablez can be fun, but their power, az with the penguin story, lies in
helping vou act smarter: producing more, achievement, lesz confusion,
lower =tress, and a general sense of being in control through
understanding what is going on around vou.

Some people have minds that process our penguin tale automatically,
finding clever methods uszed bv the birds, thinking about their own
persenal experiences in light of those methods, and zeeing their options
for a better future. But anvone. including those people, can benefit from
more conscious thought, discussion. and guidance.

People from software engineers to executives, homemakers to pastors.
high =chool students to retireez have consciouzly used the Penguin story
to better achieve what thev want and what their organizations need.
The process is one vou can adapt to your own circumstances.

First, read and reflect on the storv. You might find it useful to read it
more than once. You would be surprizsed how much is packed into our
short tale.

Ask vourself questionz that are suggested directlv by the story: Am I
living on a melting iceberg or an iceberg that could melt? Melting
icebergs come in dozens of forms: product lines that are aging. schools
that are becoming irrelevant. services that are decreasing in guality, a
buziness stratezv that makes increasingly little zense, a new strategv
whose implementation iz sinking inte the ocean. Who are the NoNos
arcund me? Who are the Alicesz and Freds? Who am I?



This reflection can be aided greatlv bv knowledge of Kotter's research
on successful change, a brief sum-mary of which iz on the next three
pages. You can examine, for each of the Eizht Steps, how our clever
penguins achieved what they achieved. Then vou can look, step by step,

at what vou and vour organization have been doing or are planning to
do.



The Eight Step Process of Success-
ful Change

Set the Stage

1. Create a Sense of Urgency.

Help others see the need for change and the importance of acting
immediatelv.

2. Pull Together the Guiding Team.
Make zure there iz a powerful group guiding the change—one with

leadership =kills, credibility, communications ability, authority,
analvtical skills, and a sense of urgency.

Decide What to Do

3. Develop the Change Vision and Strategv.

Clarify how the future will be different from the past, and how vou
can make that future a reality.

Make it Happen

4. Communicate for Understanding and Buy In.

Make sure as manv others as possible under-stand and accept the
vision and the stratezv.



5. Empower Others to Act.

Remove as many barriers az pessible so that those who want to make
the vizion a realitv can do zo.

&. Produce Short-Term Wins.
Create some visible, unambiguous successes as zoon as possible.
. Don't Let Up.

Prezzs harder and faster after the first successes. Be relentlesz with
initiating change after change until the vision iz a reality.

Make It Stick

8. Create a New Culture.

Hold on to the new wavs of behaving, and make sure thev zucceed.
until thev become strong enough to replace old traditions.



The Role of Thinking and Feeling

Thinking differentlvy can help change behavier and lead to better
results.

» Collect data, analvze it.

» Prezent the information logicall v to change people’s thinking.

+ Changed thinking, in turn, can change behavior.

Feeling differently can change behavior MORE and lead to even better
results.

» Create surprizing. compelling, and, if possible, vizual experiences.

+ The experiences change how people feel about a situation.

+ A change in feelingz can lead to a significant change in behavior.



If vou are an analvtical person, a formal analvsiz in four columnz—the
eight steps, what the birds did, what vou and vour groups have been
doing, what vou might do—can be a powerful method of reflection.

After reading and reflecting. vou discuss the story with others who
have also read the book. The dizcussions can be informal, in training
programs, as a part of regular on-the-job meetings. or with friendz and
familv.

Penguin language (icebergs, Alice, hero medals) can both facilitate
commnication and make dizcussions of difficult topics less confuzing and
threatening. Experience hasz taught us that these sorts of dizcuzzions can
be very helpful.

You find other tools to help apply the lezzons in the fable. For anvone
who likes rezearch-baszed buszinesz books, Leading Change and Hearf of
Change can be verv useful. More information on each iz found on page

135.

Today we have high-tech tools. We will be posting storiez about what
people have actually done as a result of the penguin fable, methods for
facilitating a dialogue among people who have read the book, and more
structured training exercizes at www.ouricebergizmelting. com.

With the tools. the discussions, and the book, vou find new and better
ways to act or find increazed conviction to stav the course vou are
already on. You find wavs to initiate change needed by an organization
or group. You find wayvs to help with the initiatives of others. You apply
the Eight Step method. In anv caze, vou achieve more, gain more pride,
have more fun, suffer fewer of the seemingly endlesz problems that can
be created by a changing world, make vour organization more
successful. and put evervone lesz at risk.

Finallv—and thiz can be the biggest paveff of the exercize—when yvon
act in concert with others, becausze vou have all read, reflected, and



dizcuszed the same fable, the end results can be verv powerful.



Additional Resources: Books
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John P Kotter

The #1 management book of the vear.
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Feal stories of people producing real change.
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Additional Resources: Web Sites

www.ouricebergizmelting.com

Toolz for making change happen. Stories from people who have used
Our Iceberg I=s Melfing.

www.theheartofchanse.com




Information on The Hearf of Change, including a diagnostic
questionnaire.

www.johnkotter.com

Information about Dr. Eotter and his other books.

If we have learned one overwhelmingly important lesson in the past
few vears, it iz this. When Leadership Council birds. the middle
management penguiuns, and the chicks are all on the zame page with
regards to change, it iz amazing what can happen, despite adverse
conditions.

You can use thiz approach outzide the workplace too—in community
groups, sports teams, houses of worship. even in families. Once vou start
to think about it, vou find there are melting icebergs, or icebergs
vulnerable to melting, all over the place.

Liztening to others, we never cease to be amazed at how many iceberg
problems exist in our rapidly changing world. We never ceasze to be
amazed at how difficult thoze problems can be to zee and solve. But most
of all, we never cease to be amazed at the creative wavs people invent to
jump ahead and develop better futures for verv small groups. for very
larze organizations. and for themsel ves perzonally.

Humans can (sometimes) be even more clever than penguins.

The End
(except for readers wanfing extra credit)



The Case for the Book

In 1996, John EKotter wrote Leading Change. It was named the #i
management bock of the vear by Executive General and has
subzequently become the #1 bestselling book in the past decade on the
subject of change within organizationz. Az much az: we can tell, the
framework in the book iz uzed by more leaders more often than any other
single methodology for dealing with large changes, no matter the form:
creating more growth, eliminating inefficiencies, improving the quality
of products or services. or redoing who does what and how.

Leading Change was based on extenszive research that identified and
defined the eight step pattern asszociated with highly successful change
efforts. Leading Change talks about each of the steps in zome depth.

3ix vears later Kotter wrote, with Dan Cohen, a follow-up book, The
Heart of Change. It was alzo a bestseller and award winner. The Heart of
Change was again based on extenszive research that recomfirmed the
findings from the coriginal studv and added an important new inszight:
People are lezz likelv to change themselves and others bazed on data and
analvszis than on compelling experiences. Feelings often trump thinking.
The Hearf of Change explores thiz insight with more than twenty real
storiez from well-known businezzsez and variouz branchez: of the
government.

During this peried, Kotter became abszclutelv convinced that the rate of
change waz onlv going to continue to go up. He also became convinced
that oo percent of organizations were either ignoring relevant changes
or were trring to adjust in wavs that were not meeting their aspirations.
Too much time and money was being spent to achieve too little, with too
much pain and frustration all around.

Eotter also concluded that dealing with change was becoming an
increazingly important skill for people not omly at the top of



organizations, but wup and down hierarchies. In the muost
successful-change efforts Kotter researched, nearlv evervone plaved
crucial roles in helping enterprizes adapt to a changing world. Yet in the
vast majority of the orzanizations he studied, most people didn't know
what to do, felt threatened, or were convinced top management didn't
want their help. Thiz inevitably led to wasted effort, poorer decizions,
slower movement, and more frustration.

Enter Rathgeber. He was inspired by Kotter's award-winning books to
develop a short training exercize about a penguin colonv (the cover of
Leading Change has a picture of penguins). The exercize was designed for
use by zenior and junior personnel. Kotter began collaborating with
Rathgeber on that project, then suggested thev write a book.

The resulting penguinz fable drew on the frame-works in Leading
Change and The Hearf of Change, on additional lessons the anthors have
learned in the past few vearz about effective change, on a theorv of
learning through memorable stories and visual stimuli (like
illustrations), and from current knowledge in neurology and related
disciplines about how the human mind works. The end result dees not
look remotelv like a tvpical profeszional book. It iz a book that can seem
at first glance either zilly or dumbed down, but in fact is far from either.

Our goal in writing Our Iceberg Is Melfing was to draw on the incredible
power of good stories to influence behavior over time—making
individuals and their groups more competent in handling change and
producing better results. One of the beauties of a good storv is that thev
can induce action from a breoad range of pecple, in a manner guite
different from most traditional professional books. The authors strongly
believe that the world needs much more action from a broader range of
people—action that is informed, committed, and inspired to help us all in
an era of increasing change.

As of the time of this printing, we have run a dozen experiments with
the book. Some have focuzed on individuals reading the manuscript.
zome on the use of the book in formal training, some on managers
dizcuzsing the manuszcript with their work groups, and zome on simply
giving books to large numbers of people in a company, a divizion of an



organization, or a department. The goal of the latter haz been to have a
svstems-wide effect—getting all the atoms vibrating om the zame
frequencv—which rarelv happens with a traditional busziness book that is
read by a limited number of people. Thus far, all the experiments have
shown promising results.

When an earlyv reader wasz asked what he thought the book
accomplizhed, he wrote:

For someone who has overseen several deliberate
change initiatives...

+ The book puts a smile on vour face.

+ It makes vou appreciate how the structure of the story logically lavs
out the change process along with tvpical cbstacles.

« It forces vou to remember how much commeon zense iz invelved and
how predictable zome of the process steps are—but that relationzships,
patience, and COMMUNICATION should never be underestimated, and
that change is emotional.

+ It shows vou a low-threat tool that can be used to initiate discussion
around the process for newlv assembled project teams. The ability to
refer back to a humorous account of a change process like this can
defuze some of the emotion experienced by teams that periodicallv get
caught up in what thev think only thev are experiencing.



« It provides a tool to stimulate discussion, around innovation,
throughout an organization. Inevitably, the lifecvcle brings vou to
stagnation and complacency. Why not throw an iceberg in front of a
few folks every now and then?

For someone who hasn’t led or participated in a
pragmatic change initiative...

+ It puts a smile on vour face because vou can identify with one or
several of the penguins right awav.

+ It givez vou a quick but alzo comprehensive picture of a methedical
(and familiar) change initiative in a digestible format.

« It helps vou zee vourself as one of the herces and envizion vourself as
an eligible champion for change—becausze it allows vou to decipher the
myvsteries of what vou may have previously thought was territory
reserved for onlv the bosses with all the answers.

+ It shows that real progress requirez the participation of a team.
where evervone has an important role (including vou) and evervone



knows his role.

+ And in all cazez—those who have been through a major change effort,
thoze who have not, those at the top of enterprizes. and those who are
not—the book helps create new and better skills, and (most
importantly) new and better results.

That's not a bad summary of our intentions.
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