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Chapter 1

Pingo And Pi
“Run, Pi, run!” Pingo shouted, fluttering his flippers. Every now and then he
leapt a bit out of excitement, watching the little white bear run after a big snowball, trying to catch it.
But this time Pi was too late and the snowball splashed into the icy northern
sea. The little bear was so disappointed that he just sat with a sad gaze on the edge
of the sheet of ice where Pingo and he played day after day.
Suddenly, something distracted him and he started walking up and down along
the icy edge.
“What is it, little one?” Pingo said, rushing towards him. He loved the little bear
as if he were his own son; the bear also reminded him of his father, Peter, with
whom the old penguin used to fish every day, before Peter fell ill. Well, actually, he
was only keeping Peter company, because Pingo could not fish – his Taya did that
for him.
“Pingo, is it only my imagination, or is this sheet getting smaller? Or am I getting bigger, or what?” Pi asked with surprise.
“I don’t think it’s just your getting bigger, Pi. I think that our sheet is in fact
shrinking...,” Pingo responded, hearing the rumbling of Pi’s mother, Maya, off
in the distance. It was time for lunch.
Pi turned around and ran towards his mother, in the direction of the smell of the
fish, and Pingo tried to catch up, batting his flippers. That furry bear is really
getting bigger and bigger every day, and I cannot keep pace with him anymore,
the penguin thought to himself.
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* * *
After the delicious lunch, Pi and Pingo had a nap and Pi’s mum, Maya, went
fishing again. Lunches were not as lavish as they had been in the past, when the
icy bay was teeming with fish big and small, silver and red. Now only the small grey
ones remained and they were extremely difficult to catch.
The day was almost coming to an end and dusk was settling. It seemed that it
was going to be a clear night and definitely cold, promising aurora borealis in the
sky. Pingo closed his eyes and, in spite of Pi’s snoring, fell asleep, thinking of
his Taya. He missed her more and more each day...

Chapter 2

“Goodbye, North Pole...”
“Pingo! Mum! Pingooo!”
Pingo, who always slept standing up, crashed to the ground. “Ouch!”
“What, what?” The penguin stammered. “Where am I?”
Pingo did not really open his eyes until he heard Pi yell for the second time and
when the ground beneath him started to move: “Pingo!”
Pingo rushed towards the sound and saw Pi standing on their ice slab, which was
cracking deeply at that very moment, making a giant noise. A great divide had
opened up between Pingo and Pi which was getting bigger and bigger, separating
them by the icy sea water.
“Pi!” Pingo was devastated. He had experienced such a scene before and knew
what would come next. The penguin ran back from the edge of the separating
slabs as fast as he could, to take a spring and reach the floe, which was already
drifting away to sea. He managed to land next to the white bear, who was already
shedding tears.
Pi’s mum was standing at the edge of the North Pole and yowling at the top of
her voice. The echo of her rumbling could be heard by Pi and Pingo for a long, long
time.
“Oh, no... Not again...,” Pingo murmured.
“What did you say?” Pi sobbed.
“Tomorrow, Pi, tomorrow. Don’t worry, everything is going to be fine.”
Pingo tried to comfort the little bear, even though he was not sure about anything
himself. They could see Maya on the sheet of ice, her figure shrinking as they
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drifted away. Pi kept crying and rumbling as a farewell to his mum, while Pingo
mumbled: “Goodbye, North Pole...”.

* * *
“No..., Mum..., no.” Pi was talking in his sleep when Pingo roused him.
“Pi, wake up! Pi!”
“What, where...?” Pi was even more confused than Pingo had been the night
before. When he opened his eyes, he saw the bright sun shining before him and
in the distance he could see a group of incredible green islands. Little Pi had never
seen anything like it before.
He immediately forgot about his nightmare. “What is that, Pingo?”
“I think it is a place where people live, Pi.”
“People? What are people?” the little bear inquired.
“People are creatures with no hair that walk on two legs – kind of like I do. They
live almost everywhere, just not where we come from.”
“Ooo.” Pi said, astonished. Then he saw a big ship approaching from behind
them that they had not noticed before.
“Hang on, little one!” Pingo shouted when the ship was almost upon them. The
ship only steered clear of a collision by changing its course just in time to avoid
their floe. All that hit them was the splash of a sea wave, which shook their vessel
dangerously. The two friends huddled in the middle of it, but it seemed that the
worst was over.
Looking at the ship, aboard which they could see funny little men pointing
their fingers at Pingo and Pi and laughing, they started to acknowledge their true
situation. Pingo protectively stepped in front of Pi and shook his flippers. He was
not going to let anyone hurt the little one...
But the men and their ship disappeared just as quickly as they had appeared.
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Chapter 3

Orca And Cezar
“Pingo, what did you mean by ‘Oh no, not again’ yesterday?” Pi asked later that
day, after Pingo had collapsed on the centre of the ice floe, exhausted from gathering fish from the sea.
Before Pingo could swallow the first bite of his dinner, which he had put so
much effort into getting, the food got stuck in his throat. He had known that the
day would come when he would have to explain to his friends in the North Pole
how he had got there, but he did not expect that he was going to have to tell the
story to a little bear who still had the whole world before him.
Well, since it was obvious that Pi was actually going to see the world now, Pingo
began his story: “You know, Pi, I actually come from far away – from the South
Pole. That’s where my Taya lives and I probably have a baby...”
“What do you mean that you probably have a baby? And who is Taya?” asked Pi.
“Wait, slow down...,” Pingo interrupted. “One thing at a time.”
The penguin continued: “The story is similar to what happened to us and to
your mum now. Taya, my wife, went to get food while I was hatching, and we
heard a bang, similar to the one we heard at the North Pole. Taya was just coming
back, but the crack between us kept getting wider and wider and all I could manage to do was to throw her the egg and then we said goodbye... for good. The
distance between us was too big and I was afraid to jump into the water. And now
I’m sorry for being such a coward...”
The little bear had never seen Pingo so sad, so he cuddled up against him. When
the Pi had rolled into a ball, Pingo leaned on him and continued: “For many days,
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I travelled on a floe that drifted into the open sea. I met some creatures of which
I had never heard before. My floe melted in the warm water and I was lucky to find
a wooden board to continue my journey... and then I arrived at where you lived.
Your father, Peter, pulled me out of the water when all my strength was nearly
gone. He gave me food and water and he and your mum even gave me shelter in
the den next to yours, so I could recover.”
“Euf, I did not know...” Pi was surprised about what he was hearing. He had
never asked his parents how come Pingo had come to live with them. Ever since
he had become aware of his existence, Pingo had been a part of his world – his best
friend and his guardian at the same time.
“Well, you could not have known. When you came into this word, I was one of
the first to say hello to you,” Pingo smiled. “And you were so cute; after a few days,
you toddled out of the den and almost fell into the water!”
In the second before Pi and Pingo could start laughing, an enormous wave
crashed against their floe. And then another one. The floe was thrown into the air
and both of them landed in the water.
“Aaaaa!” Pingo yelled. Pi was gasping for air. He still could not swim very well.
“Pi, hold on!” Pingo shouted when he had managed to climb onto the floe again,
holding out his flipper for him. Pi clumsily swung his four paws around him, trying to keep his head above the water. He could not grasp Pingo’s flipper.
Pingo did not know what to do: Should he jump into the water? But how could
he then push the little bear up onto the slippery slab? Or should he jump onto the
giant orca that had appeared next to them? Its eye was now right next to the floe
and Pingo, who knew that an orca could open its mouth at any second and they
would both disappear in it, seized the moment and stuck his beak into its small
eye. He did not know if this would make the whale mad, but he did not know what
else to do.
Surprised, the orca swung its tail again. The big wave it created lifted the
little bear. Pi took a deep breath before he fell back into the water, and the orca
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disappeared into the deep sea. Pingo felt relief but only for a second, because he
still had to save Pi from the water.
“Come on, Pi, try and grab my flipper!” he shouted, trying again. But Pi has
already drifted away, quite far from the floe, and could not reach him anymore.
Pingo was on the brink of jumping back into the water when something lifted Pi
and returned him to the floe, where Pingo was able to pull him up.
While the little bear was coughing up sea water, a flat eye peeked from the water.
“Hi guys, my name is Cezar. No need to thank me. And welcome to my ocean!”
said the funny sea ray, whose fins were longer than the remains of Pingo’s and
Pi’s ice floe.
“Fortune in misfortune,” thought Pingo, who had begun to get worried about
their quickly melting slab of ice, even before the orca’s attack.

Chapter 4

Polar Bear In The Middle
Of The Ocean
“Cezar, how did you find us?” Pi said, interrupting the chatty and good-humoured sea ray.
“Well, that’s an interesting question,” said the sea ray, who found every question interesting, and was happy to begin another long monologue.
Pingo was nearly asleep on Cezar’s smooth back when he was awakened by the
creature's treble: “I was sleeping, buried in the sand at the bottom of the ocean,
when I felt vibrations and fast movements. I was thinking that this could not only
be a ship, so I took a peek and I saw an outline of an orca and a shadow of something I had never seen before. So, I had to take a look. Well, it appeared that you
handled the whale by yourself, so all that was left for me to do was to help you, little one,” Cezar answered.
“Well, yeah, it would have been nice if you had showed up a few seconds earlier,”
groused Pingo, who was nevertheless very proud of himself for driving away the
large mammal.
“As far as I could see, mate, you did not really have problems with the whale,”
Cezar continued in a cheerful voice. Pingo felt even more proud and Cezar swung
his long thin tail, the tip of which came dangerously close to Pingo’s eye. When a
small light flashed from his tail, Pingo jumped away in horror and almost fell into
the water again.
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Cezar managed to keep Pingo on his back by swinging his fin, and his tail sunk
into the water again. “If you had not succeeded in driving off the orca, my tail
would have given it a little electric shock,” he said with a smile, very pleased with
of his own electric protection.
“Wow.” Pi was astonished with but very enthusiastic about his new friend.
Another amazing thing around him was the view – nothing but the blue sea and
a pleasant breeze.
“Think about it, Pingo! A polar bear in the middle of an ocean, eh?! When I tell
my mum, she’s not going to believe it!”
Pingo was worried that Pi might not ever get a chance to tell this story to Maya,
but he did not say anything.

* * *
Just as Pi and Pingo were getting a little thirsty, it started to rain. It was pouring
buckets and in spite of his size, the sea ray was beginning to feel the weight of the
soaked bear.
“Guys, I’m going to have to drop you off,” Cezar said, gasping for breath.
“Where, what do you mean?” Pingo panicked.
“Here,” Cezar replied, and before they could register what was going on, he
threw Pingo and Pi on the rocks of a sandy beach lined with large palm trees, the
smell of bananas and coconuts in the air.
“Good luck, boys! And no need to thank me!” Cezar said, wishing them goodbye just as quickly as he had appeared. Funny, he even used similar words, Pingo
thought.
But he soon forgot about the ray, because his protégé was gone. “Pi! Pi, where
are you?” he shouted, but there was no answer.
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Chapter 5

A Lad With A Fish
“Pi! Pi!” Pingo was going out of his mind. Little Pi, who had suddenly forgot his
name, was running towards a little man who had just pulled a big fish out of the
water. The lad, terrified of Pi, who was charging towards him, ran with the fish
towards the trees.

* * *
Pingo had to catch his breath when he reached Pi. The bear licked his lips while
looking at the big fish that the lad in tattered trousers was holding. Pi was slowly
approaching the lad, who could not get any further away because he was leaning
on a big rocky mass. It seemed like the pile of rocks had only recently appeared
there, as some smallish stones were falling from it.
The lad nervously shifted from one foot to the other. With his arms stretched out,
he offered the fresh fish in one of his hands. But when Pi tried to grab it, the fish
disappeared into a hole in the rocky mass.
Pi, who had never before experienced such hunger, bumped into the big rock
beneath hole where the fish had disappeared. A hand, invisible to him, had pulled
the fish in. The rock moved aside and a black hole opened up before Pi, Pingo and
the lad. In the hole, they could see the lad's frightened father, who was holding
the fish in front of him.
When the father saw a funny little penguin and a bear cub, he offered the fish
to the bear that wanted it so much. When the starving Pi started devouring the
fish with Pingo helping him, the lad jumped into his father’s lap and the two
humans started to cry.
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* * *
After the meal, Pi sated his thirst with the water that was running down the rock
pile, in which the hairless creature on two legs about which Pingo had been telling
him had been trapped. He followed the lad and his father back to the beach, full
and satisfied, with Pingo running behind them.
Pi did not know much about the forest, but he had heard that many animals lived
there and, panicky as he was, he did not want to spend even a minute there alone.
When Pingo had reached the beach, he saw Pi staring at a wooden boat moored
to a large rock. He, too, wanted to go back to the sea as soon as possible, as this
would give them a greater chance to return home.
The lad noticed them staring at the small boat and he babbled something that
they could not understand to his father, who approached the curious couple. It
was the first time for him to see such animals, but he had heard about the penguins and the polar bears before. However, he had not expected to be rescued by
any of them from the pile of rocks that had fallen upon him while he was picking
berries. He made a gesture with his hand, inviting Pi and Pingo to go aboard.
When they had carefully boarded the pirogue, which obviously belonged to
the lad and his father, the latter pushed the boat away from shore and the boat
was carried off by the waves, which now seemed friendly to the two castaways.
Before the strong waves had carried the boat too far away from the green island,
they noticed a large red oak at the edge of the dense forest. The oak was moving
forward at great speed.
“Who’s that?” little Pi asked with surprise .
“Pi, I’m going to tell you the story about Stanislav The Oak when we get back
home, alright?” Pingo said, and with a grin on his face watched the mighty tree
disappearing into the woods.
The waves quickly carried them out to the open sea. The steady motion of the
waves around them and the still, bright night that reminded of the polar nights
back home lulled them into a deep sleep.
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Chapter 6

Platforms, Chimneys
And A Shark
Bang! Slam! Bang!
Pi’s and Pingo’s sweet dreams were interrupted by loud sounds that caused
vibrations on the surface of the sea. For the first time, Pi noticed how very hot
he was, so he rolled into the small puddle of water in the boat.
“Watch this,” Pingo said, disturbing his thoughts. Pi looked in the direction
where Pingo was pointing his flipper and saw an enormous oil rig. Neither of
them had a clue what it was, but they could feel the tremendous force from this
huge platform in the middle of the ocean. They could see another one nearby and
yet another one a little further away. Beyond the third platform was land, where
stood a number of tall chimneys billowing huge clouds of smoke. The little bear and
the penguin did not know that this was heavy industry and that the production of
fuel, a mainstay for human’s everyday lives, was taking place right before them.
“What’s that?” Pi asked, but Pingo did not have an answer. They were staring at
an enormous contraption which was rising from the sea and then disappearing
into the water again, producing heavy, inanimate sounds.
And then something hit their pirogue. The little bear and the penguin were
frightened and they jumped to the other side of the boat, which rocked dangerously.
When a shark’s fin emerged from the water next to the boat, they quickly moved
to the other side, rocking the boat again. And then a mouth emerged from the
water and small eyes behind enormous spectacles stared at them. They still had not
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recovered when the shark opened his mouth, but instead of the bite which they
were expecting, they heard a laugh.
The shark that had hardly any teeth left was laughing to tears.
“I cannot believe it!” the shark roared in laughter.
Pi and Pingo were puzzled and they glanced at each other. Finally, Pingo managed to say: “What is it? What can you not believe?”
“I cannot believe...” The shark tried to continue but was overcome by laughter again.
When he at last managed to catch his breath, he said: “I cannot believe what
I'm seeing – in the middle of the sea, a plot of grass with two sheep – a black one
and a white one – wondering what it is that they are seeing in front of them.”
The shark started to roar with laughter again and Pingo and Pi did not know
what to say anymore, especially because they had no idea what this old shark was
talking about.
“Mmm, well, we did not see any sheep at sea...,” Pi said.
“Are you trying to make a fool out of me?” The shark suddenly became dead serious and Pingo and Pi recoiled to one side of the boat, which again rocked dangerously.
“Nnno, we are nnnot tttrying to mmmake a fffool out of you. We jjjust dddon’t
knnnow wwwhat you’re tttalking about,” Pingo replied in a frightened voice.
“I’m talking about you two fatheads!” scolded the shark. “If you’re not sheep,
then what are you?!”
Pi and Pingo were even more surprised than before, when they had seen the
shark laughing, but they answered: “We are Pi, the polar bear, and Pingo, the
penguin, and we were carried here on our floe by the sea current all the way from
the North Pole. Now, all that we want to do is get back there.”
The shark put on a serious face: “Oh, I see. Well, I must admit that I am a tad
short-sighted, but I was not aware that my eyesight was that poor. You cannot
blame me, though. I’ve never seen a polar bear and a penguin floating together on
the sea. I just thought that you were sheep. I often spy on the pastures near to the
sea,” smiled the old shark.
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“Yeah, well, we didn’t really want to float on the sea, but it happened when our
ice slab broke apart, and we were cut off from our home,” they replied, and told him
the whole story.

* * *
“Well, I’m going to leave you here,” said the shark, who was dragging the two
interesting creatures from the north in their wooden boat, which he had tied to
his fin, for kilometres and kilometres out into the open sea.
“Thank you very much, Lev,” Pi uttered in gratitude to their new friend.
“Yeah, thanks,” added Pingo, who realised, after meeting Lev, that not all sharks
were as dangerous as he had thought.
“I hope that you’ll get back home soon,” Lev said, and added: “Oh, and Pi, when
we met you were asking Pingo what those contraptions in the sea were.”
“Yes?” Pi was still curious.
“Those contraptions were the playthings of humans,” Lev said, and waved goodbye before disappearing into the dark sea. Night fell again and Pingo and Pi were
lulled to sleep.

Chapter 7

Taya And Mani
When they opened their heavy eyelids – they had no idea for how long they had
been asleep – they could see an iceberg in front of them. Pi felt a cold wind blowing through his fur, just like the one back at his home long ago. He could smell
the real polar winter.
“Yes, this is it! We’re home!” Pi, very excited, jumped overboard into the sea.
“Pi! What are you doing?! Are you crazy?” Pingo was afraid for his little friend,
but was just as excited about the environment in which they had awoken.
But Pi refused to be distracted. So far, he had never swum for a long period of
time, but now he was swimming like a skilful grown bear, just like his father. He
reached the distant shore when Pingo was still far away with the boat. Pingo
jumped into the water as well, and swam to the shore, faster than ever.
They did not recognise the ice shore where they landed, though they were happy
with the familiarity of the smells and of the air surrounding them.
Suddenly, they remarked a group of penguins. They were playing and sliding on
their bellies down an almost vertical icy incline. It reminded them of their own playground – the ice sheet which had broken off from the North Pole and carried them
out into the open sea. They looked at each other and ran towards the penguins.

* * *
“A beast, a beast! Run!” shrieked a little penguin, and the penguins scattered.
They had all disappeared except for the little panic-stricken penguin who looked
incredibly like Pingo when he was panicking. He was running as fast as he could,
but he was running in circles. Pi and Pingo stopped in front of him. If the were
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confused, the confusion of the little penguin was even greater. He stopped and
stared at the newcomers with astonishment.
“Mani, Mani!” a gentle voiced cried from the distance, even before Pi and Pingo
had managed to introduce themselves.
Obviously, the little penguin was called Mani, but he did not follow the voice; he
was just standing there, staring at Pingo. He looked so much like the penguin his
mother had always told him about – his father. He also had feathers on the top of
his head, waxed in the shape of a wave, just like Mani did.
When Mani’s mum reached the slope, Pingo could only stand there in astonishment. The little penguin was a surprise for him, because he seemed so familiar, and now he really could not believe his eyes. This was his Taya standing
in front of him.

* * *
During a long and extremely cheerful conversation – Pi and Pingo did not even
notice how exhausted they were – the long-lost penguin family and the little polar
bear agreed to live together at the South Pole, in Pingo’s hometown. And after a
great deal of persuasion, Pingo finally consented that the bear could travel back to
the North Pole by himself, but only after he had got a tad older. However, Pingo
was hoping that Pi would forget about this wish when he had grown up and that
he would already have a nice life at the South Pole.
While they were standing at the edge of an ice slab and Taya was singing a
lullaby to Mani, Pi said: “Pingo, what if I’m the last polar bear?”
“Oh, don’t be ridiculous, Pi. You’ll be with the rest of the polar bears in no time,
and in the meantime, I’m going to do my best to make you feel at home here,”
Pingo promised.
“I hope you’re right,” Pi said, and went back to the dwelling place of Pingo’s family.
Pingo, who was still gazing into the cold Antarctic night that was almost the
same as in the North Pole, muttered to himself: “So do I, Pi, so do I.”
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Instead Of A Conclusion
In 2008, the ice cover of the Arctic Sea reached its second-lowest level since
satellite measurements began in 1979. Since ice was thinner in 2008, the entire
volume of ice reached a its lowest level ever. That year, a dramatic event occurred
with the disappearance of one-quarter of the massive ice cover on Ellesmere Island.
About a century ago, the ice there was 70 metres thick and covered 9000 square
kilometres; in 2008 it had been reduced to 1000 square kilometres. That season
highly augmented the 30-year trend of decrease in the Arctic ice cover. One thing
is certain: Melting sea ice threatens the animals in the area.
Source: Environmental Agency of the Republic of Slovenia

