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M oana made swimming 
look so easy. She was 
the perfect role model for

Besides, what else was better to do 
before bracing the cold swimming pool 
than watching Moana, the film about 
the bravest swimmer in all the world?  
Well, in all of  Motunui at least.

 Emily. Last week, Emily joined a
swimming class - but the first
lesson did not go quite as planned.
Losing an armband was not a great
start! But Emily took comfort in
Moana and remained determined to
give swimming another try.

with wonder. Emily watched as Moana
swam far out into the ocean, without
fear of the big waves, singing lovingly
the line where the sky met the sea.
Listening to the advice that Gramma
Tala (who was quite the adventurer
herself when she was young) gave to
Moana, Emily could tell that there was
no one who knew more about the secrets
of the sea than her. She reminded Emily
of Miss Hart, the swimming teacher. 

Just then, Emily noticed a small piece
of paper caught in the zip of the
swimming bag. Emily took it out and
read the words aloud…

“Everything you need to succeed is
already inside of you! Good luck for your
next swim, Emily! Love from Miss Hart,
your swimming teacher.”

Emily put the note down and brushed
off the popcorn. “It’s time I stopped
messing around” Emily said, turning off
the television and heading toward the
bedroom. With both hands, Emily picked
up the toy box. All the dolls spilt out
across the floor. “Welcome, people of

The day of the second swimming class
had arrived. If anything was going to
bring Emily luck, it was Moana.

Emily plumped the cushions, unfolded
the blankets, poured the popcorn, and
jiggled impatiently. “Three, two one!”
Emily counted down as the opening
picture lit up the screen. And there she
was. Moana. She had a heart that burst
with adventure, and eyes that glowed

~ Emily Learns to Swim ~
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Motunui!” Emily said. Then Emily
pulled out a large blue blanket from
under the bed. “This will be the sea of
Motunui, and I, I will be…Moana!”

At the bottom of the landing upstairs,
there was an airing cupboard. Inside the
airing cupboard was an ironing board.
And with the ironing board, there was
an idea. Emily opened the heavy door
and lifted it out, dragging the board
along the carpet and into the bedroom.
Lifting one end, Emily balanced it
carefully on the shelf above the bed. The
other end fell to the ground.  All that
was left was for Emily to climb on. Feet
spread shoulder length apart, Emily let
go. “Make way for the next wayfarer of
Motunui! Whoooosh, splash,
woooahhhh! I’m the queen of the waves!
I’m independent like Moana, I’m… 
wooooah! ” Emily almost lost balance
and looked down towards the blue sea
on the floor…

Taking a brave leap, Emily landed and
gave a bow. “Thank you, thank you!”
Emily proudly announced to the people
of Motunui. “It was nothing! Thank you

all, thank you all!”

Ringgg, Ringgg! 
The alarm clock ended the act.
“Swimming practice!” I’m going to be
late!” Reaching for some sandals, Emily
rushed to the door.

Emily walked tall out of the bedroom
and swept up the swim bag from beside
the television. “Make way for the queen
of the waves!” Emily announced,
stepping outside, the note clutched
tightly between finger and thumb.
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One morning,  Moana and 
Gramma Tala went for a walk 
on their favorite Motunui beach. 

They watched as some of the village 
children tried to ride the ocean waves.

“ I wish I could do that…”  Moana 
said, before plopping down in the 
sand. “ Tell me the story, Gramma. 
Please? The one about you.” 

Gramma Tala laughed and sat down 
next to Moana before beginning her tale.



“ When I was young, I was a lot 
like you. I loved being by the water. 
I would run to it whenever  I could, 
playing and dancing with the waves.”

“ You still do,” said Moana.

“ Yes, I 
still do. Now 

quiet down and 
listen. My friends 

the manta rays 
would join me and  I 

would watch them ride the 
waves—their bodies gracefully 

sailing across each crest. Sometimes, 
I would try to do it, too, right along 
with them. We would glide 
along the water, and all  I 
could hear and see was the 
ocean, and the sky.

 
One day, while I was out playing 
with the rays, a big wave tossed me 
onto the sand like a sea cucumber! It 
was only when I heard laughter that 
I realized I was not alone— all my 
friends were there, watching me!

But the only one who didn’t laugh 
was Asolelei, the wood-carver.”

E S P E C I A L L Y  F O R  E M I L Y
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“ I didn’t want to be laughed at, 
but oh, how I wanted to ride those 
waves! So, whenever I could, I’d 
sneak out to the water and try again. 
And again. Then I’d wipe out and get 
right back to it! ”

“ I would be like that, too, Gramma,” 
said  Moana.

“ I know you would. You’re very 
determined. But back to the story…” 
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“ Then one evening, something 
happened that changed 
everything. A bird appeared in 

the distance. It looked like it was 
standing on the water! 

As it came closer, I 
could see it was on a piece of 
driftwood. I admired the beautiful 

bird as it rode the wave, perfectly 

poised. It sped by me, the wind 
ruffling its feathers. I took one last 
look and I knew— I had to do that!  



The next morning, I started 
searching for something to ride on.  
I tried everything  I could find:

big pieces  
of bark,

banana leaves,

      paddles,

empty turtle shells.

But most of the time I would just 
fall right off. And even 
when  I was able to 
stay on, everything 
quickly bent, 
broke, or sunk.

E S P E C I A L L Y  F O R  E M I L Y
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