Readers Theater:  Auntie Moana Saves the Day

by Barbara Mayer

The script is written in a version standard English.  See oikonos.org/education.htm for a version of Hawaiian Pidgin.
Introduction:

The following is a Readers Theater script for students to learn about one effect that marine debris can have on wildlife.  The action takes place in two locations: (a) a small flotilla of debris in the North Pacific Sub-tropical Convergence Zone and (b) Midway Atoll National Wildlife Refuge, an area in the Papahānaumokuākea Marine National Monument in the northwestern Hawaiian Islands where hundreds of thousands of Laysan Albatross nest each year.  A sizeable nesting colony of Black-Footed Albatross also makes its terrestrial home in the Refuge.  It’s hoped that the few Short-tailed Albatross that visit the atoll each year eventually will establish a colony of this rare species.  

These words appear in the script and might be unfamiliar to students; they’re listed in the order in which they appear:

moana =Hawaiian language word for the deep, blue ocean

kai = Hawaiian language word for shallow or coastal ocean

mōlī = Hawaiian language word for albatross

Convergence Zone = band of the North Pacific Ocean, stretching about 4000 miles west to east, with a higher-than-average amount of nutrients & sea life

sluggard = lazy person

malolo = Hawaiian language word for the so-called “flying fish,” which don’t actually fly, but do sometimes break through the sea surface to glide some distance in the air before falling back into the ocean

Heimlich Maneuver = a method to help someone who might be choking to death

hana hou = Hawaiian language words for repeat; do it again; encore

maika`i = Hawaiian language word for well done; good job

bolus = an indigestible mass vomited on purpose by an oceanic bird to empty its digestive tract

pumice = lava which is so lightweight that it floats in water

pau = Hawaiian language word for the end

Assign one student to each of the following roles to read aloud, while the rest of the class listens.  Perhaps do the story more than once, with other readers!
Characters: 

Narrator

Auntie Moana, a mature female Laysan Albatross who’s been around the North Pacific a few times

Kawika Kai, a first-time Laysan Albatross father on a flight to find food for his young son

Mōlī Kai, Kawika’s wife who’s minding the nest on Midway

Junior, the Kais’ very hungry, young chick
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Narrator:  

[singing an adapted version of “Sailing, Sailing”*]

Sailing, sailing over the ocean brown

With many a piece of marine debris tossing upon the waves;

Sailing, sailing over the ocean brown;

Let’s all work hard to clean our seas and make them blue again! 

Well, well, well; what do I see flying over there.  Looks like Auntie Moana albatross, circling over a patch of marine debris.  Wonder what she’s looking at.  Let’s get a little closer….

Auntie Moana:

(circling)  Is that an albatross sitting down there on that raft of nets?  He looks like a young bird.  Well, I just better go down there and see what‘s happening, because, maybe something is wrong.  (loudly) Look out below; I’m coming in for a landing!  3…, 2…, 1…, DOWN!  

Kawika:
Whoa, Auntie; that was close!  I thought for sure you were going to land on me!

Auntie Moana:
Hey?!  I’ve been flying longer than you’ve been alive, son; don’t go telling me how to fly, young man.

Kawika:

Sorry, Auntie, my mistake; I apologize.  Let me introduce myself, I’m Kawika Kai from Midway Atoll.  My wife and I take turns flying out here to the North Pacific to look for food for our first child, Junior.  I had to fly through a storm, so I’m just standing on this tangle of old net because I’m a little tired.  

Auntie Moana:
You mean you’re a new father?!!  Why, my goodness; congratulations!  Who’s the Mrs.?  

Kawika:

(proudly) My wife’s  Mōlī.  Right now she’s taking care of Junior; we’ve got a nice little nest in Midway’s historic section near the old Pan American airplane hangar.

Auntie Moana:
Mōlī?………you don’t mean Kapua and Palani’s daughter?! --from West Beach on Midway?!

Kawika:

Why yes, as a matter of fact; you know the family?

Auntie Moana:
I certainly do!  I’m Pua’s cousin’s paternal uncle’s sister!  We‘re related!

Kawika:

Well I guess that makes us family, Auntie!

Narrator:
And with that, the two albatross hugged each other and began to exchange family news.  Kawika proudly told Auntie Moana about his new son, Kawika Junior, who hatched just a month ago.   Meanwhile, back on Midway…

Junior:
Mommy, Mommy; can I have something to eat?  I’ve got a stomachache; I’m huuuuungry!

Mōlī Kai:
I don’t have a thing in the nest.  Didn’t I just feed you that seafood I brought back from my last flight to the North Pacific?  I can’t believe you’re already hungry again.  Guess you’re just a growing chick.

Junior:
Where is Daddy?  Does he have something to eat?

Mōlī:
Daddy’s not here; he’s gone to the Convergence Zone to get you some squid.  If traffic isn’t too bad, he’ll be back in the morning.  As you know, he’s not bringing your food back in a plastic bag; he’s carrying it in his stomach.  So, by the time he gets here, the malolo eggs should be half-digested and ready for your breakfast!

Junior:
Yum; I can hardly wait!  

Mōlī:

Alright now, Junior; no more TV.  By the time I count to three, I want you back in the nest and tucked under my tummy feathers.  One, two…

Narrator:
Junior quickly nudged under his mother.  As an afternoon shower rained down on Midway, Mōlī stood over her young chick, protecting his young downy feathers from being soaked.  Back at the Convergence Zone, Auntie Moana is saying…

Auntie Moana:
Well, well, Kawika; so nice to finally meet you.  I’m sorry I couldn’t attend Junior’s chick lū`au, but I was on a trip to Vegas at the time.  Stopped along the way to do a little fishing off California.  Lots of squid there, you know.  Speaking of fishing…

Narrator:
And with those words, Auntie’s voice became stern once again.

Auntie Moana:
…young man, don’t stand on this trash all day; we don’t want any sluggards in Pua and Palani’s family!  You’re an albatross, son; you’re Mother Nature’s hang glider!  Get up in the air, soar over the ocean, and nab some squid with that big bill of yours!  

Narrator:
Auntie began clacking her bill in poor Kawika’s face.  He stumbled backward, and said…

Kawika:

OK, Auntie!  Watch me!  I’m going to show you how good I am at this fishing thing.

Narrator:
And with that, Kawika faced into the wind, pumped his wings, and moved his big, webbed feet faster and faster over the marine debris.  As he ran, his long wings unfolded, and he lifted into the air.  High over Auntie’s head, he criss-crossed the marine debris, doing a few tricky maneuvers to impress her.  

Suddenly, Kawika saw something special floating next to the net raft.  He glided down to the ocean surface and scooped a shiny, jelly-like mass out of the water.  With it in his beak, Kawika swooped down and landed beside Auntie, placing his catch at her feet.

Kawika:
There, Auntie; how’s that for a some tasty food for Junior?!

Narrator:
Auntie Moana glanced down at her feet, smiled…but then her smile faded.  Then she looked, horrified, at Kawika.

Auntie Moana:
Son, that sure is a nice-looking mass of malolo eggs…but open your eyes!  Look what’s attached to it?!  That’s going to be JUNK FOOD for your son, because the malolo attached its eggs to a CIGARETTE LIGHTER!  In fact, the lighter says, “Joe’s Bar & Grill; Santa Monica, California!”  This thing has floated all the way out here, to the middle of the Pacific Ocean.  It’s not food; it’s trash!

Kawika:
Huh?  No wonder those eggs felt heavy.

Auntie Moana:
No way should this be food for Junior!  How much of this trash have you been eating?  Have you fed any of it to Junior, along with the real food? 

Narrator:
Kawika was silent. [Pause.]  He was thinking how many lighters and other floating pieces of plastic he might have fed to Junior……

Auntie Moana:
Oh no!  This is awful!  Didn’t your family teach you about marine debris?  Haven’t you seen dead albatross on Midway?  Certainly not all, but at least some of them died because their parents accidentally fed them floating plastic, along with real food!

Kawika:
What am I going to do, Auntie?  I love Junior; he’s only a month old; I don’t want to lose him!  What can I do?

Auntie Moana:
Maybe it’s not too late.  OK, Kawika, you’re going to fly with me for the rest of this afternoon, and I’m going to teach you to look closer and not eat seafood that’s attached to floating plastic, like cigarette lighters and bottle caps.  Then you’re going to catch a belly-full of the healthiest seafood, and fly home to Midway tonight.  Tomorrow, Junior’s going to get a good breakfast!

Narrator:
And with that, the two albatross took off together and flew away from the marine debris.  Auntie was a good teacher, and Kawika learned quickly.  At nighttime, squid come close to the surface of the ocean. By midnight, Kawika had all the squid & malolo eggs he could hold, with no plastic; he and Auntie flew to Midway.  They reached the tiny atoll at sunrise…

Mōlī:
Hi honey; welcome home!  (kissing sound)  Wake up Junior; Dad’s here.  Where is that boy; can’t seem to wake him this morning.  He was complaining of a stomachache yesterday.  And Auntie Moana, how nice to see you!  Can you stay for breakfast?

Auntie Moana:

Mōlī, how lovely you look; just like your mother Pua!  But let’s get the younger generation something to eat. 

Mōlī:

(standing up tall and looking down at Junior) Junior, wake up; get out of that bed right now!

Junior:
(acting dopey, but struggling to get out from under his mother) Daddy!  Love you!  I feel a little sick, but I’m really hungry.  Got breakfast?!

Kawika:

Hey, hey, Junior; let’s show a little courtesy to our guest.  Please say aloha to Auntie Moana; we met out at the Convergence Zone.  She’s your Grandmother Pua’s cousin’s paternal uncle’s sister; she’s family!  Auntie, please spend a little time with Junior while I talk to Mōlī.

Narrator:
Carefully, so as not to alert Junior, Kawika and Auntie exchanged serious looks.  

Kawika:

Hi dear; I’m afraid I have very bad news.  Auntie Moana showed me how some malolo eggs are attached to floating PLASTIC!  I think maybe sometimes I accidentally fed Junior trash!
Mōlī:

Ahhhhhh!  Kawika: if I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a million times: look before you swallow!  Just yesterday afternoon, Junior was complaining about a stomachache, and he looks like he’s lost weight.

Kawika:
I’m sorry, honey; I didn’t know, but I’ve learned better now.  

Stomachache!  Lost weight!  I hope it’s not too late!

Narrator:
Kawika hugged Mōlī; together they held wings and walked quickly over to Junior.

Kawika:
OK, Junior; open wide!  Here comes some real food!

Narrator:
Kawika held his open bill over Junior’s.  If all went well, the chunky, soup-like seafood would flow from Kawika’s beak into Junior’s beak and down into his stomach.  But it didn’t go well.  The seafood quickly filled Junior’s mouth, where it stopped; it didn’t seem to have anywhere to go, so it spilled onto the ground.  Kawika quickly closed his bill, not to waste any more food.  The unsuccessful feeding seemed to exhaust Junior; he flopped down.
Auntie Moana:
Stop, Kawika!  Just what I was worried about: I think Junior’s stomach is filled up with marine debris!  He can’t take any real food; there’s no room for it!  I need to do a Heimlich Maneuver on Junior right away.  Help me get him up.

Narrator:
Mōlī and Kawika each took one of Junior’s wings and helped him stand.  Auntie Moana moved behind Junior and wrapped her strong wings around him.  She positioned them at just the right angle, and then pulled suddenly and firmly against Junior’s stomach.  Junior squawked then coughed.

Junior:  (loud cough sound)

Auntie Moana:

Look out!  I can feel the mass moving!  Hana hou!

Narrator:
And again Auntie contracted her wings around Junior.  Then, all at once, Junior opened his long bill, and…

Junior: (loud vomit sound)

Narrator:

…out came a mass of stuff! --a bolus!  Maika`i!  

After Junior had the best breakfast he’d had in days, the family had a close look at the bolus.  It had a few squid beaks in it like it’s supposed to; it even had a piece of pumice that must have been attached to malolo eggs.  But the bolus was mostly made up of 2 cigarette lighters, a toothbrush, and many small pieces of broken plastic.  Those sharp edges must have been the source of Junior’s stomachache. 

Well, the story ended happily.  Kawika became the albatross with the sharpest eyesight; together, he and Mōlī created a display near their nest about plastic from the North Pacific to teach other albatross about the dangers of marine debris; Junior grew into a healthy teenager…and Auntie Moana was proud of her family!

ENTIRE CLASS:
singing: 

Sailing, sailing over the ocean brown

With many a piece of marine debris tossing upon the waves;

Sailing, sailing over the ocean brown;

Let’s all work hard to clean our seas and make them blue again! 

Hana hou!

Pau.
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*You can see the traditional lyrics, and hear a piano instrumental, at:

http://www.kididdles.com/lyrics/s094.html
