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She loves a lot of things—
including her grandma’s 
famous banana bread. And 
to get the right ingredients 
to bake it, Punky will need 
to go on a BIG adventure for 
the very first time.

Join Punky in Shar Tuiasoa’s 
first book for children, filled 
with courage, new friends, 
and sunny outlooks.

shar Tuiasoa  
is a Polynesian illustrator 
from the island of O’ahu in 
the town of Kailua, Hawai’i. 
After studying fine art at her 
local community college, 
she headed to California, 
where she earned her BFA 
in illustration from Laguna 
College of Art and Design. 
When she is not in the ocean 
enjoying the vibrant culture 
of her home, Shar spends her 
time imagining and creating 
for her illustration business, 
Punky Aloha Studio.
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Dedicated to my three.

Teisa, Ehukai, and Keali’i: my wind, my sail, and my stars.
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 Punky  Aloha



 Hi, I’m Punky!
Punky Aloha.



That’s the nickname my grandma gave me.  
She is my best friend, and we do everything together. 

but I wasn’t before.

Grandma calls me 
her brave adventurer, 
which I am now . . .



The truth is I wasn’t always brave.
Making new friends? Now THAT was hard. It all started with banana bread.  

Don’t believe me? Well, let me tell you 
about the time I had to go on a very 
important but very scary adventure.

And not just any banana bread. I’m talkin’ about Grandma’s 
famous, fresh-baked, bananas-from-the-backyard, warm-
from-the-oven banana bread.



If I know one thing, it’s that you 
can’t have Grandma’s banana 
bread without butter melting right 
on top. Kimo’s Market just so 
happens to make the best butter 
on the island.

“Punky! We’re out of butter,” 
Grandma yells from the kitchen.



“You mean, you want me to go ALONE?” I cried. “B-b-b-ut if I go to the market, I’m 
sure to bump into someone new. And whenever I bump into someone, I start to feel shy.”

“I need you to pick up the butter today. I can’t come this time, but you got this.” “Take these,” Grandma says. 

“They’re my magical 
brave glasses, for brave 
adventurers like you.”



“Brave glasses? There’s no 
such thing! How do they work?” I ask.

“Just put these on anytime you feel 
nervous or shy and they will help you 
feel brave.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course I’m sure. I use 
them all the time.”

This is how we share our aloha,” I recite.
“Well, all right!” Grandma smiles.  

I know I gotta go. The banana 
bread depends on it—on me.

But as soon as I step outside 
the gate, I hear it, a loud . . . 

“And Punky, do you remember how we share our aloha?”

“Be helpful. 
 Be giving.  

  Be brave.   



“A little help? Please? I’ve got all these 
mangoes I need to take back to my family,” 
the pig cries.

I can feel the glasses working.  
I get just enough courage to remember:

Share your aloha, Punky.

“We can put the mangoes 
on my skateboard if you 
want,” I say shyly.

Helpful . . .  
 giving . . .  
  brave.  



“What you did was very helpful. Thank 
you so much,” the mommy pig says as she 
nods to her piglets.

One of them trots up to me and gives me a flower lei.

I have a funny, warm feeling inside. I kinda like it. I thank them, 
grab my skateboard, and head for the market again. Then I hear . . .



“Why are you so sad?” I ask.
“I’m not very good at being a bee. I didn’t collect 

any pollen for the hive, and I’m too embarrassed  
to go back empty-handed,” the bee buzzes.  

“Really? Thanks! Um, uh, 
wait here!” the bee says.

I adjust my glasses and smile. Be helpful. Be giving. Be brave.

“Here. Use my lei. It has plenty of pollen!”

“I don’t have much to give you, but this  
honey is fresh, straight from the hive!”

Fresh, gooey honey. My favorite!



In fact, it could be downright yummy. 
Maybe Grandma’s brave glasses really are magic.

When suddenly . . . 

I start to feel like making new 
friends doesn’t have to be scary. 



“Oh no, my glasses!” “Ouch, my knee!”



It looks like he needs my help! The glasses are gone, but I can still use my aloha.

“Wow! That does really help. Thank you—"

“Punky.  I’m 
Punky Aloha.” “I’m Kai, and 

I’m sorry about 
your glasses.”

“That’s okay. I don’t think I 
need them anymore.”

“Well, just in case, my dad might 
have some tape at his store. He 
owns the corner market.”

“Wait, your Dad is Kimo?”

“Yeah, why?”

I giggle as we both jump on our 
skateboards and head to the market.

“How’s this? My grandma 
rubs honey on my scrapes 
to keep them clean,” I say. 
“And sometimes there’s 
even extra.”



“Punky!” Kimo says. “Aloha! It was kind of you to help Kai. 
That must’ve taken a lot of bravery. Look here: I have some fresh 
butter for your grandma. I know how much she loves this stuff.”

After I wave goodbye to my friends, I race home with 
the butter in my bag and my heart full of courage.

“Dad! This is my 
new friend . . .”



“Grandma! Grandma!” 

“See? I’m so proud of you. 
My brave Punky Aloha.”

Now, I don’t know everything, but I do know this:  
That day I became a brave adventurer.

“I went on a really big adventure! 
I made new friends by being brave 
and helpful, just like you told me!”



And it all started with fresh-baked banana bread.


