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Blended youth, pure and carefree No one wise enough to see

Seeking refuge and escape fill the depths of need 

Old lives of troubled pathways create a willingness to heed

Hindsight holds no power to rewind

A thief and a scoundrel, synonyms of time Allegory of tears accompany goodbye 

Comfort comes in the funeral of its lie

Illusion of love was its only truth

Uncovered, unveiled, by an unwelcomed sleuth Entranced, for morsels, 

A fourth of a decade Scars of Melancholy force revolt and escape

Discomfort of unknown paths we venture to take 

Remnants of yesterday, we forsake

Babies in the cold no longer 

Blanketed by forgiveness make us stronger

Wisdom: the fruits of despair

But, sweetness in the taste, await us there Gallantly facing future journeys

Collect my riches, restfully appease 

Of courage and strength, he availed to me 

Armored by experience, we were set free.
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​FOREWORD
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On occasion, God has blessed me with the addition of people in my life who not only change the way I see the world, but enrich it and leave behind an instant impression on my heart and soul.

In October of 2010, I met Momi Robins, a local woman from the Wai'anae Valley. Our chance meeting occurred when the both of us chose to attend a course offering sponsored by Kamehameha Schools and the Department of Education. As teachers, we would be given professional credit for our studies and practices. As fate would have it, Momi and I were both drawn to the idea of getting better acquainted with the islands we called home and how that understanding would help our students. Although Momi has lived on O’ahu a lifetime, and the island has only been my home for five years, we both understood the impact a place could have on a person. Within the few hours we met, we had learned so much about each other. As a class we shared stories in culture and identity, but it was on the second day, during our trip to The Bishop Museum, when Momi and I would get the chance to have lunch and find out just how much we truly had in common.

Something in my heart imposed on me and obliged me to step out of my comfort zone. I felt a compelling need to meet Momi, something about her intrigued me, and when I felt God’s hand at my back; I let Him lead. After our morning session through Hawaiian Hall, I asked Momi to join me for lunch, and to my relief she had been hoping I'd ask; she later confessed to me that she had felt the same desire to know me, but her life’s experiences kept her more reserved. Over lunch we had become instantly connected, a feeling that was rarely felt by either one of us; we were not the type of people






to take a leap of faith that had the possibility of leaving us hurt by people we didn’t know.

In the beginning we gave the usual introductions, and we talked about teaching and the course we were taking. The previous night’s discussion had laid the groundwork for conversation and we instantly sought to understand each other's stories. Momi and I were both ‘hapa’. This connection had sparked the night before as we had both admitted to feeling lost in our childhoods due to the split in cultural identities. I told Momi what it was like growing up in Eastside San Jose in California, and she told me about life on the Wai’anae Coast. Soon we had come to the realization that our similar histories and compassion for children had led us to teaching and wanting better for those, who like us, had struggled in challenging communities, but somehow teaching was just the beginning. We both wanted to reach the masses by sharing our stories.

I confessed to Momi that my life's purpose was to share my family’s stories through writing, and that I had come to Hawaii to complete graduate studies in Cultural and Comparative Literature at UH Manoa, in the meantime, I was continuing to teach high school English and Spanish and establish myself as a copy and book editor. These must have been my magic words to Momi because she proceeded to confess that she had written down her story and was looking for an editor, and there it was- the answer to why we had been drawn to one another. God had placed each of us in the other’s life to achieve goals we could not do alone. I could tell that Momi was nervous, scared, and excited. She had only let two other people read her memoir, her best friend Christine (who loved her story and was brought to tears by the life she had never known her best friend to have) and her uncle (an experienced editor who couldn’t get beyond the raw content to see it as a






testimony of her life). Momi was caught in the midst of two completely different reactions and needed an unbiased opinion. I encouraged her. I was her target audience and there was definitely a need for the stories she wanted to tell.

Over the next month, I would read through Candy Canes & Coke and allow Momi to decide if my opinions were valuable enough to continue as her book editor. I found myself engulfed in the story that Momi had so openly shared-1 read it twice (and two more times after that). I now understood why we had been brought together, our beliefs about life experiences and how they should be communicated to the world were the same. We believed in being completely honest and its power to strengthen communication; we believed in a type of honesty that many would find raw and discomforting. Momi had grown up wishing someone had been more open with her, and I had had the privilege of a mother who never turned away my questions no matter how much pain reliving her past caused her. Momi and I saw the value in lives that struggled and strengthen in order to teach compassion and forgiveness.

Candy Canes & Coke addresses a full spectrum of hardships that today’s society is plagued with, and here in Hawaii they appear compounded due to our close proximity, but it’s a worldly epidemic. Patricia “Momi” Robins needed to heal herself and found freedom in telling her story. She needed to understand the role she played in the escalating drama that had become her life, and in return she discovered forgiveness and compassion in place of guilt and blame. After years of inputting marketing data for a cruise line, Momi realized that the secure living she was making wasn’t enough, and she wanted to contribute to her community and leave her mark on the world.






Momi attempted to balance life as a fulltime mom while working from home and attending U H West O’ahu as a Sociology Major. When the right time presented itself, she took a job with the Department of Education in 2000 and completed graduate studies in Initial Teaching focused in Special Education. She happened across her new career at the recommendation of a friend, and ten years later she continues to love the role she plays in the lives of middle school students.

Momi’s life work as a teacher and writer flourishes from her compelling desire to understand how and why people allow themselves to settle for a life they never intended to live. Momi’s work strives to understand, not just her life, but also a world of lives that settle for underdeveloped communication and abandoned dreams. She imagines how many relationships could be saved if communication overpowered anger, fear, doubt, and denial.

Momi’s memoir, her recollection of the past, confronts her sins. She uncovers a side of herself few people are willing to see let alone confront and admit too. She has come to terms with the choices she has made in her life, and beyond that she shares them with a judging and unforgiving world, a quality of bravery that I commend her for. Candy Canes & Coke is a testimony to purge and reclaim her life in hopes of leaving behind a legacy better than the one left to her. Momi was young and in love at thirteen with Kevin, but she could have never have imagined how deep the depths of their love would take her. What she had believed to be an innocent, although all- consuming, love quickly became a toxic force that would test the boundaries of her faith and strength. Her heart-wrenching journey through loss, jealousy, insecurity, and abuse stem from a fear of living life without the one she loved, but Momi’s harsh






reality proves that not all good people were good for each other.

Experience has made Momi an authority in the destructive cycle that consumed most of her life. She openly shares the aftermath of her broken home and the loss of her childhood innocence. At the dawn of adolescence, she was forced to fend for her own; she became resilient, but her independence was lost when she discovered a relationship that would require her to relinquish everything she had hoped to be. Instead, she focused on securing the love she felt she needed. In Kevin, Momi finds an ability to love without limits. She and Kevin allowed their love to take them wherever it wanted-into pure adoration and an abusive hell. As young lovers lacking guidance and proper models for communication, Momi and Kevin continuously ride the ups and downs of love and life without an initial understanding for how it would establish their foundation as a couple, and later, as a family.

Throughout Momi's accounts of her past, she interacts with the reader in hopes to share with them the insights she acquired along her journey. She admits fault and returns to show growth for a more positive future. When Momi realizes that the unstable and destructive conditions in her life have come full circle on her children, she decides to make a permanent change. She never foresaw the return of her broken past in her children, and she tried deliberately to prevent it from happening. The reality was, that as she attempted to find herself, her children were lost. While a young Momi had turned to Kevin, her own son turned to

drugs-another lesson Momi would learn from and find strength in, so she could help save her son.

Momi shows true remorse for missing the signs that her own son needed someone to talk to, especially when he didn’t understand the life he was living in every day,






and while Momi and her children are now learning to communicate positively, openly, and constructively as a family, they hope that their struggles will strengthen others. As a teacher Momi is also aware of the increasing rate at which children are abandoning dreams, complying with the demands of significant others, and experimenting with sex, drugs, and alcohol, all as a result from not having more open and honest communication at home.
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