
		
			[image: 4/20 A Mother's Fight to Survive by Alice Nehme]
		

	
		
		

		
			[image: ]

			[image: ]

			Alice Nehme

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			
			

			© 2024 All rights reserved. Alice Nehme

			Published by

			DocUmeant Publishing

			244 5th Avenue, Suite G-200

			NY, NY 10001

			646–233–4366

			Limit of Liability and Disclaimer of Warranty: The publisher has used its best efforts in preparing this book and the information provided herein is provided “as is”.

			The author has attempted to recreate events, locales, and conversations from their memories of them. In order to maintain their anonymity, in some instances, the names of individuals and places may have changed, as well as some identifying characteristics and details such as physical properties, occupations, and places of residence.

			No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage or retrieval system, except as may be expressly permitted by law or in writing from the publisher, or except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in review to be printed in a magazine, newspaper, or online website.

			Permission should be addressed in writing to: 
publisher@DocUmeantPublishing.com

			Edited by Philip S. Marks

			Cover Design, Illustrations, and layout by DocUmeant Designs
www.DocUmeantDesigns.com

			Library of Congress Control Number: 2024940680

			ISBN: 9781957832432 (pbk)

			ISBN: 9781957832449 (ePub)

		

	
		
			[image: ] 

			To all the women in the world who believed life would be amazing but had their independence and self-worth snatched away, this book is for you.
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			A mother I was, 

			A mother I will always be. 

			Like a lioness that protects her cubs,

			At all costs,

			And against all odds.

			—Alice Nehme
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The Story

			I can’t get the images out of my head. It was a Cinderella story, a true nightmare, and a living horror that took and framed the last 34 years of my life.

			We met in high school in 1984. I was 17 and he was 19. Thirty-four years later, he was dead.

			My son called me on July 25, 2022, as I was about to leave the house to head over to my aunt’s home for a family dinner. He called to say his sister was on her way, and that we had to have an immediate family meeting.

			He showed up with his wife, pregnant with their first child, to announce his father’s death.

			I couldn’t distinguish between sadness, relief, or fear of what my children were about to go through. My daughter drove home frantically and as she got out of the car, she started screaming. “What is it! I know something is wrong!”

			I spent the last 34 years struggling and protecting my children from a lot of things that went on while being blamed by his family for not allowing him to see the children. His mother did nothing to ensure the wellbeing of her grandchildren. What mother allows this? She sat in her glass house, living a life of luxury while the children barely had enough food because he spent all the money in our bank accounts.

			
			

			I never understood “why”. Why did he walk out on me and the children in January of 2001, and why did he torment us for years—until I had him arrested so it would stop. I knew he smoked marijuana in his younger days, but I honestly thought it was an occasional thing.

			I was wrong.

			I had no idea about the truth. We went inside the house, numb with emotion as my son started showing me text messages from his aunt who was giving him the run around about entering the apartment where they found the body, and drugs on his stove top.

			We had suspected they were hiding something and then we learned they had emptied a lot of the content in the apartment.

			After several days they finally allowed him to enter. He immediately noticed many things were missing.

			With a look of fear, my son said to me, “Mom, there is a journal dad wrote while in rehab.”

			My heart dropped to the floor, and I felt sick to my stomach. I knew my life would be in there and the confessions would be my answers.

			His family started giving the children a difficult time, and sent an email to my daughter, saying,

			“I imagine since you wanted nothing to do with your father for most of your life then I will also assume you will hold to your high standards and want nothing from his apartment.”

			They tried to control the estate and one of his sisters had taken his computer out of the apartment and deleted all the data, therefore having tampered with it.

			Once again, the attacks started on my daughter, who had been traumatized by her father. He had locked her in a room. That day was the final straw; the thing that finally made the courts remove his right to visitation with the children. She hadn’t seen him for the last 20 years.

			Following the messages back and forth that my son was having with his father’s family, I saw exactly where this was going to go.

			
			

			I called my lawyer and asked him to come to the house to meet with me and the children. There was no way I was going to relive this horror and allow this family to point any more fingers. I was putting a stop to this before it got out of hand.

			I went into my filing cabinet and pulled out the six-inch-thick divorce file that dragged on for 10 years, and my lioness claws came out to protect my children. That’s all I did for 32 years was protect, protect, and protect. I had no peace.

			This file had police reports, hospital reports, child services reports, psychosocial expertise, and all the abuse, anxiety, and terror I lived through until 2011.

			I said, “As God is my witness, they will not touch my children.” 

			As terrified as I was, I asked my son to bring me the journal. His father had to write it as his therapy and treatment from the day he started rehab on May 11, 2011, 10 years after he walked out on us.

			After writing my book on drug addiction in 2010, I found out he bought it,called the drug rehab placement specialist, who wrote a testimonial for my book, and admitted himself into rehab. How ironic that my first book on addiction called, A Testimonial of Insanity, was what made him get help. He told the rehab specialist that he realized what he had done to his mother and the pain he put her through. Something every child should learn and never dishonor a mother nor their upbringing.

			While in my kitchen, waiting for our attorney to arrive, I flipped through the pages and started to scream, while reading his confessions. I thought I was going to collapse. The children ran to me and tried to calm me down. The horror had just begun to unfold and all I could say was, “God help me.”
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The Beginning

			We met in high school. It was 1984.He was a quiet boy sitting at the back of the classroom. We both went to the same private school; a prep school located in Montreal.

			Being as shy as he was, he eventually joined our group of friends and used to hang out with us on a daily basis. One day he invited me to his mother’s penthouse, which was located in Westmount Square on two floors occupying 4,000 square feet of luxury, decorated by the renowned Claude Hinton designer in Montreal. I remember driving there the first time during our lunch break from school.

			As we entered the Westmount Square underground parking lot, it smelt of toast and butter.

			We parked in the underground garage, then went upstairs into the penthouse, and as we opened the large doors, my mouth dropped to the floor.

			I had never seen a penthouse so big, on two floors, with wall-to-wall windows overlooking the city.

			I remember him telling me that he wasn’t allowed to take his mother’s car. He took her Mazda sports car back-and-forth to school. Sure enough he had a fender bender and damaged her front bumper, but made sure to have it repaired before she returned from Florida.

			
			

			We used to have lunch at Franni’s café around the corner from school where I would typically have a quiche with a salad, and then one of their famous cheesecakes.

			They made the best cheesecakes in Montreal and were quite well-known. I have fond memories of that place that unfortunately no longer exists today.

			I was voted president of the student council, and a popular kid. One day, he asked me to go out with him. We started to date, and things seemed normal back then.

			We had a lot of school friends, all from families with money. As teenagers we never lacked the means to eat in restaurants.

			We used to go to a restaurant called Casa Napoli in the Italian district of Montreal. We would often see Italian groups there having dinner and clearly conducting business conversations. Coming from the types of families we came from this wasn’t an unusual thing to see. My father was an influential person in the Lebanese community.

			The end of the school year arrived really quickly, and all of our friends went onto their summer vacations, planning for the next step which would be college. We had prom and then everyone began summer vacation. High school was finished, a new phase of life was beginning.

			Soon afterwards, his mother was to be remarried. He asked me if I would go with him to her wedding. Coming from an old-fashioned and very strict upbringing, I started to panic trying to figure out how I was going to ask my father if I could go to this wedding as his date.

			To avoid conflict, I told my mother about it, and asked her to find a way to tell my father.

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/SegoeScript.ttf


OEBPS/image/icons-marijuana-green.png





OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/MinionPro-It.otf


OEBPS/font/MyriadPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/epigraph.png





OEBPS/font/AlegreyaSansSC-Medium.otf


OEBPS/image/icons-marijuana-green1.png





OEBPS/font/MyriadPro-It.otf


OEBPS/image/title.jpg
4/20

AMOTHER'S FIGHT
TO SURVIVE





OEBPS/image/DP_imprint_color.png
DOCUBMENE £ Nolziing

~-






OEBPS/font/MyriadPro-Black.otf


OEBPS/image/AMF2S-cover_front-lg.jpg
4/20

A MOTHER'S FIGHT
TO SURVIVE






OEBPS/image/shutterstock_79199104.jpg





OEBPS/font/BasicSans-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/1.png





