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Emily’s story: 

My name is Emily and I am telling my story, as difficult as it is for me, in hopes that you can 

understand just how valued Women in Distress is, and how much this organization has 

positively influenced my life. 

On September 4, 2012 I took my two children, ages 2 and 4, and ran away from the man I 

loved and had spent 13 years of my life with.  

I didn’t know what I was doing or where I was going, I just knew I had to escape, I saw the 

chance and I took it. The night before I left, me and my children had gone to a party and 

returned 30 minutes later than I had promised. Because I was late, he threatened me with 

taking 1 or both of our children to a place I would never find them.  

He had joked in the past about taking them, but I believed he was serious. I didn’t think were 

safe anymore and I was afraid. 

I fled Italy, where we were living at the time, and just one day after arriving in America, I went 

to Women in Distress.  There, I started attending group and individual therapy. You see at this 

time I didn’t understand that I was, in fact, a victim of domestic violence. Until then, I thought 

an abused woman was a woman who constantly had black eyes and wore big sunglasses and 

made excuses like she ran into a door.  

I didn’t realize I was a victim of domestic violence.  

I didn’t realize that when he held me down in a chair to yell at 

me for hours was domestic violence.  

I didn’t realize that not being allowed to pick out my own 

clothes or makeup was domestic violence.  

I didn’t realize that not being allowed to have food in the house 

to feed our children without his permission was domestic 

violence.  



 

I didn’t realize that not being allowed on the internet or pursuing an education was domestic 

violence.  

I didn’t realize that when he got drunk and shaved my head because he didn’t like the 

attention I got from other men, that was domestic violence.  

I didn’t realize that in my relationship, words were the most common tools of domestic 

violence that he used.  

So convincing, and so humiliating that towards the end I was like a shell moving and acting 

like a real person for the outside world.  

Women in Distress not only helped me build the self-esteem that had been worn down over so 

long; their classes have taught me exactly what constitutes domestic violence and how to 

recognize it.  

When he followed us to America, and began to stalk us I remember how safe I felt behind the 

strong metal doors of Women in Distress building. I remember how supported I felt by the 

staff when he took me to trial for the children, citing it as, ‘the only way we would be a happy 

family again’. I remember the joy I felt when the judge ruled domestic violence as a legitimate 

reason for having fled Italy with my children.  

Women in Distress has given me and my children clothes and food and furniture when we had 

nothing. They have given me strength and support through the scariest times of my life and 

advice and continue to provide support as I rebuild my life, which is now full of possibilities. 

Today I am able care for my children physically and emotionally. I have the proper confidence 

to advocate for my disabled son. I am a current student, and soon to be graduate with 

Bachelor’s degree in Technology Management.  

With the help of Women in Distress I have been able to 

see that the man I had once loved has changed my life 

forever, but he has not defined who I am.  

I am so thankful that when I ran, this is where I landed. 

Words cannot express the thanks and gratitude I feel for 

being set free.  

Thank you. 

 

 


