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Amanda Knox is an exoneree, journalist, public speaker, author of the New York Times bestselling memoir, Waiting to Be Heard, and co-host, with her partner, Christopher Robinson, of the podcast Labyrinths. Between 2007 and 2015, she spent nearly four years in an Italian prison and eight years on trial for a murder she didn’t commit. She has since become an advocate for criminal justice reform and media ethics. Her writing has appeared in The Atlantic, Time magazine, the Los Angeles Times, and many other places. She sits on the board of the Innocence Center and serves as an Innocence Network Ambassador.




Amanda Knox reflects on her world famous confinement in an Italian prison - and her return to an 'ordinary' life - to reveal hard won truths about purpose and fulfilment that will resonate with anyone who has felt trapped in their own circumstances.

Amanda Knox spent nearly four years in prison and eight years on trial for a murder she didn't commit - and became a notorious tabloid story in the process. Though she was exonerated, it's taken more than a decade for her to reclaim her identity and truly feel free.

Free recounts how Amanda survived prison, the mistakes she made and misadventures she had reintegrating into society, culminating in the untold story of her return to Italy and the extraordinary relationship she's built with the man who sent her to prison. It is the gripping saga of what happens when you become the definition of notorious,  but have quietly returned to the matters of a normal life - seeking a life partner, finding a job, or even just going out in public.

In harrowing (and sometimes hilarious) detail, Amanda tells the story of her personal growth and hard-fought wisdom, recasting her public reckoning as a private reflection on the search for meaning and purpose that will speak to everyone persevering through hardship.
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Prologue

The only path I’ve spent more hours walking than the loop around the prison yard was the path through my neighborhood to Oma’s house. My mom was single and raising two daughters, but we lived within walking distance of her mom, and just about every day after school, we’d strap the leashes on the dogs and walk as a pack over to Oma’s for dinner. Goulash, potatoes, and pickled red cabbage, zwetschgenknödel for dessert. On one of those walks, coming back from Oma’s house on a brisk fall evening, Mom said to me, “Amanda, I think you’re going to live an extraordinary life.”

My mom was in the habit of saying prophetic things offhand. Maybe that’s true of all moms, simply because they never know what random thing they say will land just right, planting itself in your mind forever. But I don’t think she could have imagined how out of the ordinary my life would be, or how painful. If she could have seen the future, her daughter thrown into a foreign prison, accused and convicted of a murder she didn’t commit, if she could have seen the death threats, the tabloid slander, the trauma rippling through our whole family for decades to come, would she have wished me a simple, ordinary life?

In the fall of 2007, a twenty-one-year-old British student named Meredith Kercher was studying abroad in Perugia, Italy. She shared a cottage with three roommates—two Italian law interns and an American girl. Two months into her stay, a burglar named Rudy Guede broke into her cottage when no one was home. When Meredith returned, Guede raped and killed her, then fled the country.

We know this beyond any doubt because Guede left his fingerprints and footprints in her blood; he left his DNA in and on her body. The MO of the break-in matched his previous burglaries. He was known to carry a knife. He later admitted to being at the scene. But before the forensic evidence came back identifying Guede, the authorities, desperate to find the killer, with the eyes of the global media upon them, questioned the American roommate for fifty-three hours over five days, in a foreign language, without a lawyer, eventually coercing her in the dead of night into signing statements that implicated herself and others. They arrested her and accused her of Meredith’s murder, all before a single piece of forensic evidence was analyzed.

I am that American roommate, and I should have been nothing more than a footnote in this tragic story. Instead, Guede was charged with the lesser crimes of conspiracy and rape in a separate fast-track trial. Rudy was officially convicted of rape and of “committing murder with others.” In Italy, they do not distinguish between “participating in murder” and murder. Which is to say that he was never accused of wielding the weapon that killed Meredith, but he was convicted of murder. He was sentenced to thirty years, reduced to sixteen on appeal. And then I became the main event, along with a young Italian man named Raffaele Sollecito, with whom I’d been romantically involved for just a week.

The investigation and trial took two years, and the prosecution presented a baseless theory of a sex game gone wrong, a drug-fueled orgy that devolved into murder. In that story I was portrayed as a cunning manipulator, a sadist in sheep’s clothing who convinced my one-week fling, Raffaele, and Guede, a man whose name I didn’t even know, to rape my roommate and then hold her down so I could plunge in the knife.

There was precisely zero evidence to support this story, and mountains of evidence to refute it, but the media couldn’t get enough. They amplified every imagined detail, cementing the image of that character, the man-eater “Foxy Knoxy,” in the minds of millions around the world. When the trial finally reached a verdict, I assumed this absurd case would collapse like the house of cards it was, but instead, the judge pronounced, “Colpevole.” Guilty. The jury convicted Foxy Knoxy and sentenced her to twenty-six years in prison. But the guards couldn’t handcuff that invented person. They couldn’t escort that fiction into a cell. That was me, the naïve twenty-two-year-old exchange student; I was the one dragged back to that windowless prison van and driven once again to those high cement walls topped with barbed wire.

After four years in prison, I was acquitted on appeal in 2011 when independent experts concluded that the minuscule trace of DNA supposedly linking me to the crime was the result of lab contamination. I returned to my home in Seattle, bewildered and traumatized. But I was finally free, right? Not exactly. I was trapped in my childhood bedroom, hiding from the news cameras across the street, and psychologically stuck in a story that had taken on a life of its own. I was the girl accused of murder. Did she or didn’t she? Everyone I met already thought they knew who I was, what I had or hadn’t done, and what I deserved. I was threatened with abduction, torture, and death. Strangers sent me lingerie and love letters.

I didn’t feel free.

Then, two years later, prosecutors appealed my acquittal, arguing the verdict was “lacking in logic,” and it was overturned. I was retried in absentia, reconvicted of the same crime, and resentenced, this time to 28.5 years. Once again, I was a convicted killer, now facing extradition. Once again, the media cashed in, presenting me as a figure to be judged and condemned. Once again, I appealed.

The final ruling in my nearly eight-year legal ordeal was delivered on March 27, 2015, by the Court of Cassation, Italy’s highest court. They definitively acquitted me and my codefendant, Raffaele Sollecito, of the murder of Meredith Kercher, “per non aver commesso il fatto”—for not having committed the act. It was an unprecedented decision from the court, which usually remanded cases back to an appeals court for retrial. Instead, they exonerated us on the grounds of factual innocence, citing stunning errors in the prosecution’s case and culpable omissions, essentially wagging their finger at the state for ignoring exonerating evidence. It was a clear vindication after a series of Kafkaesque trials. This final ruling is now the legal truth in Italy regarding what happened to Meredith Kercher, but it is not the truth.

Meredith’s actual killer, Rudy Guede, was never held fully accountable for his actions; after serving just thirteen years, he was released from prison in 2020. In 2023 he was rearrested for assaulting another young woman. His trial was still pending as this book went to print. The final ruling from the Court of Cassation, while exonerating Raffaele and me, maintains several falsehoods: that I was present at the house the night of the murder, and that the murder was committed by multiple assailants. It also upheld my conviction for slander against Patrick Lumumba, a pub owner I worked for in Perugia whom I was coerced into naming as the murderer during the interrogation that led to my arrest. Even though I had been denied the assistance of an interpreter or an attorney, I was blamed for the outcome of that interrogation and sentenced to three years’ time served.

If that all sounds confusing, it’s because it is. And I am not the only one who was deeply unsatisfied with this result. It labeled me a convicted liar, and pointed to fictitious accomplices for a crime Guede clearly committed alone, both lessening his guilt and denying the Kercher family a sense of closure.

Then, in 2019, the European Court of Human Rights vindicated me further, ruling that my rights were violated during my interrogation. I used this ruling to sue Italy to overturn my slander conviction, and in October of 2023, the Court of Cassation did just that and sent the case back to the appellate level for retrial. I became a defendant yet again. And on June 5, 2024, I returned to the Court of Appeals in Florence to defend myself. In a decision that shocked me as well as the press, the court upheld my conviction, sentencing me yet again to three years’ time served. Italy’s highest court, the Court of Cassation, upheld that verdict on January 23, 2025. I am now exploring the possibility of appealing this unjust conviction in the European Court of Human Rights once again. Believe it or not, eighteen years after my arrest, the legal drama is still not over. But none of that is what this book is about.

I wrote my memoir, Waiting to Be Heard, a year after I was released from prison, at the age of twenty-five, while I was still on trial. There were already thousands of news articles, dozens of books, and even a TV movie about what people thought had happened to me in Italy. A chorus of strangers had been authoring my experience for years, and I thought by adding my lone voice to that chorus, I might finally be able to move on. I was done being a tabloid staple, eager to return to my life as an anonymous college student.

If I’m consistently good at anything, it’s being naïve.

Waiting to Be Heard was my attempt to dispel the big lie—created by my prosecutor and furthered by the media—about who I was and what I had to do with Meredith’s murder. If you want the play-by-play of the investigation and the trials, I urge you to read it. But I’ve realized, as the years have passed and that haunted feeling has remained, that Waiting to Be Heard still wasn’t really my story. It was the story of what Rudy Guede had done to Meredith, and of what the Italian justice system had done to me. It was the story of what happened to me, and it left little room for anything I actually did.

The problem was, back then, I hadn’t done much. Or at least, that’s what it felt like. I had survived prison—that’s no small thing. And in the first part of this book, I’m going to take you into prison in a way I never have before. I’m also going to take you into the world of “freedom,” where I stumbled a lot trying to reintegrate, knowing Foxy Knoxy, the false version of me in the public imagination, was walking into every room before I entered. I’m going to show you how my loneliness and isolation began to dissipate when I connected with other wrongly convicted and publicly shamed people. Their stories gave me a glimpse of real freedom. But even so, I didn’t feel like the protagonist of my own story. My life was still the product of other people’s mistakes. No matter what I did, the world treated me like a killer or dismissed me as tabloid trash. I was lost. I was stuck in a tragic narrative that afforded me only two possible roles: villain or victim. And I feared that nothing I would ever do could define me more than the worst thing that ever happened to me.

I just wanted my old life back, but that life no longer existed. My face was in newspapers and magazines and on billboards in Times Square, but my world was so, so small. I had to try something else, be something else. That something else is what this book is about.

What I’ve only recently realized is that freedom is not a state of being. It’s a practice. And for the last few years, I’ve been making meaning out of my misfortune. I’ve been creating my own freedom. If Waiting to Be Heard answered the question “What?!,” this book answers the question “So what?” It is a road map of my personal evolution as I directly confront the existential problems I’ve faced ever since I was first arrested and charged for a terrible crime I didn’t commit: Could I ever be anything more than “the girl accused of murder”? Would I ever be truly “free”?

Trying to answer those questions led me to study stoicism, Zen Buddhism, and research on resilience and post-traumatic growth. I hope to share the wisdom I’ve gained from those disciplines and from my own reflections. It’s been said that pain is inevitable but that suffering is a choice. This book is a guide to making that choice—and then making that choice matter. It is the story of what I’ve accomplished despite overwhelming obstacles.

And what I’ve accomplished I owe in some sense to my antagonists, the people who locked me in a cell for years. And I have to thank life for testing me. But above all, I owe it to my mom, who, late one summer in my childhood, offered another offhand prophetic remark.

The blackberries were exploding in the alleyways between the small suburban houses on our block. I was maybe eight years old. I had been building forts deep in the blackberry bushes, riding my bike with the neighbor kids. After playing a breathless game of tag in our backyard, I went inside and asked Mom if I could make everyone peanut butter sandwiches. While helping me spread the peanut butter, she said, “Of all the things I hope for you, Amanda—that you’re successful, and smart—I hope most that you’ll be kind.”

She couldn’t have known that I would take her wish so deeply to heart that it would lead me to risk my safety and my freedom by returning to Perugia, an olive branch in hand, to meet face-to-face with my prosecutor, Dr. Giuliano Mignini.

That story is my story. It is a story that truly speaks to who I am in a way that all the things that have happened to me never could. My circumstances may be extraordinary, but the challenges I’ve faced are universal. We all want to persevere through hardship, and you don’t have to be in a prison cell to feel trapped in your own life. You can feel hemmed in by the stories others tell about you, even if they aren’t headlines splashed across international publications. I hope that my successes and my failures can be illuminating for your own journey toward equanimity, resilience, and wellbeing.

I thought about beginning this book with a quote. Perhaps this line often attributed to C. S. Lewis. . .

Hardship often prepares an ordinary person for an extraordinary destiny.

Or this from Viktor Frankl. . .

When we are no longer able to change a situation, we are challenged to change ourselves.

But I don’t need anyone else to speak for me. I can write my own damn quote.

To be free is to be powerful, and if your power is kindness, you are always free. No one can stop you from being kind.

—Amanda Knox
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