
 
Heather Fredrickson 
Six years ago Heather Fredrickson was interrogated at gun-
point by her husband, who also videotaped the entire crime. 
Heather now lives in rural Kossuth County with her family. 

 
I wish every woman could have a videotape of what hap-

pens to her. And then they can say, “See? This did happen to 
me.” 

You’re supposed to get married and have a family and be 
perfect and do the family stuff. That’s what I wanted, to be just 
like my parents. 

When I went to college, I didn’t quite fit in with the girls, 
because I was more of the equine type. I found this gentleman 
that had an apartment basement for rent. I called him, and 
ended up getting the job of nanny to his four kids. His wife 
had just passed away a year before that, breast cancer. He was 
so sweet, so nice. Very respectable. I moved in and started tak-
ing care of his children. 

Well, I liked the gentleman a lot, so I just hung out with 
him a lot more. And he took care of me. We started dating. 
Then I quit school. It was easier just to quit school and stay at 
home, it was the normal thing to do, take care of the kids. 
Then it just got turned into these conversations of, “maybe 
someday we should be married.” 

I had myself fooled. 
I was two months pregnant when we got married. I wanted 

to say, “I can’t do this,” and run away. But I had all my family there, we had spent all this money on the wedding, 
I was pregnant, and I had to go through with it. 

My son was born and three months later I was pregnant again. 
I wanted to get back to the workforce and start working. I was tired of being a mom, a housewife, and taking 

care of everybody and everything. Here I had six kids and a husband at age 23. 
I got a job at a restaurant. Right from the start (he) did not trust me. It was the first time I was really out, free, 

in the public. He spied on me. Peeked in the windows of the restaurant. Right away, all the waitresses noticed. 
“Does he always do that to you?” “Do what?” “Follow you around?” “Yeah.” 

That’s where it started, all the stalking. 
I turned around to walk away from him one day and he just grabbed the back of my hair, yanked me back. He 

apologized: “I’ve never done that before.” I was shocked. That was the start. Next it was holding me down. Block-
ing me from leaving the room. If he didn’t think I was listening to him, he’d hold my face in front of his face, and 
squeeze my face, and get mad. 

I was just getting miserable. But I didn’t want to break up a family. A divorce was shameful. What would my 
kids think? And so I stayed and stayed and stayed. Just stayed miserable. 

Finally, something clicked. One day it just came out: “I want a divorce.” He got mad and he’s like, “Why? 
What did I do?” 

I moved out, took our two kids together, and moved into our own house. I was happy. Three months into it, I 
was just...ahh. I had never been happy before. He’d come over for dinner and talk, because I would try to be 
friends with him, so the kids would see that we could be friends. 

Then it came out: He thought we could get back together someday. I said, “I can not live with you. Or be your 
wife. Or anything like that.” Plus he would follow me around town. And he kept window-peeking me, and telling 
me about it. I knew right where he hid the ladder. And the gifts started coming. 



Then one day, he threatened to kill me. I had forgotten all about his gun. He spent the night in jail, 
but they didn’t take away his gun. 

Later that week, he snapped. 
It was a Saturday morning. The kids were with their dad, and I started to get ready for work. I was 

drying my hair and all of a sudden, in the mirror I see the door just starts to come open. And I see this 
little circle thing in the mirror. I’m like, “What is that?” I turn around, here he is with the gun, pointed 
at me. And I... what do you say? I stood there. I shut my hair drier off, I had my hairbrush in my hand--
because I still have the video, and you can see it--he’s like, “Come with me.” And then I lost it. He was 
going to kill me. 

He made me walk upstairs to my bedroom. When I got to the stop of the stairs I looked over and I 
could see the red light on the video camera going. Then I look over to my other shelf and he has all 
these bullets lined up, all the way down. And I see a package of video tapes. He said, “Sit, right there.” 

And then the interrogation began. 
 
*** 
 
Later I watched him drive away down the gravel road. 
Then I watched the tape, the tape of me. In horror. Seeing myself, screaming. Hearing myself, 

screaming. I watched it and I watched it. Time was standing still. I don’t even know how much time 
elapsed. Finally, I decided: “I’ve got to call somebody.” 

 
*** 
 
I got my kids back. He got arrested. He’s in prison for life without the possibility of parole. The 

Department of Justice uses my video to train law enforcement. 
But the day that gun was in my face changed my whole personality. It was like I died. 
I’m the lucky one. I’m the lucky one that has a videotape. It’s horrible to look at, I still want to cry 

when I see it. But I’m lucky because I can prove it. 
To myself, too. I had to be convinced: I watched it and watched it and watched it. I didn’t cry. I 

just... I kept rewinding it. Over and over and over and over. Until finally... “This did happen.” Did I ask 
him for the tape for evidence? No. I had to see for myself what happened. 

Once in a while, I’ll hear a sound, or see something, and I’ll come running around and lock every-
thing, an overwhelming heartbeat sensation, a flood of warmth and anxiety, a scary and horrifying feel-
ing that he’s coming to get me, coming to kill me... You try to rationalize everything, and you’re still 
locking all the doors, you’re still hiding in the doorway. So what kind of person is that? How can my 
brain be so scared, but know it’s not happening? You nail your windows shut... 

I just miss my smile. My laugh. I miss my enjoyment of life. The little things that used to... the 
smell of cut grass. I do like the feel of wind on my face, my hands. Pushing back against the wind. But 
now, a lot of times all I want to do is sit in my chair, and that’s it. I don’t even watch TV. 

In December, he is going back to court. He says his lawyer was incompetent because she was preg-
nant and he is asking for a mistrial, and I will have to go back. 

 


