
“The kids fear him”  

  

Jill Schmidt  

Jill Schmidt is a nurse practitioner and lives in central Iowa with 
her children. 

  

My kids call it “the very bad day.” 

My husband, “X”, and I have been married 14 years now. 
Everything was going fine. We had two careers, great stuff. Three 
boys. 

There were just some minor things. He was very jealous if I 
went out with my friends, back before we had kids. He never did 
anything with anybody, so I look back, and that is one thing. And 
finances. I realized early on in our marriage that I needed to do the 
bills, because otherwise things were not paid on time. 

Then in 2002, something switched. I was always on eggshells. I 
would take the kids to the department store at night time just to get 
out of the house until it was bedtime. But I had no idea why our 
marriage was falling apart. 

In the summer of 2005, I got a call from the credit card 
company that just said, “There have been some large charges and use someplace else, like overseas.” I pulled up my credit 
reports and realized that we had credit cards that I didn’t even know about. And they had huge advances on them. 

I confronted X with it. I said, “How much credit card debt do you have?” and then the lies just started coming. 

In August he drove out to a remote road, parked, and hooked up a hose to his tailpipe. A policeman found him. They 
admitted him into the hospital and he was in there for three or four days. 

Things just kept getting worse. By November I saw there was even more debt. He had borrowed and taken credit card 
cash advances for over $140,000 dollars that I didn’t know about. 

It was getting horrible to live at home. He would come home and be horrible one minute and halfway nice the next 
minute. 

My job was only part-time. I knew I would have to go to a different job to be able to get benefits for myself down the 
road and work more hours. I wanted to do it the right way. You want to be prepared, you don’t want to just pack up and go 
and move in with your parents and then look for a job, so I was trying to do it the right way. 

By the following March, I told him I was going to be looking for another job and that I couldn’t deal with this any more 
and that I was going to file for divorce, that I couldn’t trust him any  more. So then it was this guilt thing: “Don’t leave, don’t 
do this, don’t do that.” 

I started getting calls from our mutual friends: “Well, how are things going?” And I’m thinking, how did you know about 
what was going on? 

On June 2, X called my mom and said, “I just don’t know what to do. I can’t imagine being without my kids and only 
seeing them every other weekend.” 



On June 6, he had come home. I left and went to the store, so he got in the hot tub with the kids. The three 
boys ages four to six. 

When I got home X and I had a little argument, but nothing that bad. The kids had pulled off all their swim 
trunks so they didn’t get chlorine on the carpet when they came inside, they were in towels in the garage, and X 
walked back out towards the hot tub and just mumbled something. I was mad, so I walk out there and I said, “What 
did you say?” He just ignored me. And I said, “Whatever. I can not deal with you like this.” 

He came at me so fast. He didn’t say a word. He came straight at me and he grabbed me by my neck and he 
took me down to the ground and he just sat there and choked me, choked me, over and over. I remember laying on 
the ground with my head smashed up against the air conditioner thinking, “Am I dreaming? Am I dreaming?” 

He went, “You’re dead, you’re dead, mmm, mmm, you’re dead.” And I remember X going, “Mmm, mmm,” 
like that. The kids came back out to where we were. And I’m on this concrete ground, and I can hear them 
screaming, “What are you doing? What are you doing?” 

I passed out. 

  

*** 

  

The attack went on for a quarter hour, moving into the garage, over to the neighbor’s, out onto the driveway. 
The kids saw it all. I was strangled to unconsciousness four times and bleeding heavily from a head wound. 

The second time he’s strangling me, one of the boys is right here, laying like this on the ground, right by my 
ear, and saying to me, “Mommy, Mommy, are you okay? You’re bleeding, you’re bleeding.” And I remember 
trying to turn my head to say, “Get Jane (the neighbor), call 911, get Jane, call 911,” but my son said he never 
heard. I don’t think I had any voice that he could hear. 

Then my son just kept saying, “Don’t go to sleep, don’t go to sleep, stay awake,” because they had seen me 
“go to sleep” (lose consciousness) outside. 

I remember looking at him, and him saying that to me, and then I was out. 

  

*** 

  

There is a 911 tape, from when I had gotten to the neighbor’s house, I dialed just before he caught up with me. 
It’s just a tape of the boys screaming their heads off, “Stop Daddy Daddy, stop, what are you doing, stop Daddy.” 
They’re just screaming. They didn’t realize that I had called and so, on it, you hear the dispatcher saying, “Is 
anybody there? Is anybody there?” and then you hear my other son say, “Call 911,” I mean, just screaming, “Call 
911, call 911,” and he picks up the phone, and then you hear that beep-beep-beep because he’s trying to call, and 
then you hear it banging. He told the DHS people that he was trying to hit his dad with the phone. And he’s told 
the counselors that he remembers that there was just so much blood on the phone and on the kitchen. 

  



*** 

  

X doesn’t know where we are. 

He has not seen the boys since that night a year and two months ago. He’s been trying to, over and over and 
over. And the kids fear him. 

 I think if it was that your dad beat up your mom, and you didn’t see it, I could certainly see a kid saying, 
“Well, I want to go see Dad.” But I think visually seeing the attack and knowing how horrible it is, totally gave 
them a different picture and has wiped out everything that was good about him. I think their relationship with him 
may always be affected. 

I have custody right now. I’m sure eventually he’ll find us somehow. Right now, so far, he hasn’t. 

It’s done and it’s over with. But if I’m in the basement and they don’t know where I’m at, even in this new 
house, it’s horrible. I can’t leave them at practices. This year’s been much better. Last year, we had terrible 
problems just leaving them at school. 

We did everything security-wise here, we did a panic button that they can all reach, and they know how to do 
that. All of our neighbors know, we’ve talked about safety plans and how to get out of this house, we’ve talked 
about if you had to hide in this house. 

If it’s a stranger, you can disconnect from that person entirely: I never have to deal with that person anymore, 
that was a bad stranger, and boom they’re gone. And that’s what we struggle with, with the kids: You look at me, 
and I remind you of what happened. 

So things will be with them forever like this. I’m not sure how they’re ever going to get past this. 

And then I think about kids that see this over and over and over again. 

  

*** 

  

He got 30 days in jail. He served 5 days, put up a $13,000 cash bond, and he is out on supreme court appeal 
right now. Two aggravated misdemeanors. The maximum for each charge was a year on each count, so he could 
have spent 2 years in jail. Could have. 

If a stranger would have done this to me, I would have had a lot better chance prosecuting that person. 

It’s a crappy system. I know I’m one of the lucky ones that had the means and the guts to push it, and it still 
doesn’t get anywhere. I can’t imagine being somebody who doesn’t have an education, doesn’t have a good job. 
What if I didn’t have the means to take care of all three of these boys? I know I’ve doubted myself through this 
whole process, and I’ve had a huge amount of support. Can you imagine if your one support system says “I can’t 
help you any more”? 

You can see why people stay, or go back over and over. I can totally see it. 



Hopefully I can find somebody to help me make a difference in some type of legislation, some type of little 
thing. Little things that I’ve run into obstacles with, that people go, “Ugh, that’s a problem too,” but then nobody 
does anything about it. There are so many things. I have a list. 

But unless people like me change that, it’s never going to get changed. Never. And so, you know, as much as 
you hate to say your story over and over, this is the only way it’s ever going to change. 

Yes, you can use my name. Everybody that’s important to us knows what’s happened. And if I’m going to be 
out there working on legislation down the road, people are going to know who the heck I am anyway, so what’s the 
point? 

Most of my counseling, although I’m there all the time, has been, how do I get from this day to this day. Once 
we get through the divorce, I think we can finally start work on “how are we going to make me better. “ 

Meanwhile, nothing has stopped. I still look out of my rear view mirror, I still have the alarm on the minute I 
know everybody’s in here. None of that fear and constant worry about anything has stopped. I look forward at least 
to the day I don’t think about it all the time. 
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