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1.
Elect one individual in your group to be the caller.  The remaining group members will work together as a team to answer the call.  The survivor will read the case to you and answer any additional questions you have.
(Note:  These are actual cases of intimate abuse as told in the survivor’s own words.)

2.
Get as much information from the caller as you can.  Each of you should complete your own crisis call form. 

3.
As a team, conduct an assessment for risk for homicide, suicide, and risk for lethality based on the handouts you received last week.

4.
As a group, write one SOAP note together to document the call after it is completed.

Reminders:

· Identify yourself (first name only) and build rapport using your helping skills.  (Never disclose personal information about yourself!)

· Assess for immediate danger at the beginning of the call. 

· Tell client you must report their call if they give any identifying information.

· Always move from obtaining general information to specific information.

· If the caller wants shelter and doesn’t have transportation, arrange for police or taxi to transport while they remain on the phone.

· If the caller decides to remain with their abuser, give them the phone number for the weather.  Tell them to call that number after hanging up so their abuser cannot trace their call to the shelter.

Case #1

There is violence in my home on a weekly basis, which is physical, sexual, and emotional.  It occurs between my husband and myself.


My husband does not need a weapon to beat me.  He has a black belt.  He uses his hands and feet most of the time.  Still, I have been shot at, hit in the head with a piece of lumber, and had my head shaved to be stitched up.


When the ambulance came to take me to the hospital, I was threatened by my husband that he’d kill me if I talked.  I did tell the doctor who treated me, however, that my husband was the cause of the gash in my head.


Once I was bitten on the thumb during a fight we had because I did not submit myself sexually to him after a fight.  I went to my doctor; he did surgery, which included draining and removing my nail.  My doctor said I could have lost part of the finger if I had waited longer.  When I explained what happened, the doctor though it was funny and asked if I bit my husband back.


The reason I stayed with my husband is because I loved him and believed things would change between us.  I stuck by my husband through thick and thin.  I helped my husband build a business, of which I was secretary, and helped him get his citizenship.


I sought treatment for alcoholism six months ago in an in-patient program.  My husband resents my meetings in A.A. and the out-patient after-care program I attend.  He resents my sobriety and threatens it nightly with his drunken rages.  Once he threw alcohol on me as I was leaving for my meeting.  He asked me who the hell did I think I am, that I am his wife and my place is there with him, not at some group with a bunch of ex-drunks.


I have contemplated not going but I think, “What the hell, if I stay, we’ll fight, and if I go, we’ll fight, so I may as well go.  Maybe he’ll be asleep when I return.”  Sometimes he is.  For 2 months, I have felt like I am walking on eggshells, and many times I find other places to go after a meeting rather than home.


Last month, my husband put me and the children out of the house.  I went to stay with his aunt and uncle (my family is in California) because I had no place else to go, and no money to get further away from him.  The kids and I stayed away from home for a week.  During that week, my husband called several times a day, and even brought money.


He pleaded and begged me to come home.  He said he missed his family.  He swore things would be different and if I came back he would be more attentive, stop hitting me, and seek help for his drinking problem.


I believed what he was telling me because for the first time he was admitting that he had a drinking problem.  I went home, just for the weekend, so we could talk, and try to start repairing our marriage.  The first day went smoothly.  Today, he has beat me again.

Case #2


For five years I have been a victim of physical and sexual abuse by my baby’s father.  We have been together for seven years, but for the first two years everything was wonderful.  It seemed that the violence started in the third year after I discovered he was using drugs—all kinds of drugs—and I began to get upset about that.


He began to beat me because I refused to give him money to buy drugs.  I hide money to pay bills with but he always finds it, then I get beaten for getting upset because he spent the money saved for food and bills to pay for drugs.


One night I borrowed money from my mother.  He snatched it from my hand to buy drugs.  I spent that night at home, hungry.


He has beat me with a pipe, bit me and thrown things at me.  When I was two months pregnant he threw a 12-inch television at me.  They thought I might lose the baby.


When I was three months pregnant he beat me with a pipe on my back and hit me on my head.  When I was five months pregnant he was high on drugs and beat me until my body was bruised and bit all over, until I bled through my maternity clothes.  The doctors told me one more beating would cause me to lose the baby.


The violence seemed to get worse during my pregnancy.  I think he knew then that I couldn’t leave or do anything about it.  I took most of the beatings on my back then because I wanted to protect the baby.


He was also violent to me sexually.  Once, when he wanted to make love and I didn’t, he jumped me from behind.  He beat on me and then tied my legs to the bedpost.  He forced himself on me and told me he was going to teach me not to say no to him when he wanted to make love.


The past five years have been like a living hell.  My whole world has been turned upside down.  I have reported him to the police a lot of times.  Many times they won’t even come.  Other times they’ll talk to him.  I actually had him arrested twice.  Sometimes this has stopped the beatings, but they always start again.


Social service told me they would help me but they never did follow through with helping me.  They did help me get a job once but I soon had to quit because the beatings kept me from going to work.  They were supposed to find me shelter but I never heard from them.  (I found your number on a poster in the bathroom at Kroger’s.)


I won’t confide in my family so they can’t really help me because every time they ask me how did I get a bruise or a cut I make up an excuse.


I am too scared to tell anyone because I am ashamed of what people would think of me.  I feel it is my responsibility to deal with my own problems.  When I do get the strength to help myself there isn’t anyone I can turn to.


Today (Christmas) was the worst of all.  He came home high on drugs.  We opened our Christmas presents and my baby and I tried to lay down with him on the bed.  For some reason he went off.  By the end of the day he had hit my baby sister, broken up my house and beat me on my hands and feet so that I was bleeding.

Case #3


I have lived through nine years of physical and emotional abuse.  It began with verbal threats which weakened my mental abilities, which caused my mental defenses not to respond as normal.  In turn I have gone through years of beatings, and I mean beatings.


The first began with him breaking both my jaws, and later waking up in the hospital with tubes down my throat and in my arms.  I did not know what had happened until I tried to talk I was completely terrified.  All I could think about was where were my children because I had been unconscious for over 24 hours.


After this I received numerous beatings such as being beat in the head with my shoe, receiving six stitches in my head.  I remained in the hospital for a week with a severe concussion.  I suffered from broken fingers, broken ankles.  Everything that could be broken was, as a result of his brutality.


The embarrassment of constantly going to the hospital got beyond making excuses.  Finally, I had to tell the truth about all these injuries.  Every time after this I reported to the hospital but nothing was done.  The police come and he talks his way out of being the cause of the injuries.  If they did take him to the police station, his boss would get the charges dropped.  If I tried to protect myself, the police would try to arrest me, injuries and all.


Another time he beat me so severely that he was afraid if he took me to the hospital the police would surely arrest him.  I was semiconscious.  I couldn’t walk or talk.  He locked me in my bedroom so that the children couldn’t see me.  I looked in the mirror and my face was so distorted that it frightened me.


I tried leaving but that didn’t work.  This was my home.  I own the house.  He was my main source of support.  I had no money, no family to turn to, so I accepted his weak apology and took him back in order to survive.


None of my friends will help me because they are afraid to interfere.  He says after beating me, “If you had a family that cared about you I would kill you.”


I don’t have any place to turn.  With four children and five years of illness, I feel I have no other help and as a result I stay with him.  He is my only friend and my only family besides my children.


The mental abuse and anguish I experience is as horrifying as the physical.  I can no talk to people.  Some of my friends I have known for years cannot communicate with me either by telephone or at my home.  They fear this would cause him to beat me.


I tried to attend college, but this became impossible for me.  He would come to the campus and take the car and leave me stranded, 50 miles from home.  If I accepted a ride with someone else it would cause a fight.  After two years I stopped going to college.  There was no way I could continue under such pressures, and to study with black eyes I couldn’t see clearly with was real torture.


If I try to work he comes to my job and threatens me.  My kids and I go to church in the car and he comes and takes it, leaving us to walk home.  By having no family in the state and my friends not wanting to get involved I am alone.  I feel so helpless.


Most of his abuse is to break me down and to make me afraid.  He hates the idea that I am strong-willed and independent.  He feels I would not need him.  I never know when the abuse would start.  We will be driving along in the car and all of a sudden he will strike me.


I cannot truthfully say that drinking is the cause of his abuse.  Most of the time he beats me he is sober.


He resents the fact that my children are so close to me so he tried to break up this closeness by telling my son that I wanted him to leave and didn’t love him.  After my son left for the service and didn’t come home for furlough I didn’t understand why.  Finally, I asked the Red Cross to find him.  Then he came home, only to tell one of my female friends why he stayed away.


This hurt me more than any of the beatings.  This is when I asked this man to leave.


This lead to a vicious fight which caused terrible damage to my eyes.  He literally punched his fingers in my eye and the doctor said he had caused intense damage to the eye muscles.


I have just found out that he raped and threatened my daughter who is 14.  He has been taking her off the school ground and sexually abusing her.

Case #4


I am a battered woman both physically and mentally.  I have been physically abused to the point where I had to be taken to the emergency room on more than one occasion.  Most of the time I lie about how these injuries occurred.  I lie out of shame, believing I am the cause for these beatings.


The one time I did tell the doctor that my husband beat me, the doctor said, “You should do something about this.”  What should I do?  I wasn’t even aware that I needed help.  Does the alcoholic know he/she needs help?  There wasn’t even a social worker in the emergency room to talk to me.


One night my husband started an argument with me on the roof of a five-story building.  He grabbed me around the neck and flung my entire body over the side of the roof.  No words could describe the terror that passed through my mind.  I have no idea how long he held me there, or what was said.  I do know I’ll remember that feeling for the rest of my life.


What causes these beatings?  Any of the following could cause a beating:

1.
My 2-year-old son falling off a chair and my husband wants to know where I was when he fell.

2.
Getting home 10 minutes late.

3.
My brother driving me home from my mother’s house and my husband wanting to know why my brother had to drive me home.


But every beating really stems from a sick jealousy, a jealousy that was totally uncalled for.  I must add no reason justifies his abuse.


After these beatings my husband is very sorry and loving toward me.  He will always say, “I’m sorry and why are you still mad at me?”  He can’t understand why I turn my back to him when he makes sexual advances toward me.  My doing this usually causes another argument.  He then accuses me of having a lover, and I get another beating.

Case #5


I come from a white, middle-class, well-educated family.  I’m 32 years old and I’ve held federal and county government jobs for 11 years.  Perhaps you feel that I don’t fit the description of a battered woman, but physical and psychological abuse has no color or social status.  I have been the victim of both.


Before the beatings began, I had already acquired emotional scars.  In a sense, my husband prepared my mind to accept the physical abuse I was to have.  The mental abuse began by him isolating me from my friends, my family and even my children.  My husband molded my mind into a dark shadow which existed only to accept his yelling, his possessiveness, his obsession to make me his perfect wife.  My family had difficulty understanding why I separated myself from them.  They sensed that something was wrong but I never confessed the truth to them.  In fact, I became a very convincing liar.


At this time I didn’t realize that I was really lying to myself.  I didn’t seek help from an outside source because the idea of someone else knowing that I took this abuse could cause them to look down on me.


The physical humiliation began shortly afterwards.  Now having totally manipulated my brain, my husband began what turned out to be daily rituals, the actual beatings.  Throughout the rest of my marriage, I was subjected to his fists, his throwing me against walls, his crude beatings with furniture and other objects.  He was an extremely domineering and demanding man.  When his anger grew, he became erratic and lost full control of his strength.


I always maintained a clean and neat household but sometimes between full time employment and my children I couldn’t get the chance to vacuum everyday.  My husband would come home and start to verbally abuse me and end up hitting me with the vacuum cleaner or me being thrown around from wall to wall.


I can remember that one day, when we were going to a friend’s house, he was the last one to leave our house.  However he didn’t close the door tightly.  When we returned, we found the door wide open.


Naturally, he began yelling at me and I wouldn’t dare answer him, yet I knew I had to tell him he was the last one to leave.  Well, I should have followed my initial fear of keeping quiet.  As soon as I opened my mouth, I got a fist in my face then I doubled over from the punch in my stomach which actually knocked the wind right out of me.  Immediately, I learned that he was always to be right even if I knew differently.


Last night I went out after work with my friends, with my husband’s consent.  He had even asked me to call home so he wouldn’t worry about me coming home late.  I called and all was fine.  When I got home, I got into bed and as my head hit the pillow I got a fist to my nose and eyes.  He was mad because I had called as he asked and had woke him out of a deep sleep.

Case #6


Me and the kids went hungry a lot.  We lived on potatoes for 2 months.  I decided I would get extra money and signed up with the National Guard.  I wanted to go into regular Army but I didn’t have my high school diploma.


That’s where I met my husband.  He was in the Army and we went through basic training together.


I knew him a month when I married him.  I thought he was a nice man.  He treated me real good at the time.  I thought we would get along good and have a wonderful life together.  I was very naive.  I have learned more about men in the past 1 ½ years than in the past 25.


Before we married, he promised me I could handle the money.  But when we were settled in our first apartment on the base, everything was different.


As soon as I got there he started mistreating me.  He would go out all day and would never take me.  One day I was at home all day along and was hanging some pictures so I decided to hang his son’s picture with the pictures of my children.  He had been married before and had one son.


When he came home he ripped his son’s picture down and grabbed me by the arm and throat and shook me and said never do it again.  I thought I had done something good.


He left and I found out later he met somebody at a bar.  He told me later he was sorry, that he loved his son so much and missed him so much he couldn’t bear to see that picture there.  The strange thing was that after we bought a house he said I could put up the picture.


He physically abused me.  He pulled my hair, threw me across the room.  When I took a bath, he would come in and throw cold water on me.  Once I decided to do the same thing.  I got a glass of water and poured it on him to see how he liked it.  Of course, I got beaten again.


We fought maybe two or three times a week.  Then he would apologize.  Once he even got down on his knees and cried when he saw me bruised.


Then I felt sorry for him because 4 months after we married he found out he had crippling arthritis.  It told him I would stay with him.  I said I married him for good or bad.  I overlooked a lot of things because of that.


A lot of people have asked me why I didn’t leave him.  He told me he would never give me a divorce.  I felt sorry for him.  I thought he would get over it and change.  I thought I would just have to give him time.  I cared for him.


After he got a medical discharge, I tried to leave him.  I did leave seven different times and he always followed me and brought me back.  Once he beat me in the hotel room and made me come back with him.


His mother doesn’t like me because I am older than he.  One night I wouldn’t talk to her on the phone and he so mad he slapped me.  I am tired of having to wear long sleeves to hide the bruises.  I am tired of getting slapped because of his mom.


We are always quarreling about my daughter.  He gives me hell about her.  He resents her because he can’t see his son.  He always finds something to hurt me about my daughter.  She doesn’t do anything.  She eats junk food.  She gets up late.


He said, “If she mouths off to me again, I’ll slap her.”


No one is going to touch my daughter.  My first husband and I we didn’t beat her and I’ll be damned if another man is going to.  I said, “You can hit me and I’ll forgive you but you won’t hurt her.”


One day he said he had to punish me.  He turned me over his knee and spanked me so bad my legs were black and blue.


All this hurt is inside me.  I can’t take it to my mom, and he made sure I don’t have any friends to talk to.


He says men are supposed to be allowed to go out.  I can’t even go to the store without telling him.  I don’t want him to go to bars, to smoke marijuana.  He resents that.  But I think if you do that you shouldn’t get married.  I’m not doing it and I don’t want him to do it.

Case #7


I was born in Yugoslavia.  We came here when I was 11.  I saw my father beat my mother and put her in the hospital I don’t know how many times.  I’ve been with so many men that I thought were going to be good to me.  They always ended up abusing me.


Then I ran into another man.  I only knew good things about him.  He was nice looking and drove a big car.  He was another Prince Charming.


I thought he would take care of me.  I was so tired of trying to take care of myself and doing such a lousy job.


It seemed like the whole world changed overnight.  He started giving me $100 bills.  He bought me a nice car.  He was real good to me, treated me better than anyone had treated me in my whole life.


I moved in with him.  It was a beautiful home.  Things were going real good for us.  I would have done anything for him.


He was a contractor and I suggested we start our own construction company and I could keep the books.  Overnight we hit it big.  They were putting up a subdivision and we got the job.  My life went from the ditch to the penthouse.  I thought he was the greatest thing ever.  For the first time in my life I didn’t have to worry.


But I had been taken away from all my friends.  I didn’t have anyone to talk to.


One night he came home and kicked me out of bed.  It was 3 in the morning.  He said, “We have to talk.  I am tired of babying you.  It’s time you grew up.”


Then he told me about his past and of the men he had killed.  It was a bomb.  That was the worst day of my life.  I felt my whole life was a dream.  It completely destroyed my self-image.  I felt I didn’t have a brain in my head.


The next morning, I got up and started packing.  He beat me to death.  He took my car keys and said, “You made me do this.  Are you happy now?  I love you and you made me beat you.”


I cried all day.  That evening I remembered there was one way out.  Suicide.  I couldn’t stand any more.  I had made him do this to me and I was no good to myself or anyone else.


I went outside and took a whole bottle of pills.


The last I remember was going back into the house and picking up the telephone.  I have no idea who I was trying to call.  Then I passed out.


That’s when he found me.  He took me to the hospital and when I came to, a strange man was sitting on my bed.  It was a psychiatrist.  This man I was living with was there, too.  The psychiatrist said, “I’ll leave you with your wife.”  But we still weren’t married.


I didn’t know what I was doing or what had happened.


He was dressing me and he said, “We’ve got to get you out of here before they start asking questions.  They’ll lock you up for trying to kill yourself.”


The next time I woke up I was on the roof of a house.  He had taken me to work with him because he was afraid to let me out of his sight.  I don’t know how he got me up the ladder.


He told me to go back to sleep and when I came to I was home in bed.


Then he spanked me and told me, “You can never get away from me.”


He instilled such fear in me.  I thought I can’t even commit suicide right.  That destroyed me that much more.  But then he brought me flowers and jewelry and he said, “I’ll never hurt you again.”


I was so ready to forgive him that I went for it.


Several months later, the beatings started again.  That’s how I ended up a totally battered woman.  I was back to feeling stupid.  If he beat me up, I figured I had it coming.  But I thought if I couldn’t change the situation maybe I could control his attitude.


A year later, I got pregnant.  I thought if I had a baby, things would be better.  But he told me, “You’ll have to marry me now.”  Well, that was another mistake.


I filed for divorce.  After the baby was born, one day a man called on the phone and said he had been questioned by the police about blowing up the house and the baby and me.  He said to be careful, that my husband was acting crazy.


It scared me real good.  I knew that my husband intended to blow up the house.  He had told me that because we were fast losing everything we had and he was spending hundreds of dollars a day on drugs.  He was gambling and selling everything.  The house was all we had left.  He had insured it for a lot of money.


I didn’t think he would hurt us but then there were little hints like he wouldn’t buy health insurance because he said I wouldn’t need it.


One day he came to the house with another man and I saw them fiddling with the car.  Later, I was driving with the baby and the hood flew up.  I  told him, “I know you messed with my car.”  He didn’t deny it.  He just said, “Well, bitch, I guess the next time you’ll be more careful.”


I felt I had never known this person.  He would sneak into the house in the middle of the night and hold a gun to my head.  He would click it and then start laughing.  The last few months have been a nightmare.  I can’t sleep because I am so scared.


Last night he told me, “Look, I am going out of town when this happens to you.”  He was talking about the house blowing up.  He said, “It has to look like a vendetta.  I’ll call and tell you when to get out.”


But something tells me he’s going to kill me.

