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“You cannot save another drowning person until you can save yourself,” my mother always told me. As wise as these words are, Americans must constantly view themselves as in trouble and requiring aid, afraid to help those outside themselves. However, instead of being afraid to help others, Americans must learn how to step forward in times of crisis. To assist in this matter, I present my model of Crisis Intervention. This model follows the subsequent steps: admitting and vocalizing that someone has a problem, making the decision to help them, making the relentless pursuit to help them, and double-checking that things are alright after the initial crisis has occurred. By following these steps of my Crisis Intervention Model it will assist people in crisis situations under frightening pressure. I will demonstrate the effectiveness of this model with a real life story, and highlight key areas under which people usually struggle with fear. 

Yesterday, I received a phone call from a friend named Amber* who is an unwed mother living with her fiancé’s parents because her fiancé attends college out of town. To say that her in-laws were verbally and emotionally abusive is an understatement, and I had been trying to reach out to her for weeks during work to try to offer her help. When I received her call she was hysterically crying, “Get me out. They took my car, they kicked me out of the house, I don’t have anywhere to take my son, please come get me. Get me out.” 
The first step of the Crisis Intervention Model is to admit and vocal that someone has a problem. Nothing is more crucial then this step, for without it no other steps can be taken. Amber had a problem, in fact she had several. She was living in a verbally and emotionally abusive environment with no family close by or the means to support herself and her son. Essentially she was operating by herself in hostile territory while trying to protect and defend her son at the same time. I recognized that. I told her in nonthreatening ways that I was aware of her problems. This opened me up as a possible route for help.

When I heard Amber crying hysterically on the phone my heart raced as I went into my “fight” reflex of ‘Fight or Flight’. She hung up to call her fiancé about all of this, and I waited for her to call me back with an address to pick her up. As I waited, I frantically searched for the number and address of the Family Crisis Intervention Center while I called my mother, a counselor, for guidance. After receiving information about how to pick Amber up (at a public place for safety), and how to talk to her (soothingly and easing into persuasively urging her to go to the Crisis Center), I got a call from Amber. I asked if she still needed me to pick her up, to which she said yes. As she started to relay directions to her fiancé’s grandparents’ house, her phone cut out. I attempted to call her back for the next 8-10 minutes. Her phone rang but no one answered. I decided to air with the worse case scenario that the terrible had happened and that she had been attacked. I called the police.
I had decided to help. From a distant perceptive it’s tempting to tell someone in an abusive situation to just leave and call your advice help. But don’t pretend that Amber could leave if she wanted to. Victims often times won’t leave abusive situations, will report them and then recant saying they had lied, or will often come back to them after leaving. Why? Because we as humans are social creatures. One of the needs of Abraham Maslow’s renowned motivational theory, the Hierarchy of Needs, is love--whether it is real or not. Victims will often stay because they are afraid someone outside the situation (or even in it) won’t love them for leaving it, and/or that someone else won’t love them afterwards because they admitted to having been abused. Helping someone who most likely won’t leave their abusive relationship can be very hard and frustrating. Frustration should not be the equivalent to indifference though. People in a general sense realize this when they contemplate helping someone. But it also comes down to the matter of not how “helpable” the victim is, but how much effort one must make to help. When Amber called, I knew it could potentially result in a loss of homework time, a high phone bill, and a loss of food, space, and utilities. Also, since I was airing on the extreme side of worse case scenario, if I was wrong I had the possibility of being slandered as un-creditable leaving an impact on my self-image and ability to network in the community. Knowing the potential cost of helping Amber, I made the decision to help her regardless because I felt socially like it was the right thing to do. 

As I talked with the police I realized that I had only limited information—her home address, her full name, her fiancé’s first name, and the name and age of her son. This left the police’s hands tied with little they could do. I urged them to do a welfare check at her house to see if the family had returned, or if someone was there that could give the grandparents’ address. I called everyone who knew Amber, digging for more information. A possible last name for the fiancé turned up, but that was all. At this point I lost all feeling in my body and called my fiancé at work to drive three hours to be with me for support. As he drove, I had the phone glued to my ear between trying to get more information, and trying to calm myself down enough to function. 
Once I made the decision to help I stuck to it. I had limited information, which is often an excuse for people not to help. I called the police anyway, a foreign and frightening call to make meaning another excuse not to help for those who are looking for excuses. I called scores of other people trying to find more information to help Amber. I racked my brain for other solutions to get more information, trying to recall anything that might help. I wasn’t giving up even though I could feel the costs of helping Amber physically on my body. I arranged a method of support to help sustain me through the crisis, but I didn’t give up.
Finally Amber called again. Her phone had died, but it had also forced her in-laws to sit down and talk with her instead of yelling at her to get out. They had decided to give back her car and let her back into the house. I called everyone that I had contacted to inform them of this, and requested that the police do a welfare check anyway. My fiancé arrived, I regained feeling in my body after an hour-long shower, and I feel asleep without any homework done and not caring about the next day. 

Once I found out she was alright, I had the police do a welfare check regardless. Again this goes back to the victim not leaving an abusive situation for the need of love. An actual physical check would tell more if a crisis had occurred or was still occurring, rather than words that can be more easily disguised over the phone. Although this is an easy step to skip, it’s just as crucial as all the rest. If missed, it could just be hitting the tip of an iceberg-sized crisis, or can allow a crisis to restart at a later point. 

Crisis intervention is scary for people to do because as Americans we aren’t taught how to do so. We think being a “hero” and saving lives comes easy and naturally to some people, but just not to us. That’s not true. If I had not had a counselor as a mother and received her training secondhand, I too would probably have been like others, shying away from volunteering myself with too much work, even if to help another. It’s a sad reality, but it comes from living in such an independent-driven society. When it comes down to the wire, we care about ourselves and very few select others. I can’t tell you how to fix the problem. Again I’m going with the first step of my Crisis Intervention Model, and I am recognizing and vocalizing that we have a problem. Will you make a decision to recognize it too? Will you decide to help? To relentlessly pursue a solution, then to double check that it has worked? I wonder.  
*Name changed to protect identity. 

