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These talks come out of difficult learning. 
Difficult because they emerge from the tragic circumstances of the Diocese of Adelaide over a decade of struggling with multiple revelations of sexual abuse.  Difficult because of the tragic circumstances of many of the survivors. Difficult because the church had to confront the truth that it had dealt with these matters at best ineptly, and at worst,with the intention to protect the institution over the best interests and healing of survivors.
They come out of personal difficulty as well; out of struggle and pain. In many ways, each of these talks will have a touch of the confessional about them, for much of my learning was done the hard way; by making mistakes and by reflecting on well-intentioned, but sometimes misplaced efforts.  
The cost was high for me personally and for some of those closest to me, including my wife and some of my colleagues. I will say more about that cost later, not to be self-indulgent, but to illustrate the journey of a leader through the effects of secondary trauma. And recognising also that few of us in this room will be entirely exempt from that journey, and that there will be some in our midst for whom trauma may well be more than secondary.
I do not pretend to be an expert on trauma, or its secondary effects.  What I hope to offer you over these days is some theological and pastoral reflections based on my experience, reading and personal reflection.  My hope is to be among you as a companion, not an expert.  I am still processing aspects of my own journey through a decade of responding to historic sexual abuse, and trying to understand the effect that those revelations, and the accompanying public odium, had on a community of people I came to love and who made me their bishop.
Adelaide was among the first of the dioceses in the Anglican Church of Australia to be subject to a huge public scandal around revelations of sexual abuse.  While it is a State Capital, Adelaide has some things in common with Newcastle. Though its population is more than a million people, it still has a regional city media dynamic. In Adelaide, the city of churches, the Media tend to be much more interested in the affairs of the Anglican Church than their equivalent outlets in, say, Sydney or Melbourne. The two dioceses are similar, too, with nearly the same number of parishes ... but more importantly, with them both having that personal dynamic between diocesan bishop and people that can be lost in the larger dioceses.
So, when in the course of 2003 and 2004 the Diocese of Adelaide was enveloped in scandals surrounding the handling of multiple cases of sexual abuse, the effect was shattering.  At the time, it was suspected that one perpetrator alone might have abused more than 100 children, perhaps 20 in one parish.
Over a time, numbers of people in the wider community, as well as in the Diocese, came to be persuaded that some in the diocesan leadership had responded poorly, seeking to protect the institution rather than caring for the abused.  Two clergy, who came to be known as whistle-blowers, spoke out publicly.  The Anglican Church had the ignominy of claiming the front page of the local Murdoch tabloid for day after day and good clergy and good lay-people were bathed in shame. A late as last year, an editorial in the Adelaide Advertiser talked about that time using phrases like “the depths of apathy ... and in some cases deliberate subterfusion” and adding in for good measure words like “breathtaking” and “disgraceful”.
The Archbishop was under pressure and put in place a Board of Inquiry.  The resulting report was not flattering and it was tabled in Parliament. The Diocese was publicly disgraced.
For thousands of good Anglicans, this was their Church.  This was them.  Pressure mounted on the Archbishop and eventually the Diocesan Council passed a resolution expressing a lack of confidence in his leadership and he chose to resign.  
The Diocese of Adelaide was shamed, humiliated and divided. Leaders were under huge stress. Later I was to understand that this was a community suffering deeply the effects of secondary trauma. I did not appreciate the extent of this at the time.
After I was installed as the ninth Bishop of Adelaide, I gave myself two main priorities.  The first was to focus on the needs of the survivors of abuse. That was good thing.  In the first year of my episcopate in Adelaide we provided redress in about 60 cases. I made it an absolute priority that my door was open to survivors and I was willing to sit with as many as wanted to see me; to hear their story and to offer a personal apology.
The second main priority was to plunge myself into finding new missional and strategic directions for the Diocese.  We launched into planning, consultancy, vision statements and directions and that was less well received than I hoped. 
To explain why one of those early priorities was good and the other perhaps not as helpful, at least at the time, I move from the story of the Diocese of Adelaide to the great story, to the story of the passion, death and resurrection of Jesus.
There are probably a hundred ways to approach the mystery of the Passion, Cross and Resurrection of Jesus.  We used the metaphor of blood sacrifice, ransom, scapegoat.  We talk of Christ as the one who did battle with the forces of evil, the exemplar of good. Trauma studies over the past half century or more have provided another lens to approach the central moments in the Christian faith.
And so we stand there.  You. Me.  And, in a way, all humanity. Standing at a distance, we watch.  A man. Young still. Fierce of heart and gentle in spirit. He is hammered to a cross, tortured and dying. Blood, urine, snatched breath, snatched words, a collapsing world, a darkening sky.  
If trauma can be defined as an overwhelming violent wounding, here it is in high definition.  If trauma is an encounter with death in life, then here it is in all its starkness.[endnoteRef:1] [1:      Serene Jones, Trauma and Grace – Theology in a Ruptured World, Louisville Kentucky: John Knox/ Westminster Press,  2009, p. 71] 

He cries out. “It is finished”.  Death. So much suffering. unbearable; it comes to an end.
Yet for the disciples, it is an end that does not feel like an end. They are shattered. But their trauma continues.  Intensifies in emptiness. Takes over.  Consumes. That’s what trauma does.
“But wait!”, we want to say.  “It will be alright soon!”  And we race on to Easter day and hymns of victory. Death is vanquished. Alleluia!  Let’s get on with the strategic planning!
Those who know trauma bid us wait.
They caution us against an easy, linear reading of the redemption story.
And remind us that while in Jesus, each day of the story is complete – “a full perfect and sufficient sacrifice, oblation and satisfaction”[endnoteRef:2] – complete as it is – it is not yet complete in us.   [2:      Book of Common Prayer, Holy Communion Prayer of Consecration.] 

And we only journey forward only by continually living into each of those days -- from betrayal, to suffering to death, to grey mornings of nothingness, to shining moments and glorious tidings.
And again. And again. Living into each of these days.
Trauma is like that.  It has been described as tragedy’s remainder.  It defies a tidy healing.
It is a place in the middle, which is probably why theologians, reflecting on the experience of trauma, often draw on the analogy of Holy Saturday.
That grey day of pain and numbness, when even questions are snatched away by wordless grief. Holy Saturday. The day that began with that cry “It is finished”, ends somewhere in a word of recognition, or in a locked-away room, one week or another, down a dusty road, or on a beach with a fire and fish. A moment or a gradual dawning ... in my life.  In yours.
From Luke’s Gospel:
The women who had come with him from Galilee followed, and they saw the tomb and how his body was laid. Then the returned and prepared spices and ointments.
On the Sabbath, they rested according to the commandment. But on the first day of the week, at early dawn, they came to the tomb, taking the spices they prepared.[endnoteRef:3] [3:     Luke 24: 1-12.] 

Trauma inhabits that grey in-between space. It is a numb space, a grey space where there is room for little other than attending to what has been lost. It is a time for doing what has to be done, the familiar. It has little energy for anything else. The women did what had to be done and in the grey of the morning they came to the place of their loss.
They came in grey light carrying the stuff of dying.   Trauma does that to people.  It reaches out and surrounds us with greyness, so that at times we can do little more than attend to our loss; carry the stuff of grief.  Beyond that, it is just survival.
“The perplexing space of survival”, Shelley Rambo calls it, where people experience paralysis; the inability to see, the inability to move beyond. John tells us the story of Mary Magdalene:
As she wept, she bent over to look into the tomb and she saw two angels in white, sitting there where the body of Jesus had been lying, one at the head and the other at the feet.  They said to her, “Woman, why are you weeping?”  She said to them, “They have taken away my Lord, and I do not know where they have laid him.” When she had said this, she turned around and saw Jesus standing there, but she did not know it was Jesus...”[endnoteRef:4] [4:     John 20: 11b – 14.] 

The vision of hope eludes her downcast eyes.  That’s how it is with those in the grey light of trauma.  They see only grave clothes.  They do not hear the young men speaking of life. They struggle to recognise the friendship of someone trying to walk the road beside them.  The messengers of hope seem to be talking idle nonsense.
When I arrived in Adelaide in 2005, I did not understand the nature or depth of communal trauma.  Yes, I determined to focus on the needs of survivors. That was a good thing. But I did not understand the extent to which the people of the Diocese were living still in the grey place of Holy Saturday; just surviving, attending to the burial things. Grave clothes and emptiness.
I wanted to move them quickly to a vision for the future.  I remember weeping in despair after one early clergy conference, wondering why everyone seemed so negative, unable to move on. They were still bringing their herbs and spices to the place of their grief and they needed, first of all, for me to be with them in that.
 “Remaining”, Rambo calls it. It is a term with a strong biblical pedigree.  In John’s Gospel, it is a central theme in the discourse by Jesus in the shadow of his passion, as he prepared his disciples for what would transpire (John 15: 1-10):
“Abide (menein) – remain – in me as I remain in you”.
“Abide – remain – in my love”.[endnoteRef:5] [5:     For a fuller treatment of this theme in John, see Rambo (2010) pp. 96-99.] 

After the 587 cataclysm, in which Jerusalem was destroyed, the Babylonians offer the prophet Jeremiah a choice.  To join the deportation to Babylon, or to stay with the “rotten figs” of the remainder.  The scholars tell us that the language of Jeremiah’s reply is deliberative.[endnoteRef:6]  He will stay in Jerusalem.  He will stay with those left behind.  The language implies continuity, dwelling, enduring. Verbal repetition “hammers home” the importance of Jeremiah’s staying.  He remained in the cistern house (37.16), remained in the court of the guard (37.21), remained in the court of the guard (38.13). [6:      Kathleen M. O’Connor, Jeremiah - Pain and Promise. Minneapolis: Fortress Press,  2012, p 130. “The text emphasises Jeremiah’s choice by using a Hebrew verb that conveys continuity, staying, dwelling, and enduring: Jeremiah “remained” (ysb) with the people “left” in the land (40:6). Jeremiah stays with, belongs to, and dwells among the people remaining behind”.] 

Remaining with those left behind.  It is a powerful image of ministry after trauma and a caution against rushing too quickly beyond the grey necessity of Holy Saturday.
 The long grey space before the dawn; on Holy Saturday, recognition is numbed, but emotions sit there, diffuse or displaced, often all the more powerful for not being named.
There is guilt, of course.  Sometimes it is obvious. Judas threw down his thirty pieces of silver and went out and committed suicide (Matt. 27:3-4).  In 1999, when Robert Brandenburg was confronted by the Police with multiple accusations of child abuse in the Diocese of Adelaide, he went out to a local water storage, walked in and drowned himself. But even that act left its complexities and guilt.  It robbed survivors of an opportunity of healing through seeing justice done.  It left so many others unresolved.
In the last year of my ministry in Adelaide, I met with a colleague of Brandenburg’s; a man who shared youth leadership with him, who was struggling with depression and guilt. It was not for what he had seen, but for what he had not seen.  He was agonising over why he had not seen some sign, had not recognised some indication.  In one Adelaide parish where there had multiple instances of abuse by this man, I heard this unresolved agony so many times: “Why did we not recognise what has happening to our children!”
And in all this there was a profound sense of betrayal, loss of trust and even anger.  Some of it misplaced.  A lot of it vague and diffuse.  But paralysing nevertheless. 
And so they came, the women did that grey morning, bringing the herbs and spices of care, to do what was required, and what love demanded.
Holy Saturday.  The time of what’s left; the grey space after trauma.  In it, for those of us who are called to pastoral care, comes the call to remain, to abide.  To be there attentively. To abide.
The journey to resurrection cannot pass it by. 
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