Gathering behind locked doors
One of things that trauma specialists tell us is that, after a traumatic experience, our psychological “fight and flight” mechanisms become hyper-sensitive. The normal responses become exaggerated and the adrenal system is overloaded.
There is not so much fight evident in the story of the passion and death of Jesus, at least on the part of Jesus and the disciples.  Peter’s instinctive resort to the sword in the Garden of Gethsemane should not be ignored, but for the most part, it is flight that see evident among the disciples in response to the crucifixion of Jesus.
Matthew describes the betrayal and arrest of Jesus and adds the note, “Then all then disciples deserted him and fled” (26: 56).
The next time they would gather as a group it would be on that first Sunday evening, in a room “locked for fear of the Jews” (Jn 20:19).   The flight mechanism had them in hiding, or at least most of them; Thomas was missing on that first occasion.  But a week later, they are there again, Thomas included, withdrawn behind locked doors again.
Into that place Jesus comes and speaks words of peace.
But as I see it, the appearance of Jesus did not end the resort to “flight”.  A few verses on in John, we have the following story (21: 2-3):
Gathered there together were Simon Peter, Thomas called the Twin, Nathanael of Cana in Galilee, the sons of Zebedee and two others of his disciples.  Simon Peter said to them, “I am going fishing”. They said to him, “We will go with you”.  They went out and got into the boat, but that night they caught nothing”.
John loads these stories with layers of meaning, as he always does, and there is no escaping the allusion to Peter’s past life as a fisherman.  He was called from that life by Jesus into another sort of fishing.  He had followed. He had been drawn into dreams of a different kingdom. He had come to love this man who had both confronted and comforted him.
Then suddenly and violently it was over and he was left carrying his own guilt and shame.  So now he is going fishing.   The flight to the familiar.  It is part of what we do in the aftermath of trauma.
After two or three intense years in Adelaide, I became increasingly aware of the personal toll of engaging intensely with the primary survivors of abuse, and at the same time leading a diocese that I came to understand was itself suffering the effects of abuse, at least in the secondary sense.
The sad loss of relationship with a valued colleague was one of the things that determined me to get some help.  I had someone I used as a spiritual mentor.  Someone else kindly was providing advice and feedback around issues of management and leadership. But this was different and I needed a different kind of help.
For nearly all the rest of my time in Adelaide I travelled interstate every couple of months (less frequently I admit in the latter years) to debrief with a health professional, a psychiatrist whose practice had a focus on dealing with trauma. 
Joan, as I shall call her, quite rightly perceived that I was the sort of person who was assisted by understanding, so she took some time to explain some of the mechanisms of trauma to me.  She gave me journal articles to real. She listened to my questions. We talked. It was Joan who helped me understand how trauma triggers the mechanisms of fight and flight into hyper-sensitivity.  
And through my sessions with her I came to understand how my experience of constantly dealing with traumatised people was having an impact on how I was relating to those Jesus had called me to serve.  “Flight” for me took the form of a sort of personal withdrawal that could easily be experienced as aloofness or even rejection.  
As best I could, I curbed the “fight” impulse; that tendency to aggression or confrontation that comes with being affected by trauma. After all, I did not need a health professional to tell me that this was most likely an unproductive strategy for an archbishop called to a very troubled diocese!  But curbing an impulse does not necessarily take it out from the roots and I am sure that people picked up impatience or tension in me from time to time.
Joan helped me understand what was happening inside me and why.  And that was an important step on the way to a better place. I had three years on medication. I found that humiliating but understood the need.  I began to make some changes to how I managed my week, how I scheduled the number of difficult interviews in my day, took my Personal Assistant into my confidence about these things so that she could help. I made a ritual of a longer lunch-hour and tried my best to go home for it; to walk in the garden, to say hello to the dog. I went fishing a little more.
In all this, there was some very real pain of discovery but there was an unfathomable grace as well.  Through our sessions together, Joan set me on a journey of discovery; personal discovery, but also one of learning about how trauma affect communities.
What made a very particular difference was the understanding that much of what could be said about individuals who had experienced trauma, could also be said about communities. 
I began to understand the journey of the diocese in a different way.  I came to understand at least something of what it meant for a community of people to be suffering the secondary effects of abuse and trauma.
My frustration at what seemed low energy levels, caution and even cynicism was changed as I understood that this was a community still in the grey space; numbed, unable to lift its eyes beyond the burial cloths of its own experience. And so, I understood better the need for the “remaining” that I have already spoken about; the need to be, to the best of my ability, a safe presence.  
I remember a conversation with one of the clergy after a difficult time; a time in which I did not feel that I had done that well.  She said, “At least you have been prepared to stay with us”.  At first, I thought I was being damned with faint praise, but then I understood that she was actually recognising something quite important.  “Remaining” - staying present - is an important part of ministry in a community that has suffered trauma.
My understanding that flight was almost always part of what happened after trauma helped me understand the need of some people to step back.   For others, it meant they needed to seek positions elsewhere.  I understood that all this contributed to low energy levels in the diocesan community. It enabled me more readily to give positive permission and affirmation to those who chose to step back or withdraw for a time.
My hurt at what seemed a massive distrust of the archbishop and of the Diocese was changed by knowing that, for victims of trauma, trust is a huge issue.  But I was able, then, to see that it was not a personal issue, just how things were.  That set me free to approach the question of trust in different ways, to work harder at giving people a sense of safety in their dealings with diocesan leadership.
Understanding that in some ways the heightened “fight and flight” mechanisms that individuals experienced after trauma could be also reflected, at least to an extent, in a traumatised community, gave me insight into conflict in the diocesan life.  It helped me understand some of the conflicts that had occurred.  It also helped me see why many of the parish communities within the diocese were struggling to handle conflict very well at all. We’d all been damaged and even in the diocesan leadership the art of respectful conflict needed to be learnt once more.
Anger, I came to understand, is part of the journey after trauma.  But often it is unfocussed anger.  It is diffuse. It often lacks clear cause and connection, because the causes can be complex and sometimes the person you might be angry with is someone you admire.
I learnt that in those circumstances, the leader can end up being the “lightening rod” for diffuse anger. People might have a grief about something, but they would bring it with energy out of all proportion to what had actually occurred.   When it was not the archbishop directly, the reception desk at diocesan office was often the place where the lightning struck. Clergy and other good Christian people would be surprisingly hot-tempered with diocesan staff, who often needed help to deal with the experience. We had a standing chaplaincy arrangement for the staff and one of the things I learnt to do, once or twice a week, was to perambulate around the office trying to speak to each one, often with the lightest conversation, but letting them know that they mattered.  Common sense.  Another belated learning.  But I know it made a real difference.
In sacramental theology, the scholars talk about anamnesis; the remembering that is more than just recollection, and which somehow makes the past powerfully present.  
I want to spend some more time on “trauma and remembering” in the next talk, but one of the things that I learnt in Adelaide was that for those who had been abused, and for those who had experienced even secondary trauma, there is a form of anamnesis that came every time there was coverage in the media related to sexual abuse. Every time, we could expect to hear from one or two survivors. Sometimes it was a new matter, where after so many years, a person had gathered the courage to make a call.  Sometimes it was a person we knew, where the scab had been torn from their emotional wound once more and they needed to express what they were feeling.  
These things I expected and we prepared for them as best we could.  What was less expected, at least for me, was the impact on diocesan staff, on the clergy and parishes. The heads would go down. The office would be subdued.   There would be an anamnesis of shame. Sensitivity to that by the archbishop was essential and understanding what was going on helped.
On reflection, I came to understand that in 2005 I had come to a diocese gathered, as those first disciple had, behind locked doors. These were not physical walls, but walls of withdrawal created through the effects of secondary trauma. It was only through some painful learning that I began to understand the depth and complexity of what had happened within a community of people who had called me to be their bishop.
[bookmark: _GoBack]And in that painful learning, I think I began to be more the shepherd they needed.
When it was evening on that day, the first day of the week, and the doors of the house where the disciples had met were locked for fear of the Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said, “Peace be with you.” (John 20:19-20)
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