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One of the most powerful moments for me, as I dealt with the effects of abuse among the people of God, happened surprisingly at a gathering of bishops. In fact, it was the gathering of Bishops; the Lambeth Conference of 2008.
During the conference a part-day was set aside for the spouses of bishops to lead the conference. I have reasonably long legs, so to give myself some leg-stretching space, I chose to sit in the front row-centre.  Another Aussie bishop sat with me. It was in a massive marquee.  There were about 1700 in all -- bishops, spouses and others--packed in for the session, which was called “Equal in God's Sight: When Power is abused”. 
A small theatre group presented a powerful play based around a series of biblical figures – the woman taken into adultery, the woman with the flow of blood. the Prodigal Daughter (not Son – a creative innovation).  It captured in drama the sadness of people being abused in the name of God by people in power. 
I am not sure whether it was the fact that I was half a world away from my own diocese, or that in some way the drama, through its very nature, infiltrated its way through my emotional protections, or whether, dare I say it, it was just a moment of the Holy Spirit. But I found myself weeping.  Not just shedding a tear; weeping with a deep, shaking unstoppable grief.  I was glad of my friend who simply laid a hand on my shoulder.  
It would take a while for me to understand what was happening that day in Canterbury, but I knew the drama was just the trigger.  And I knew that when I got back to Australia, I needed to get some help to deal with what was happening within. It was this moment that prompted my seeking out a health professional to work with, and you have heard a little about that journey already. 
My experience at Lambeth came after about two and a half years of responding to the survivors of abuse, often engaging personally, listening and frequently being the object of their unrefined anger. It came after the same period of trying to understand a diocese that had been through its own deep traumatic experiences.  For the most part, my experience of trauma had been of a secondary nature, but the gut-wrenching tears in the midst of a large number of the bishops of our Communion left me in no doubt about the power of even secondary trauma.
In that session at the 2008 Lambeth Conference I was surprised by the power of memory.  I came to understand that mine was the sort of experience that survivors of abuse or trauma can have, although I recognise that my experience was but a hint of what some go through.
You will recall that yesterday I used a word in relation to abuse that most of us probably associate more with sacramental theology: anamnesis.   This is the remembering that is more than just recollection, but which somehow makes the past powerfully present.  
Those who write on this subject tell us the memories of trauma are often like disembodied ghosts. They come like overpowering moments without history, feelings without story, emotions without adequate reason.  Often the survivor cannot remember the detail, but suddenly they will be overwhelmed by what they feel, paralysed by something that can neither easily explain or escape.  Anamnesis.
Shelly Rambo puts it like this:
The central problem of trauma is a temporal one. The past does not stay, so to speak, in the past. Instead, it invades the present, returning in such a way that the present becomes not only an enactment of the past but an enactment about what was not full known or grasped [of the past].[endnoteRef:1] [1:      Shelley Rambo, Spirit and Trauma – A Theology of Remaining, Louisville Kentucky: John Knox/ Westminster Press, 2010, p. 19.] 

The story of the disciples on the way to Emmaus is filled with moments of anamnesis (Luke 24: 13-35):
13 Now on that same day two of them were going to a village called Emmaus, about seven miles[a] from Jerusalem, 14 and talking with each other about all these things that had happened. 15 While they were talking and discussing, Jesus himself came near and went with them, 16 but their eyes were kept from recognizing him. 17 And he said to them, “What are you discussing with each other while you walk along?” They stood still, looking sad.[b] 18 Then one of them, whose name was Cleopas, answered him, “Are you the only stranger in Jerusalem who does not know the things that have taken place there in these days?” 19 He asked them, “What things?” They replied, “The things about Jesus of Nazareth,[c] who was a prophet mighty in deed and word before God and all the people, 20 and how our chief priests and leaders handed him over to be condemned to death and crucified him. 21 But we had hoped that he was the one to redeem Israel.[d] 
As the story begins, we have two disciples on the road from Jerusalem to Emmaus.  For Luke, as the scholars would suggest, the “from” of this journey is more important than the “to”.  For Luke, Jerusalem is the city of destiny.  It is the place that Jesus travels to through most of Luke’s first book, which we know as Luke’s Gospel, and it is the place that the Church travels from in his second book, that we call “Acts”. On the road to Emmaus, the disciples are walking away from the City of God.
And as they travel, they remember, they recount “all these things that had happened”.  The scenes are being replayed, re-run. Over and again. Even though they were not tortured and crucified, they re-live the horror and, like so many survivors of trauma, they are without hope (21).
Seemingly out of nowhere, Jesus joins them, but they are too “disordered” to see him and he walks with them for a time, apparently in silence. They had not sought his presence and they do not recognise it for what it was. After walking with them for a while, he is able to ask a question about what he is hearing.
Reflecting on this passage, Shelley Rambo talks about “the coming of God into disordered violence”.  And for those of us in ministry, it is important to note that it begins in walking alongside, listening; just being there; “remaining”.[endnoteRef:2] When Jesus finally does speak, he speaks into their recollections.  He inserts himself into their “playback loop” with a remembering of faith. [2:     Rambo, 2010, p.39.] 

Miroslav Volf talks about the place of memory in the biblical tradition.[endnoteRef:3]  If traumatised communities can be captured by the memory of grief, there is a deeper sort of remembering that Volf calls it “right remembering”.[endnoteRef:4]   It is, he says, a remembering that recalls us to what we should be now. We remember not just what we were, but what we shall be.  Jesus begins to place their story into the great story of God’s dealings with his people: [3:     Miroslav Volf, The End of Memory – Remembering Righty in a Violent World, Grand Rapids Michigan: Eerdmans, 2007.]  [4:     Volf, 2007, pp. 42-44.] 

Oh, how foolish you are, and how slow of heart to believe all that the prophets have declared! 26 Was it not necessary that the Messiah[e] should suffer these things and then enter into his glory?” 27 Then beginning with Moses and all the prophets, he interpreted to them the things about himself in all the scriptures.
Of course, I would not address those who have been through or witnessed a traumatic event as “foolish”.  But Jesus had used that sort of language with his disciples during his earthly ministry and he addresses them in the same tone as his disciples now. Even though they do not recognise him, they are his disciples still.
The first thing Jesus does, by re-locating, “re-membering”, their recollections into the great story of salvation, is to give profound validation to their experience.  This is something many survivors of abuse feel the Church has withheld from them; validation. They are ignored. Or they are treated as a problem. Or they are treated as people in need. And they are most certainly people in need; in need of care, in need of a hearing, justice, redress ... all the things that bodies like the current Royal Commission is looking in to. 
Beyond three things, though, and certainly not in place of them, my experience has been that survivors of abuse want validation. And those who have been affected by what has happened to others they love, or by what they have witnessed in seeking to care, need validation as well; need a recognition of the significance of what they have experienced.
Jesus “re-members” the story of the disciples on the road in a way that connects it to the great story of salvation.   Through what has happened to them, Jesus helps them understand even more deeply the story of faith. 
The disciples on the road still had not recognised that this one walking with them was the one who had suffered. But he journeyed beside them, and they travelled together for the rest of the way. When they reach Emmaus and their stranger- companion looks to be leaving to go his own way, they urge him to remain with them:
“Stay with us, because it is almost evening and the day is now nearly over.” So he went in to stay with them. 
Validation provides the possibility of staying together.  The penny has not yet dropped for the two disciples as to the real identity of this stranger, but their time together on the road was enough for them to invite him to be with them a little longer.
These are times in which we in the Church can feel defensive and shamed.  But these are also times when it is good to remember that at the heart of our faith is one who was most profoundly abused, and that our original membership consisted of those who had witnessed that horrible abuse.  The spiritual validation of those who have been abused, and those who in some way are secondary victims, is part of the pastoral task before us.
Because of the way trauma can affect our capacity to abstractly process, so often the important “stuff” happens through a lived moment. [endnoteRef:5] The concrete, the visual, the tactile, can open the door to an exploration of pain and grace, just as that experience of drama touched me deeply at Lambeth. [5:     Rambo, 2010, p.17.] 

30 When he was at the table with them, he took bread, blessed and broke it, and gave it to them. 31 Then their eyes were opened, and they recognized him; and he vanished from their sight. 
In this moment, the “re-membering” that Jesus shared with them on the road, starts to become their remembering, their anamnesis.
 They said to each other, “Were not our hearts burning within us[f] while he was talking to us on the road, while he was opening the scriptures to us?”
A few weeks ago, I was talking to an artist who was involved in art therapy with service veterans. They met weekly to make pottery, to literally get their hands into the mud.  The Army did not quite understand, my friend suspected, but they were supportive.  And the veterans - people who had served in places like Iraq and Afghanistan - valued their time together.  My friend did not intrude, did not seek to address their pain directly, but she had a sense that something deep was happening.
The Church has deep resources in symbol, in ritual, liturgy, in art and narrative, in its seasons and festivals.  The Eucharist is all that the breaking of the bread was for the disciples at Emmaus.  The challenge for is us to humbly, and more effectively, make these things available. That will mean that moments will come out of journey with survivors of trauma, just as that breaking of bread at Emmaus came at the end of a journey together.  There should be some sense of invitation, as there was when Jesus looked to go on and was prevailed upon to stay. It should not be passed over that Jesus at Emmaus, when he took the bread and wine and made that familiar anamneses, was the guest of those he travelled alongside. He gave them the power of invitation.
Jesus agrees to stay with them and they partake of a simple travelers’ meal.  Jesus takes bread, blesses and breaks it and in this simple oft-repeated action, their eyes are opened. Rambo comments: 	
In this moment, we find the reality of grace breaking into their midst, not through an act of exclusionary compassion, but rather through a bodily gesture that is deeply embracing . The repetitive cycle is broken, and their imaginations are re-framed around a shared table, not set to celebrate a vengeful patriotic victory, but a table of healing and fellowship.[endnoteRef:6] [6:      Rambo, 2010, p.40.] 

The disciples immediately take to the road again.  This time they are going back to what in Luke is always the city of destiny, Jerusalem the city of God.
There, they join with others to become the Church.
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