This Is the Way... Takes One to Know One

by Robin Webber

Nearly 400 years ago, William Shakespeare penned this line of wisdom: "He jests at scars that never felt the wounds." The Bard understood the heartstrings of connection that bring together people who have experienced common woe in life's experiences. 

You can read about such things in books and intellectually understand pain, despair and sorrow, but there's just something totally unique about sharing your own experience with someone who's been there and back, or perhaps is still finding his way. Simply put—"it takes one to know one."

Such understanding is introduced in an article titled "Marine to Marine" written by staff writer David Zucchino that appeared in the Los Angeles Times of July 31, 2005. 

We often hear of the nearly 2,000 U.S. personnel who have been killed in Iraq, but often we have not focused on the 14,000 men and women who have been wounded. There is one who is walking among them whose actions can guide us toward some profound biblical understanding and illuminate future prophetic events. Meet Lt. Col. Tim Maxwell.

The moment of pain meeting pain
Writer Zucchino introduces us to Lt. Col. Maxwell as he comes to the bed of a wounded marine. The young man tries to snap to attention as the officer walks into the hospital room. The young 22-year-old corporal, whose leg is shattered from combat, can barely get off a salute due to his excruciating pain. Zucchino captures the conversation of two veterans who bare not only their wounds, but also their inner scars. 

"Relax, relax," Maxwell says as he rests his hand on the man's shoulder. "Just wanted to see how you were doing." The corporal looks up and says, "Doing good sir. How about you?" "I feel like I got no brain left," Maxwell says. "My brain got whacked pretty good. I kind of have to fake it to get by." 

This moment of "pain meeting pain" has not come easily for Maxwell. Entering that room is a man with a faulty memory, a speech impediment registered by halting words and a foot that flops. Sometimes the words don't even come or get hung up in his brain, but he is speaking volumes by his presence. 

He's been doing this since a few days after his own brain surgery at Bethesda Naval Hospital. His wife, Shannon, tells how he almost immediately started cruising through the wards in his wheelchair, looking for other fallen marines. The first thing he said upon recovery was "I want to be with wounded marines."

The experience of combat creates intense bonds. Maxwell relates how every wounded marine he has met has described a deep emotional void that develops after being ripped from a tightly-knit unit. There is always the feeling of survivor's guilt or of abandoning one's buddies. Maxwell himself has felt the depression, the self-doubt and despair. 

Early on, he was bitter and angry. Reporter Zucchino freeze-frames in our mind's eye the moment when Maxwell's mission further crystallized last May after his visit with a 26-year-old marine sitting alone in a Camp Lejeunne barracks. Maxwell relates how "the kid couldn't use his arm. He'd seen his buddy killed. His family was in Florida. And he told me he felt so lonely and lost. I decided no Marine was going to be left all alone like that!"

He's more sensitive now
Today, Maxwell is not the same man he was before he was wounded. A portion of his scalp had to be removed to alleviate brain swelling. Pictures showing his receiving a Purple Heart display scarlet bruises under both eyes and a surgical scar across his temple. 

His wife, Shannon, relates how "at first, the doctors said he'd lost a lot of cognitive abilities and some of his personality. So he is really making progress. He has the same personality and energy, but he's more sensitive now." 

They often visit as a team, and she fills in the holes that his memory can't cover. She encourages him to be gentle and patient. This counters his self-proclaimed image as a "scary guy with a bad temper" as a battalion officer in Iraq.

A part of that sensitivity training comes through his own struggle with learning to find the words that are locked in his brain. Initially, he started with a third grade reading level and has advanced up to seventh grade reading. But it's a struggle, as word retention is difficult. 

Zucchino relates how the officer still struggles with his brain injuries at therapy sessions where he undergoes "confrontational naming" as he must match a name with a show card. At times, the pressure is so great he sweats through his uniform. He strains over little words like bed, tree, book and pencil. But he's getting better—one word and one wounded soldier at a time. 

Being alone is awful
Reporter Zucchino captures the last words that Maxwell shares with the young marine he had dropped by to see. He asks the corporal whether he has talked with the other young man wounded in the same battle. The man said, "Yes." Maxwell replied, "That's critical. Keep talking to him. I'm glad you've got that going for you." And then Maxwell, who knows what it is like to be separated from his unit, whispers to the young man, "Being alone sucks, huh?" And the young man looks up and says, "It's awful." 

His enthusiasm has inspired others to join his "Wounded Warriors Team." Even the government is beginning to make things happen for his cause. Men with arms and hands they affectionately call "claws" and soldiers with faces pockmarked by shrapnel have joined the cause. 

They all realize that marines will not tell anyone except a fellow marine the details of their injuries, especially the psychological wounds. But as Staff Sgt. James Sturia, one of the members of Maxwell's team, relates, "Once I tell them what happened to me, they open right up. There's this huge release—they just talk and talk."

Becoming a spirit of experience
But what does such a "release" have to do with you, the reading audience? Perhaps you've got enough on your own personal plate right now and you even wonder why you are reading this article. Perhaps you are the "walking wounded," be it spiritually, emotionally or, yes, even physically. As the young corporal said, being alone is awful. 

Have you ever considered that what you are going through, right now, most likely is enabling you to become a "spirit of experience"? Yes, so that you, too, might share your story with someone else one day—whether tomorrow, or at a future time when prophecy unfolds across this globe, leaving in its wake people who will need to talk and relate to someone who's "been there and done that." 

Isn't that why as Christians we relate to someone like Jesus Christ? Someone like us. Someone who took volunteer duty to come down and crawl into this foxhole called planet earth to become flesh and live among us (John 1:14). 

Yes, the same One who became "a man of sorrows and acquainted with grief" (Isaiah 53:3). Yes, the same One who has slogged out every foot of the human experience ahead of us, for us and with us, as we are reminded in Hebrews 4:15 that even now He can "sympathize with our weaknesses."

Yes, He is the same One who has holes in His hands—holes by which we can understand that He would never jest at our plight, as He indeed has the scars and has felt the wounds and understands more than anyone else that being alone is awful.

And yet He did all that for you and me because He and His Father understand that when it's all said and done, "it takes one to know one." One who, now and in the future, can speak the prophetic utterance of "'Comfort, yes, comfort My people!' says your God. 'Speak comfort to Jerusalem, and cry out to her, that her warfare is ended, that her iniquity is pardoned'" (Isaiah 40:1-2). 

There is coming a time in the future when the inhabitants of Jerusalem and all the other cities of this earth will need comforting. Scriptures like Daniel 12:1 indicate, "there shall be a time of trouble, such as never was since there was a nation, even to that time." 

As incredible as it may seem, the Bible indicates a time ahead for humanity that would make the highway to Baghdad airport seem like a joyride, in comparison to what is going to befall humanity for turning its collective back on God.

Who's going to talk to them?
But they are going to come back. Humans who survive the Great Tribulation (the time of Satan's wrath) and the Day of the Lord (the time of God's judgment on man) are going to say, "Come, and let us go up to the mountain of the LORD, to the house of the God of Jacob; He will teach us His ways, and we shall walk in His paths" (Isaiah 2:3).

Who is going to talk to them? Who's going to greet them with a knowing "I understand"? Who's going to whisper in their ear, "Being alone is the pits, isn't it? I know. I've been there"? Prophetic scripture in Revelation 5:10 indicates that Christ is right now preparing a team of priests to minister to those troubled souls who survive the challenging end times yet ahead.

Can you place whatever you are going through now into the context that you are in training to be there tomorrow for someone you haven't even met yet? Can you see that your momentary loss, whatever it might be, is for someone else's gain? That, like Jesus Christ, you, too, are becoming a "spirit of experience," so that one day you can be a part of Christ's team of redeemed saints giving hope to the hopeless? 

Today a scarred and battered warrior named Tim Maxwell is limping up and down hospital corridors making sense out of what could easily have remained one more senseless act of war. 

In the future, it will be you.

Long ago, Isaiah the prophet wrote of such a time. He said there would be a voice that would say, "this is the way, walk in it" (Isaiah 30:21).

Will that be your voice? Will it be mine? It can be. God wants it to be. But before that happens, remember that its timbre will have to resonate with "it takes one to know one." And the wounded will respond . . . to you and me. WNP 

