"Dad ... Jesus is HERE!"
(The Timmy Thrasher Story)

By: Bob & Linda Thrasher
Our son, Timmy Thrasher, was born with cystic fibrosis. At age 11, he went to the hospital,
never to come home again. My wife and I spent five of the longest days of our lives there at
the hospital, watching our son die.
Timmy . . . boy, he was neat. If I could die half as gallant as he died, I think I'd have to
consider myself a pretty courageous person.
After a couple of days in the hospital, he became so weak that we had to turn up his oxygen
as high as it could go. With cystic fibrosis, the lungs fill up with mucus, and one drowns in it
- very slowly.
On the third day, the Lord came, and oh, what a relief. Out of the blue, Timmy said to me,
"Dad, Jesus is here."

"Dad - Jesus is here!"
And I responded, "I know, son," just trying to be agreeable and making things easier for
him, thinking he was talking incoherently.
He said, "No, really Dad - He's here!"
I sort of raised my eyebrows and replied, "Ohhhh?"
"Honest, Dad, He's really here!"
"I believe you, son, I really do," still trying not to say the wrong thing. At that point he
reached over and patted the bed where my arm was, and said, "He's sitting right here,
Daddy."
I moved my arm and asked, "Well, am I in His way?"
He smiled with a smile of assurance and said, "Oh no - no, you're not in His way, Daddy. He
came to lead me through the valley. There's no fear anymore, Daddy. I don't have to be
afraid." And then he began to quote Psalms 23 for some strange reason.
What happened next is beyond description or comprehension. For the next 16 hours solid,
he began to praise God. Now one must understand -- here's a little boy on oxygen turned
all the way up to eight liters. Six liters is as high as one can take it, the doctors said, but
Timmy was taking eight liters. We had tried to sneak it down to six when he would relax
and doze, because over six liters it burns out the nostrils. But here he was, praising the
Lord, and over and over he would say, "Jeeeesssssusss . . . I lovvvve youuuuu. Jesussss, I
loveeee youuuuuu," over and over, giving Him simple praise from the heart.

Toward the last day, he was in and out of consciousness frequently. When he would awake,
the shortness of breath made it unbearable for him, as well as for us, to watch him suffer so
much. It got to where every time he would awaken, we'd tell him to go back and be with
Jesus, and he'd say, "Oh yes, I've got to go find Jesus again. I want to be with Jesus." By
this time he was fighting for air with everything he had, as sweat rolled off him.
About 2 A.M. on that last day - when for all practical purposes he was dead - suddenly he
came up out of the bed and flung his arms around me and said with a very firm voice,
"Daddy . . . I've seen Him. I know how big He is . . . and oh do I love Himmmmmmmm!"
He never said another word to me after that.
A couple of hours later, he came up out of the bed again when it was my wife's turn to
watch him, and he hugged her. He didn't say anything to her; he just hugged her for about
half an hour.
Close to 10 P.M. that night I began to pray. While I was praying, my mind began to have
flashbacks to the times when Timmy and I would be talking, when he would ask me how I
would behave after he died. I told him I would probably get pretty angry -- pretty angry
with God, but I'd forgive Him. Timmy would kind of laugh, knowing the kind of Daddy he
had.

"Timmy - I'll make you a promise"
I walked over to Timmy after I finished praying and brushed his hair. Then I wiped his
forehead dry, and said to him, "Timmy - I'll make you a promise. I will not get angry with
God. I love Jesus . . . and Timmy, I will not allow your death to make me angry or bitter
toward God."
A few moments later I walked out of the room and walked over to a window and started
praying again. I was looking at a church in the distance. The sun was setting and it was so
beautiful. My eyes were fixed on the cross on top of that church, and I began to say, "Lord,
I love you . . . and I rededicate myself to you. I'm tired of fighting, Lord. I just want to be
your servant."
My wife came out of the room shortly after that and I knew she was near the point of
exhaustion. So was I. At that moment, I looked up and said, "God . . . I can't take anymore.
I have completely . . . exhausted . . . myself.
My wife yelled a moment later. I knew what was happening, and I ran back into the room,
just in time to see Timmy catch his last breath. It was over.
The next few months I began to walk slow and steady with the Lord. I became a changed
person. Slowly I began to see that all of the problems in my earlier Christian walk were all
brought on by myself.
One problem was that I had kept my eyes on people, and not God. The other problem,
undoubtedly worse of all, was that I made myself God, because of my critical, judgmental
nature. Because I had not dealt with problems of rejection early in my Christian walk,
bitterness and anger was able to rise up in me. In my ignorance (and pride), I grew bitter

and angry at Christians, and was nothing more than a pawn of the devil to sow discord in
the Body of Christ
I hope that by sharing this story it will help some people from going through much of the
needless pain and suffering that I put my family, others, and myself through. It's not the
weaknesses of other Christians that matter; not their faults. There's only one thing that
matters. I've got to keep my eyes fixed firmly on Jesus Christ, and I'll walk content with my
brothers and sisters in Christ until my time is up. Keeping my eyes fixed on Jesus and His
goodness is all that counts. Timmy taught me that. His last hours on this earth were a
lesson never to be forgotten, as he found his peace and comfort in Jesus - not man.
Someday, we'll be together again, in heaven.

Dear Reader - are you at peace with God? If not, you can be. Do you know what awaits
you when you die? You can have the assurance from the Holy Spirit that heaven will be
your home, if you would like to be certain. Either Jesus Christ died for yours sins, or He
didn't (He did!). Are you prepared to stand before God on the Judgment Day and tell Him
that you didn't need the shed blood of Jesus Christ on the Cross to cover your sins? We
plead with you ... please don't make such a tragic mistake.
To be at peace with God; to make certain heaven will be your home for eternity; to make
certain that you are in right-standing with God right now ... please click here to help
understand the importance of being reconciled to God. What you do about being reconciled
to God will determine where you will spend eternity, precious one. Your decision to be
reconciled to God is the most important decision you'll ever make in this life.

The staff and our ministry supporters so greatly appreciate hearing how God is touching
lives for His glory through this outreach. If this ministry has blessed you in some special
way, would you please consider taking a brief moment and share your blessing with us?
Simply email us at: ptoffice@precious-testimonies.com
We truly thank each of you who allow us to publish your testimony, for those who faithfully
pray (and fast) for this outreach, for those of you who help support the ministry financially,
and for those of you who pass along these testimonies and other ministry writings to
others. The part the Holy Spirit has you play is vital in helping win lost souls and being
engaged in discipleship, and we can never thank you enough for the labor of love and
support you provide on behalf of our Lord Jesus Christ.
Precious Testimonies is supported financially by those God directs to sow into this
ministry. We ask each person reading this to please ask God on an on-going basis if He
would have you sow a financial gift to this evangelistic outreach of His - trust that He will
clearly communicate His will to you in the matter - then simply be obedient. Please feel free
to contact us if you have any questions about the current financial needs of this outreach, or
any other questions you may have.
For convenience, you can simply click on the secure Pay Pal donate button below if you
want to donate by credit card. Otherwise, you can send your precious gift to: Precious
Testimonies, P.O. Box 516, Jenison, MI 49429.

Precious Testimonies is a non-denominational 501-C-3 evangelistic ministry, and financial
love offerings to this ministry are tax-deductible for those who qualify. A financial summary
can be viewed by clicking on the following link: Financial Summary.
Inquiries or comments are welcome at our E-mail address: ptoffice@precioustestimonies.com

Thank You, and God bless you!

