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 Based on the unimaginable 
    incredible true story. 
   
 
 
   The following true story is based on the life of 
Tim Tracy Graves who did the impossible by literally becoming 
the greatest Christian missionary of all time.   
   
  This story recounts shocking real life occurrences that 
some readers may find disturbing.  Discretion is advised. 
 
  Included at the official website is the actual video of 
the actual 450 foot supernatural cross that appeared off Tim's 
balcony and then fell slightly to the left in the sky toward the  
end of the story.  
 
  This non-CG picture will serve as evidence for most 
people--Christians or not--that the story is really true:  Because 
450 foot supernatural crosses usually don't appear on canyon 
floors



  Due to the limitations of human recollection, any 
sincerely recalled true story will have at best a 99.9% accuracy 
rate.   There may exist sincere, small errors in the story's 
retelling that shall fall under the .01% error allowance.   The 
publisher and author assume no responsibilities for sincere, 
small errors or inaccuracies that may or may not exist in the 
telling of the story. 
 
  Should obvious accidental mechanical misprint errors 
occur in POD (Print-on-demand) copies of this book such as 
skipped sentences please contact POD printer company for 
assistance.
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COPYRIGHT WARNING 
 
ISBN:  979-8-218-27430-6 
 
  This is a copyrighted story owned by Tim T. Graves:  
Copyright © 2016 and © 2023 with the Library of Congress at 
the US copyright office. This story is also an important religious 
story that may affect the very eternal destinies of people. 
   
  As you can read in the story, Tim almost died 
physically because of the theft of one of his books.   
 
  Any attempt to steal or illegally produce this true story 
into audio, video, or written mediums without consent  
of Tim Tracy Graves shall be considered an attack on Graves's 
life and will be dealt with first by Almighty God and then, if 
necessary, by multiple law firms in Colorado. 
     
  All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be 
reproduced in any form, or by any means, electronic or 
mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or any 
information browsing, storage or retrieval system without  
permission in writing from Tim T. Graves



     DISCLAIMER 
 
  This is a true story.  This story has not been written to offend 
anyone.  This story is not suggesting that anyone use, practice, or attempt any of 
the feats, acts, or techniques used by Tim Tracy Graves in this true story.    
 
  If one decides to attempt or copy any of the feats, acts, or 
techniques in this story, it is at their own risk. Missionary service is a personal 
decision based on an individual's choice, and is inherently dangerous.   
 
  Christian religious freedom is protected by the Constitution of the 
United States of America.  Christian freedom of expression and speech is also 
protected by the Constitution of the United States of America.  Any attempt at 
religious censorship or religious persecution of Graves or his publisher will be a 
violation of the basic rights of the United States and its  
citizenry.   
  
  The evangelical message and prayer at the end of this story falls 
under the liberty of the Constitution, and is intended to help and rescue the 
reader, as well as provide eternal spiritual salvation to the reader, should the 
reader choose to accept Christ.   
      
  The promise of eternal life in heaven is based on Almighty God's 
promise in the Scripture, and as such is God's responsibility to perform and fulfill.   
The acceptance of Christ is a personal matter and right of each individual.  The 
acceptance of Christ is a most important decision and all the ramifications of 
such decision shall fall solely on the person or persons who  
have decided to accept Christ.  
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  "Although the world is full of suffering, 
it is also full of the overcoming of it." 
 
    Helen Keller



  "For God so loved the world that He 
gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever 
believeth in Him should not perish, but have 
everlasting life." John 3:16  
 
    King James Version     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



T  I  M   10 

   

 

 

 

 

Chapter One 

    
  The six foot two inch muscular man struggled on his 
side to cling to the twisted hammock.  His face was an 
expression of anguish and otherworldly determination.  In front 
of him stretched a large Colorado backyard, a sea of green. 
          
  An unknown species of bird sped past dangerously 
above him at an incredible 300 feet a second.  The man, too tired 
to move could only gaze upward, watching these amazing 
creatures scream past him like fighter jets. The man thought: 
How can birds fly that fast? Only in Grand Junction 
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Chapter Two 
 

 
  The seven foot Florida alligator swam steadily toward 
the four year old boy, who was playing by a Moorings golf 
course lake fed by the Indian River in Vero Beach, Florida.  The 
boy had been mesmerized by the water, looking for fish at the 
shore’s edge. The gator swam closer, closer, moving in for a 
kill.  
 
   “Timmy,”  said a voice, from the fairway.  “Here, 
Timmy, here,” the Cuban worker said softly. 
   
  Closer the gator came to within striking distance, its 
eyes fixed on its prey.  Still the Cuban continued, patient. 
 
   “Timmy,  come here.” 
 
  The boy looked away from the water, and slowly 
walked toward the Cuban.   The Cuban, Jesus pronounced 
"Haysoos" [that was really his name], walked the boy to safety, 
put him in a cart, and drove away. 
 
  Rick Graves, a handsome brown-blonde haired man 
slightly resembling Robert Redford and the head professional at 
the golf course and former Asian Tour player  
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grabs the boy to himself.  “Oh my gosh.  Thank you Jesus.” 
 
   “That’s okay, Rickey, next time more careful.” 

 
  Jesus walked away back to the other Cuban workers, 
who were dressed in light blue work shirts;  they could be seen 
diligently working the club’s grounds with rakes and golf carts.  
Beyond the men, the Indian River stretched for miles, its dark 
blue waters rippling with the most biologically diverse sea life in 
the world.  
 
  Several years later “Rickey, Rickey,”  Jesus said, 
“many years ago your boy was down by the water, a gator, very 
big, almost kill him.  I save him.  I said, 'Here, Timmy, here.'  
Timmy came over finally and I save him." 
 
  Rick is thunderstruck.  He walked into his house on 
Starboard Drive, a few miles from the club.  It was a quaint, 
brown house with a hint of the Orient in its roof. 
 
   “Moonie, Moonie,” he said, “Tim was almost eaten 
by an alligator.”  Rick’s wife, Moon hee or Moonie for short, 
whom he had met when he was an Army officer in South Korea, 
walked over in short pants and a T-shirt. 
 
   “O my gosh, you serious? Really?” Moonie  
said. 
 
   “Yeah. Jesus, you know, the Cuban, he saw a gator 
closing in on him on the ninth hole as Tim was looking for fish.  
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Jesus says the gator was a few feet from killing him.” 
 
   “Oh my gosh,” Moonie said. 
 
  Moonie looked at the boy.  “Tim, please no play at the 
lake, okay?” 
 
  The boy looked at her inexpressively.  Rick and 
Moonie were very responsible parents at this time, making sure 
their son had medical care, food, and attention.  
  
  But kids can’t always be controlled, and Florida was 
dangerous. 
 
  Several years later, when Tim was about seven, he and 
his friend, Linda, the daughter of Moonie’s friend, were walking 
along a seawall not too far from the house at Starboard.   
   
   
  The seawall had been designed with a small pavement 
running along the water’s edge—maybe twelve inches across, 
but not really big enough to stand on. Dangerous weeds were 
growing along the seawall, making walking there treacherous.  
The river, being such a good fishing spot, often attracted people 
to the seawall to hunt for blue crabs or to fish with fishing rods 
with live or artificial bait.   
 
  The two kids walked along the edge of the water, 
carefully over the weeds, looking for blue crabs that would feed 
on dead fish or crawl their way through the lagoon.  The two had 
a green net, and Tim would scoop up crabs that were foolish 
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enough to stray too close to the edge of the wall.  He had gotten 
so proficient at it, a seafood dinner was never far away for the 
Graves family.   
 
  Linda walked closer to the edge.  The two began 
walking toward Rick’s house, eyeing the water.  Suddenly, a 
weed caught Linda’s foot, and her body tumbled backward and 
fell horrifically onto a protruding oyster bed.  In a terrible 
splash, blood filled the water around her as her now lacerated 
body bled from severed arterioles on her arms, legs, and side.  
She was trapped, imprisoned by a seawall and without help, 
doomed to bleed to death and die and potentially be eaten by 
river sharks; to make matters worse, no adults seemed even  
present in nearby houses; and if she were even to try to right 
herself on this oyster bed, her feet would be slowly tortured and 
cut again and again into oblivion.   
 
  Tim panicked, his face in shock.  He understood the 
danger she was in.  Somehow, he instinctively lowered the crab 
net onto the oyster bed at an angle, making a safe place to stand 
on with what was probably aluminum from the sides of the net.   
 
  Linda was able to step onto the improvised stepping 
device, righting herself, crying. With the net held against the 
seawall in his left hand, Tim leaned down toward her with his 
right hand, almost in slow motion, stretching out as far as 
possible. Linda grabbed his hand, and with a jump off the net 
and Tim’s help, she landed safely over the seawall.   
Tim was horrified to see his friend now nearly unrecognizable 
from lacerations almost all over her body.   
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  The two of them left the net in the water as they began 
charging toward Tim’s house, Linda crying uncontrollably.  Tim 
felt panicked, yet he knew he must get help.  The two made it 
inside the house.  The only person there was Tim’s beloved 
Korean Grandmother, who spoke little English.  
 
   “Grandma, band-aid, band-aid,” Tim said. 
    
  His Grandmother shook her head.   
    
   “Band-aid,” he said again, desperately. Still she 
doesn’t understand. 
 
  Tim runs into the middle bedroom of the house, picks 
up the phone, and calls Linda’s mom.  
 
   “Hello?” 
 
   “This is Tim, Linda’s friend. Um, Please, Linda has 
had an accident and needs to go to the hospital…please.” 
 
   “Okay. I will be right there.” The phone clicks. 
 
  Tim ran back to Linda, who was sobbing and bleeding 
very badly down her arms, legs, and back. Within  
minutes, her mother arrives, and Linda is taken immediately to 
the hospital.   
 
  Several days later, Tim would see Linda, with 
hundreds of stitches, but alive and well and eventually fully 
recovered with minimal scarring.  But the event on that terrible 
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day would stay with Tim. 
  




