
Ken Thames 

My wife Pat and I have been co-pastors at Asheboro Friends Meeting 
for seven and a half years. We share the ministry in every way, but 
we particularly encourage each other to use the individual gifts and 
strengths with which God has blessed us. We have four children and 
six grandchildren who lighten our loads and challenge us in ways we 
never dreamed. 

I lived in Ensenada, Mexico, for eight and a half years as a child and 
for three and a half years as an adult missionary. I have returned  
to Mexico many times with work and vacation Bible school teams. 
This week I am drawing from those experiences for these thoughts 
on 1 John. Many of these events have shaped my life for years. 

When reading the first epistle of John, it is tempting to focus on the 
words life and light, two themes that are prevalent in the epistle. 
Indeed, they are present in much of John’s writings. However, I 
chose to hone in on other truths found in this first epistle which are 
essential in the Christian life. 
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Sunday 
June 2 

Thoughts from 1 John: 
My Experience 

BIBLE READING: 1 John 1:1-4 
Late one hot, summer day in San Quintín, Baja California, 
Mexico, I was riding in a dump truck on a dusty airstrip. 
Seven or eight of us guys were just having fun after a long day 
of farm work, when suddenly the driver swerved off the air-
strip. A young man riding on the running board and holding 
onto the mirror lost his grip and fell under the rear dual tires; 
he was killed instantly. All night as we waited on the scene 
for the federal police to arrive, I nervously thought about what 
to tell the police. When the authorities arrived early the next 
morning, they asked me only one question: “What did you 
see?” I realized that what I was experiencing was not as im-
portant as the fact of the young man’s death. 

I have given my testimony many times in my years as a 
Christian, sharing what I have experienced. But I have come 
to realize that my experience of salvation is not as important 
as Christ’s sacrifice, the very thing that made the experience 
possible. 

Sometimes in worship I find myself focusing on my 
experience and my feelings from that day: Do I like the music? 
Do I agree with the one who is speaking in open worship? Is it 
too hot for me? When I realize the emphasis of my thoughts, I 
turn my attention to the One who is “the way and the truth 
and the life” (John 14:6). 

SONG: How Great Thou Art 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Dear Lord, it’s not about me: 

it’s about you! Turn my focus each day to the living Christ 
rather than my meager experience of Christ. 

—Ken Thames 
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Monday 
June 3 

Thoughts from 1 John: 
My Advocate 

BIBLE READING: 1 John 2:1-2 
While living in Mexico as a youngster, I frequently rode with 
my dad or another missionary to the outlying villages of En-
senada to participate in Bible studies. On one such occasion, 
after the study I went out back with several other youth. We 
ran, jumped fences, and chased dogs, then stopped at the well 
for some cool water. The short bucket rope allowed just 
enough length to reach the water. I was last, so after drinking 
plenty of water, I laid the rope to the side and turned to leave. 
As I turned, the rope disappeared, and the bucket splashed 
into the water below. I looked into the dark well, and sure 
enough, the bucket was floating there. In a snap decision, I left 
and said nothing. I felt guilty all the way home, but soon 
forgot the incident. 

The next day, the missionary I had accompanied 
stopped by our house and we invited him to stay for lunch. As 
we ate, he turned to me and asked, with a gleam in his eyes, 
“Kenny, do you know anything about a bucket in a well?” 

I wanted to hide under the table. My dad was ready to 
whip me, but the missionary was looking after me. He quickly 
said that the farmer told him one of the youth had dropped 
the bucket in the well, but that it happened all the time. The 
men had quickly fished it out. What a friend! 

As a child of God, I always have someone looking after 
me, pleading my case before the Father, covering my sin with 
his blood. What a Savior! 

SONG: Jesus, What a Friend for Sinners! 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Dear Jesus, thank you  

for covering me with your blood. I confess that I need  
it all too often. 

—Ken Thames 
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Tuesday 
June 4 

Thoughts from 1 John: 
My Anointing 

BIBLE READING: 1 John 2:20-28 
One Sunday evening at the house church I led in Mexico, a 
young man stood to preach, as was the custom in that denomi-
nation. He read a text and then began to tell his opinion of it. 
It was an extreme interpretation of the passage, so after the 
service, I called him aside and asked how he had prepared his 
sermon. He quickly told me that he hadn’t prepared it, but 
rather the Holy Spirit led him. As I shared other Scripture 
with him, he understood that he had misinterpreted the pas-
sage, and I encouraged him to study better and prepare before 
speaking again. 

While I am a strong advocate of education and training, I 
know that the One who helps me interpret and apply that 
training is the Holy Spirit. He is the One who will guide me 
into all truth (John 16:13). However, I don’t believe that the 
Holy Spirit will ever lead me in a way which is contrary to his 
written Word. 

I also face the temptation of quickly saying what I be-
lieve without searching the Scriptures diligently to discern 
the whole truth of God (John 5:39). It’s when I ad-lib that I get 
into trouble with a right understanding of God’s Word; and 
it’s only when I listen to the anointing of the Spirit through 
his Word that I am not deceived and I do not deceive others. 

SONG: Holy Spirit, Truth Divine 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Dear Father, thank you  

for the anointing of the Holy Spirit in my life through the 
Word of God. Thank you for the guidance you give and  
the discernment for living in the truth. 

—Ken Thames 
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Wednesday 
June 5 

Thoughts from 1 John: 
My Name 

BIBLE READING: 1 John 3:1-3 
You know how it is with children and teens—they love to 
tease or be mean to others by calling them names. And many 
nicknames are not helpful. 

The children I grew up with in Ensenada, Mexico, made 
a nickname up for me which rhymed with my name in Span-
ish. My first name is Timothy (Timoteo in Spanish), so they 
called me Timoteo Tomate Feo. It means “Timothy, ugly 
tomato.” I laughed it off then, but I have not forgotten it. I 
have even used the name on occasion as a computer pass-
word. 

I’m thrilled beyond belief that God changed my name! 
One Sunday night in 1968, while visiting a village church 
outside Ensenada, I felt the conviction of the Holy Spirit. I left 
the service and went to the nursery, knelt down, and invited 
Jesus Christ into my heart. That night I became a child of God. 
What a glorious thought! One day I’m called an ugly tomato 
and the next I’m called a child of God! Slowly I am becoming 
like him and will one day be exactly like him—I will see him 
as he is. 

My name tells about my heritage—those who have influ-
enced my life and to whom I am related. My new name, child 
of God, also says that God loves me enough to let me use his 
name. And one day I fully expect to hear God say as he said of 
Jesus: “This is my Son, whom I love; with him I am well 
pleased” (Matthew 3:17). 

SONG: I Know of a Name (That Beautiful Name) 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Dear Father, thank you for 

loving me and choosing to call me your child. I love you, too! 
—Ken Thames 
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Thursday 
June 6 

Thoughts from 1 John: 
My Truth 

BIBLE READING: 1 John 4:1-6 
Hearing from traveling speakers was an exciting part of our 
time in Mexico. One such speaker came from Oaxaca, a south-
ern state in Mexico. A short man of Zapotec Indian descent, 
he was a powerful speaker who came highly recommended 
from other churches in our denomination. 

The first night he shared of a time he battled a demon in 
his own daughter—how she flopped around on the floor (he 
acted it out) and how he cast out the demon. The speaker 
described in detail what the demon did and said. We were all 
enthralled. However, as he continued his message, I realized 
that he didn’t mention Jesus or God. It was all about him and 
how he cast out the demon. 

The next day several church members told about dreams 
and experiences they had during the night. One saw a fork 
rising without any explanation. Another felt a darkness sur-
rounding her. The elders gathered that day and agreed that 
this man was not focused on Jesus Christ, but on Satan. They 
chose me to give the news to the speaker. When I told him he 
was not invited to share that night, he began to cast out the 
demon of unbelief in me.  

I am thankful for elders who discerned that the man did 
not confess Jesus Christ but just bragged about his own ac-
tions. Oh, how we need discernment in the church of Jesus 
Christ today. 

SONG: We’ve a Story to Tell to the Nations 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Dear God, guide me as I listen 

to speakers each day. Lead me to embrace the truth about 
Jesus Christ and shun false teaching from humans. 

—Ken Thames 
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Friday 
June 7 

Thoughts from 1 John: 
My Fears 

BIBLE READING: 1 John 4:13-18 
In 1966 my dad felt called to the mission field in Mexico. We 
left Texas in a 1955 Bel Air Chevrolet station wagon, pulling a 
homemade trailer which carried all our earthly belongings. 
After crossing the border in Tecate, we secured visitor permits 
that were good for six months. Every six months we made a 
trip to San Diego to get those permits renewed. 

At that time the government of Mexico didn’t allow 
Protestant missionaries in the country, so our family went 
incognito. Mexican believers had advised us not to broadcast 
what we did as missionaries. Several times during the next 
eight years, we received word that immigration officials were 
going to raid the church and put us in jail. American citizens 
did not have many rights in Mexico, and sometimes I would 
actually shake in fear of going to jail. 

That fear eased one day when we received a visit from 
some American friends; they came to Ensenada even though 
they didn’t know where we lived and hadn’t told us of their 
travel plans. Our family was astounded at the way our friends 
found us: they went to the immigration office and asked for 
the American missionaries. And the people at the office told 
them exactly where we lived! 

After many years of learning more about my God, I now 
know that he casts out my fears in his great mercy and love. I 
had been fearful, worried about being punished for hiding the 
reason we were in Mexico; but God taught me about his per-
fect love as he used us in his kingdom, in spite of the circum-
stances. Amazing! 

SONG: Because He Lives 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Dear Father, I am afraid much 

too often. Guard my heart and mind with your perfect peace 
and love as I grow closer to you each day. 

—Ken Thames 
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Saturday 
June 8 

Thoughts from 1 John: 
My Victory 

BIBLE READING: 1 John 5:1-5 
I grew up in a home without television. (My parents never 
allowed one in the house until the children all left for college. 
Then they got a television, VCR, and later a satellite dish!) 
When I was 11, we moved to Ensenada, Mexico, and I quickly 
found the local library. The local branch had a great selection 
of English books which my siblings and I devoured. 

My family also sang just about every night. My oldest 
sister played an old upright piano and sang soprano, the other 
sister sang alto, my brother sang tenor, and I sang bass. We 
sang our way through an old hymnal many times, learning 
tunes, words, and harmonies. My parents came from a de-
nomination in Texas which used no musical instruments, so 
they focused on harmonies. I’m sure it is the reason I love 
music and harmonies today. 

My siblings and I sang occasionally in church and at the 
Bible studies our dad held in the city and countryside—but 
we didn’t always want to. We yielded to pressure. One lady 
who pressured us often was our sweet Russian landlady, 
Sister Fedorinko. During the day she walked the streets hand-
ing out gospel tracts and witnessing. When she saw us, she 
always said, “Sink for Jesus, sink for Jesus” [sic]. That’s ex-
actly what I wanted to do—sink under a bench or table or 
whatever! 

Through the years I have learned to pray for boldness as 
the apostle Paul did: to be victorious in sharing the gospel of 
our Lord Jesus Christ (Ephesians 6:19). 

SONG: Faith Is the Victory 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Dear Lord, you tell me that 

without faith I cannot please you. Increase my faith in the 
One who offers salvation to the world, I want to be bold in 
sharing that message. 

—Ken Thames 


