
NOTHING STOPS JOHN TAYLOR 
FROM FORMING NEW CHURCHES

CORN CREEK, Ky., November, 1800—(BP)—John Taylor, a pioneer Baptist preacher 

who has seen more of the frontier of Virginia and Kentucky than many explorers and 

trappers, has left his trademark—another Baptist church—in this section.

Corn Creek Baptist Church, the latest gathering of the revered Baptist leader, 

was organized this fall and has about twenty members. Other Baptist churches which 

Taylor has helped to organize since coming to Kentucky include Clear Creek, Great 

Crossing, Boone’s Creek, Bullittsburg, and Buck Run.

Driven by a burning zeal to take the Baptist message to frontier settlements, 

Taylor probably has ridden more miles and preached more sermons than any other 

pioneer preacher in Kentucky. Hostile Indians, the trackless wilderness, frozen and 

flooded streams, mud, cold, rain — nothing stops the fearless evangelist when he 

has a self-appointed mission to preach to a handful of settlers in a remote cabin 

in the wilderness.

One of the first preachers to enter Kentucky, Taylor began his frontier ministry 

in Virginia. Although he disclaims any skill as a hunter or woodsman, he has the 

courage of a lion and is as calm in the face of danger and hardship as the most famous 

frontiersman.

Not long after Taylor came to Kentucky, with all that he owned loaded on three 

horses, he became the messenger for the first revival in the state. It began in 

Taylor’s cabin in the wilderness, which had the earth for a floor, and resulted in 

the formation of the Clear Creek Baptist Church.

Now almost fifty, Taylor admits that he is not quite as active as he was when he 
was preaching on the Virginia frontier. He still bears the scars of his battles with 
the wilderness as he struggled to take the gospel to frontier settlements.

He likes to recall one trip in the Virginia mountains during the winter. Coming 
to a swollen stream with his two horses, Taylor attempted to cross a crude bridge which 
collapsed. After gaining the other side, he dismounted and walked to keep from freezing 

in his drenched clothes.

His nervous mounts broke away and raced across the snow. Taylor found them at the 
edge of another stream after chasing them for several miles. Here there was no bridge 
at all, and there was nothing to do but swim across with the horses.

He finally reached a cabin after dark, half frozen and his arms and hands numb 
and swollen. Dazed for several days by his ordeal, the evangelist soon broke out in 
a scaly rash which covered most of his body.

Taylor is still marked today by that rash, the result of what even he agrees was 
one of his worst experiences as a frontier preacher.
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