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My Battling, Missionary-Minded
Baptist Forebears

In the five years of my retirement, I have worked 
on Historical Commissions of my church and State, 
with the Southern Baptist Historical Commission in 
Nashville, and its blessed secretaries and guides to 
the use of the magnificent Dargan-Carver Library. 
Several members of these Commissions have said to 
me: “The best contribution you could make to Bap
tist History would be to record the story of your 
own life.” In one ear, and out the other! I have writ
ten some fifty books and booklets, in English, Por
tuguese or Spanish, but have never written about 
myself. Nor do I make missionary speeches about 
myself. But at the recent Southern Baptist Conven
tion, in St. Louis, I heard Miss Hannah Plowden tell 
the story of her wonderful forty years in Hawaii. It 
changed my mind. I said to myself amazedly: “Why, 
you have had forty one years of as eventful mission
ary work in Brazil, including very much that is of 
moment to the kingdom of God and integral in Bap
tist history, there and here.” So I changed my mind 
and my course, in writing. This is the beginning of 
my part of four generations of family history, four 
generations of a preacher line, of which I am the 
last living link. This initial chapter and one or two 
others, of general concern, may have a place in this 
series of letters. The rest will be the typed chapters, 
with enough carbon copies for my children and may
be these three Historical Commissions.

I came of two different lines of Taylors. My 
mother’s mother was Hannah Taylor, of a line of 
emigrants from Virginia to “the county of Kentucky” 
by way of the Ohio River. Hannah was of a Methodist 
and Presbyterian ancestry. But, in spite of the in
sistence of her Pedobaptist kin, she decided to have 
’the Baptist pioneer, Alfred Taylor, my father’s 
father, to say the wedding ceremony. From that 
union of Hannah Taylor and Blackstone Stevens, 
there were born four children, all of whom married 
Taylors. The two daughters married two of the three 
preacher sons of Alfred Taylor, Pendleton and Wil
liam Carey, my father. My cousins follow that line of 
Taylors, close kin of Pres. Zachary Taylor, and some 
of them belong to the D.A.R., one of them having 
official position for a time. But this study is about 
preachers, and they come from the other line.

Joseph Taylor, my great-grandfather, came from 
Taylors of Virginia and North Carolina, crossed 
though Cumberland Gap, floated on one of thirteen 
flatboats together down the Cumberland River to 
Nashville, and thence followed his course on up to 
the Ohio River and back southward on Green River 
to his new Kentucky home in the neighborhood of 
Providence, near Bowling Green, in Warren County. 
I think Green River is the most beautiful river in 
the world. And on its reaches, from southernmost 
Kentucky to the Ohio River, at Owensboro, four gen
erations of my family have served God and preached 
Christ, spreading out into the neighboring “Pen- 
nyrile,” at times. Joseph Taylor, (1765-1853), while 
still a Methodist preacher, was here convinced of the 
errors of his beliefs by a study of his Bible and be
came a Baptist, being baptized by Nathan Arnette, of 
Tennessee. Those early churches of the zone belonged 
to the Cumberland Association, of Tennessee and 
Kentucky, before our Kentucky associations arose in 
that area.

These early preachers believed in being fruit
ful and replenishing the earth. Joseph Taylor had 
nine children, one of them being a daughter named 
William. Miss “Billy” married a McCoy, as did a sis
ter also, whose descendants of that name still glorify 
and serve the Savior. Her brother, Alfred, (1808-1865) 
like his father, became a preacher. When he was 
three years old, the family moved to Butler County. 
He removed to Ohio County after his marriage.

My grandfather married three times, having nine 
children by his first wife, three by the second and 
three by the third, four of the list dying in infancy or 
in early years. His three preacher sons, Judson, Pen
dleton and my father, were borne by his first wife, 
Mary Ann Mahon, daughter of the brilliant and saint
ly Susanah Mahon. Her family were cultured and 
wealthy Presbyterians. One time, when there was 
preaching in the home, as was the general custom in 
those days, the Presbyterian preacher read Romans 
6. After he had gone, this daughter said: “Father, if 
that preacher read the Bible aright, then none of us 
has ever been baptized. Our baptism didn’t bury us." 
The angered father said: “Now what------- Baptist 
has been talking to you?” She replied: “What is a 
Baptist?”, for she had never heard of our people.



Pursuant to her study of the Bible, she was baptized 
biblically. Her father had told her beforehand that, 
if she took that step, he would will her only an old 
cow, of all his wealth. She said: “I won’t act hastily. I 
promise you I will study the matter a year before 
making my final decesion.” When she took the step, 
she was barred from his home forever and left by his 
will only that old cow. My cousin, Mrs. M. E. Bunch, 
long a teacher in Owensboro, went to the court 
house and read this will and told me the facts, as 
stated. From the home of this brilliant, devoted stu
dent came the first wife of Alfred Taylor.

I think her education and character are reflected 
in those three preacher sons. Notice their names: 
Pendleton, the dear friend, so eminent, Judson, the 
first American missionary, and then my father, Wil
liam Carey bearing, as do I, the name of the first 
Baptist missionary of modern times. None of her hus
band’s other children bear missionary names. So I am 
inclined to give her the credit for that missionary 
enthusiasm, of an international out-reach. Let me 

-give you an insight into her bravery and broad
mindedness.

My mother, after my father’s death, wanted to 
:die soon and go on to be with him, and thought she 
would die young, though she lived on to be nearly 
eighty-nine years of age. I remember, in that period, 
her. taking me on her lap and dwelling on two things 
she wanted me to remember. One was tithing. She 
showed me ten dimes as composing a dollar. She 
separated nine dimes from the tenth and set this 
last one apart, saying: “That is the tithe. It belongs to 
God, to promote his work. And we can live on the 
nine tenths and do far better, with God’s blessing, 
than we can by taking the ten tenths and spending 

; everything on ourselves.
Then she used to take me in her lap and say: 

“Your father was born in Washington County, Ala
bama. Don’t forget it.” I queried, however: “But 
Mama we are Kentuckians. How did Papa happen to 
get born away off down there in Alabama?” “Well, 
my son, it was this way. Your grandmother Taylor de
cided to go with your grandfather to New Orleans. 
The women don’t like to stay at home, my son, and 
let the men do all the running around and seeing 
things. The farmers there put certain produce, which 
they could sell in the big city for much greater prices, 
on the river boat at Cromwell and sailed with it up 
Green River, and on down the Ohio and the Missis
sippi. There they saw the great city of New Orleans 
in all its glory. Then they bought Texas mules cheap 
and drove them through the country, selling them 
at great profit in Kentucky. Your grandmother rode 
with them, as they brought the mules back overland 
to Kentucky. But when they crossed the Alabama 
line, one night her time came and your father was 
born there in the grove of trees where they camped 
for the night, in the midst of the tethered mules.” 
Long, long years afterwards, I was in a group cam

paigning over Alabama for all the interests of the Co
operative Program. We spoke one day at Judson 
College and then Dr. Barnes said: “Tomorrow our 
meeting will be in Washington County.” I was 
thrilled. And when we rode up to a little white 
frame church house in a grove of water maples, I 
said to myself: “Who knows? Maybe right here, 
among the mules, my father was born!”

Well, her husband treated her well. Here is his 
account of it, in his diary: “Started from Washington 
Co. Ala., in March, 1845. Took steamboat passage in 
company with my wife and babe and went to Mobile 
City. March 13th took passage on the splendid pack- 
ett Creole and landed at the end of the railroad lead
ing from Lake Ponchartrain to New Orleans next 
morning, before sunrise, bill for passage for self and 
wife $16.00. Got on a steamcar and was in the great 
Western city in a few minutes. Stayed there seven 
days and took passage on the Judge McLain for Ky. 
and landed in Owensboro in about 8 or 9 days, bill 
$20.00. Took passage from there and came around to 
the mouth of Muddy River on the General Warren 
for $5.00 and in a few hours arrived at Mr. Mahon’s 
and was through the tender mercies of God permitted 
to see all my dear children in health, having been 
absent from them five months. On the next day came 
home and was welcomed by my aged father and 
friends”. Thus did the cultured daughter of Susanah 
Mahon get her chance to see the world. Of her sis
ters my father wrote: “Susanah Mahon was known 
and felt throughout the Green River Country as a 
pious citizen and staunch Baptist. She raised a 
family of likely girls, most of whom managed to 
marry men of distinction; among the number we may 
mention President J. W. Rust, of Bethel Female 
College and Elder H. B. Wiggin, a wealthy merchant 
of New York.” Rust became President of both Beth
els, at different times.

Now Mary Ann Mahon did not marry a man of 
distinction, but she saw his possibilities. True, he 
had been a drinking, carousing sinner in his youth. 
Like his father, he could little more than read and 
write when converted, having long been in doubts 
because of the Hardshell propaganda of election and 
reprobation, which he subsequently opposed aggres
sively during all of his ministry. But he began con
stant study. His diary tells of his reading six books, 
the following six months after the trip to New Or
leans. He had borrowed, read and copied an English 
Grammar, and made it a habit to copy his outlines 
of all subsequent books read. I have many pages of 
those outlines, well organized always. Thus he grew 
by his own years of student life, in what my father 
called his self-education.

In spite of these backward beginnings culturally, 
morally and homiletically, by the grace of God and 
his own sturdy efforts and determination, he be



came the leader of his people. My father writes of 
those beginnings: “His first efforts were attended 
with much sorrow. He arose under great embarrass
ment, took his text, spoke a few words, and then 
followed that dreadful pause so painful to all present. 
After a while he proceeded a little further, then 
complete silence reigned, and ceased not.” Next time, 
he turned his side to the audience and finally sat 
down in sheer shame. There was not a conversion in 
his first four years of preaching.

Alfred Taylor

Doubting his call now, he decided to “bring all 
his tithes into the Master’s storehouse”, writes my 
father. I do not know whether he means that literally 
or figuratively, because he later records that Alfred 
Taylor began to give 5% to the cause of Christ. Also 
he decided to give seven days a week to his min
istry,as he figured he had enough to live on a year 
without working on his farm. So he came the hard, 
devoted way into spiritual success. It came over him 
finally that it was wrong to preach and have a lot 
of interest, with men mourning over their sins, and 
go off and leave them. He came into his great leader
ship because he advocated determinedly the neces
sity of PROTRACTED MEETINGS.

This idea seems about then to have come spon
taneously to different men or groups. Various groups 
thus affected held meetings, prolonged into “camp
meetings”, around my old home of Russellville, which 
was changed from one of the worst communities we 
read about in those wild pioneer times, into a trans
formed population. Out of this awakening and 
method grew the Cumberland Presbyterian denom
ination through genuine evangelism. A wild, fanatical 
type of “protracted meetings”, on the contrary, arose 
in the Bluegrass of Kentucky under the leadership 
of Barton W. Stone, then a Presbyterian. Wild fana
ticism, prolonged faintings, long unconscious periods, 
holding to trees and shaking saplings to and fro when 
“under conviction”, like men in a cyclone, and physi
cal exaggeration of idiotic proportions characterized 
these protracted meetings. The reaction furthered 
Hardshellism and Campbellism, then arising, and 
Barton W. Stone joined Alexander Campbell in 
founding Campbellism, precisely as a revolt against 
the follies of emotionalism without control. The Meth
odists later furthered camp meetings. I attended one 
near Russellville, when a child, for a few hours. Sam 
Jones preached the gospel of “Quit your meanness 
and join the church”. Then came the era in my sec
tion when a lot of Methodist youth “got religion” 
every year, then “apostatized” at the first Fall-of-the- 
year dance, and “got religion” all over again at the 
next “protracted meeting.”

But Alfred Taylor, his sons and grandsons, were 
moved in this evangelism by deep emotions and ten
der feeling that were under a strong doctrinal con
viction and control. And so they revolutionized in
dividuals, churches and communities, and their holi
ness in life was abiding, positive in its effects over 
our churches and led on to Christian stewardship, co
operation of churches and Christian education and 
missions. Here is the record.

My father writes: “The first regular protracted 
meeting ever held in Ohio county was begun and 
carried on at Walton’s Creek Church, December, 1837. 
Many were openly against the meeting. Others would 
shake their hoary locks, doubting what all this might 
lead to. Nerved by the honesty of his purpose and 
led, as we believe, by the Spirit of God, the youthful 
pastor continued preaching, day and night, until 
opposition gave way. God utterly consumed it. The 
revival, in its power and influence, swept over the 
whole country for miles in every direction. All classes 
were reached . . . Men professed religion everywhere; 
even those not attending the meeting, in some in
stances, were converted. The like had never been 
seen by this people. But all felt and acknowledged the 
power to be of God and not of man”

“The meeting lasted just two weeks. Largely 
over one hundred persons professed conversion. Dur
ing the meeting, and in a few months after, one 
hundred and forty six were received into this church 
by baptism. A part of these professed a hope in 



Christ in another meeting, held by the pastor, in 
Muhlenburg County. In one day, during this meeting, 
eighty four persons united with the church. The 
news of this wonderful work of grace spread with 
rapid haste. ... Pond Run, Ohio County, was the next 
church blessed ... It was here the aged veteran, 
Elder George Render, was to espouse the new depar
ture. He refused to attend the meeting at Walton’s 
Creek. He came to Pond Run first as an idle specta
tor, but soon felt the power and joined the band . . . 
Sandy Creek, the Little Bend of Green River, Green 
River Church, Beaver Dam, the Duncan House, near 
where Nelson’s Creek Station now stands, and Stum’s 
Tobacco House, where Paradise has since been built, 
were points at which he labored that winter and 
spring. At every place the meeting was a grand 
success. The Lord was ready and the people anxious.” 

“So great was the work accomplished that Dr.
Coleman affirms that in less than six months Alfred 
Taylor baptized over 800 persons ... The number of 
professions was largely in excess of the number 
baptized. In some instances Pedobaptist churches 
were formed out of persons converted at these meet
ings. Where they had churches they gathered part 
of the fruit.”

Thence arose and continued his leadership over 
a wide area. Dr. J. S. Coleman, his son in the minis
try, said: “For twenty years after this great ingather
ing his word was as good authority among Baptists, 
upon any and all questions, as Webster’s Dictionary is 
in determining the meaning of words.” “Before he 
reached the age of thirty,” my father continues, “the 
providence of God placed him as the acknowledged 
leader of His Spiritual Israel. By the grace of God he 
honored and sustained his position until, falling with 
his face to the foe, he gave up the ghost”.

This leadership took varied and far reaching 
forms. Let’s see where we are. The Judson movement 
had interested Baptists in world missions. Luther 
Rice had returned to our few and scattered churches 
and led them into organization for cooperative life, 
the formation of the Triennial Convention, support of 
Foreign Missions, the founding and support of Co
lumbian College in Washington, the publication of 
our first weekly denominational paper, "The Co
lumbian Star," and the Baptist General Tract Society 
(to grow into the American Baptist Publication So
ciety). Most of the current phases of our cooperative 
life arose in those initiatives. Alfred Taylor came 
along after Rice had called the Baptists of North and 
South to all these forms of cooperative life of the 
churches, and had given his very life, as a traveling 
promotor of these things, to their gradual success. He 
seconded the Rice lead.

Now into this cooperative program, Alfred Tay
lor, with all the influence of his young, God-given 
leadership over the Baptist hearts of his part of the 
world, steps forward and leads the churches on.

Loulie Latimer Owens quotes someone as writing 
of Luther Rice: “He changed the scattered Baptist 
churches into a Baptist denomination.” So Alfred 
Taylor led in varied directions into cooperative Bap
tist life. His son Judson wrote my father that their 
father had baptized over 6,000 souls. The many 
churches formed, enlarged or revived were stimulat
ed in their associational work. He worked with the 
Gasper River Association in such endeavors, having 
attended all its sessions from 1831 till his death in 
1865, with one exception. He organized the “Green 
River Bible Society” in 1837 and promoted the work 
of “The American and Foreign Bible Society” and in 
1845 was chosen by this society as its representative 
with the Kentucky Bible Society and, in 1849, as 
their agent in organizing and promoting sub-societies 
with individual societies. He often preached the 
annual sermon of this organization and, when it was 
no longer necessary, promoted its dissolution. Gasper 
River Association had a great movement on, at one 
time, to establish a seminary in their midst, to train 
a God-called ministry. He was agent for that move
ment and saw its success in a building erected, 
though that was later consumed in flames and thus 
the movement came to naught. “Every educational 
interest, at any time recommended or in any wise 
fostered by this Association, found in him a warm 
friend and ardent supporter,” writes my father. In 
1841 the Association was divided in three districts and 
Alfred Taylor was appointed to canvas one of these 
and preach to each church on the support of the 
ministry.

He was long missionary of his association and 
in 1848 was appointed to “ride as missionary” of the 
General Association of our Kentucky Baptists. He 
represented the regional association in the general 
body many times. Campbellism and Hardshellism in
vaded our ranks. He faced them and debated the 
issues involved before the churches. But his public 
debates were more with those of the aggressive Cum
berland Presbyterian movement, so near geographi
cally. He discussed baptism and restricted commun
ion with one of their leaders, and with a Methodist, 
and baptized many Presbyterians and Methodists all 
along the course of the years of his ministry, accord
ing to his diary.

He was a great leader in the temperance move
ment and made the first speech in his county against 
slavery and in favor of emancipation. In his earlier 
days, everybody drank or “had it” in their homes. 
“He had the honor of leading the first temperance 
reform inaugurated in Butler county. This new and 
novel enterprise awakened much and bitter oppo
sition. Violence was threatened to the person of the 
young leader, and it is thought that these unhallowed 
intents would have been executed had it not been 
that a number of the best citizens of the community 
came to his relief. In his day and under his leader
ship a very marked change stole over the habits of 



the people”. So his life led on in every forward moral 
and religious interest of his people.

During all this time he worked a beautiful farm, 
held meetings on every hand, was moderator, preach
er and missionary of associations, studied and anal
ysed books, and was pastor of widely scattered 
churches: Pond Run, Sandy Creek, Beaver Dam fre
quently, Walton’s Creek, from which church were 
founded the churches of Hartford, West Point and 
West Providence under his ministry, Green River, for 
twenty one years, Cool Spring Mt. Carmel, Nelson’s 
Creek, Morgantown upon founding that church, Hart
ford later, and Owensboro in two pastorates and vari
ous meetings, forty miles from his home, Providence, 
Warren County, and various others in several coun
ties.

He was called over into Indiana to face a body 
of infidels, in a Hardshell community a little distance 
away. In those days the people loved debates. There 
were no newspapers, radio, TV., railroads, rare 
schools, or any other reasons for the gathering of the 
people A debate was a social event. In one school 
house they debated the question, “Resolved that the 
moon is of more value to us than the sun, since it 
shines by night when we need its light, whereas the 
sun shines by day when we have plenty of light”. 
With such debates on hand, a boy would have some
where to take his girl. Over into Indiana, beyond 
Evansville, I believe, Alfred Taylor went and argued 
for a week with these rambunctious infidels, the 
Hardshells looking on. Finally, after pouring forth 
his soul in every reach of its power one night, he got 
down on his knees and went from bench to bench, 
pleading with tears with those wretches to be recon
ciled unto God. Many broke down and wept over 
their sins and were saved, in large numbers. Infidelity 
died there that night and the Hardshells said: “We 
are undone.” All this virtually for nothing financial
ly. The most he ever received any year was $300.00 
one year. He tells of preaching fifteen days and 
nights and receiving $1.50, then giving $1.00 for a new 
church house and the .50 cents to a preacher needier 
than himself. Many such entries. He rode 25 miles to 
marry a couple, who paid him $2.00. And so, on and 
on.

Alfred Taylor’s further gifts to the kingdom of 
God include three sons to the ministry. Sometimes, 
in the associations and country gatherings, these 
three boys would sing, When their melodious voices, 
sweet with the tenderness inherited from their father, 
would sing some favorite hymn, the country au
dience would soon be in tears, and maybe some sister 
would start a shout.

My father, the baby born amid the mules in the 
Alabama woods, lost his brilliant mother at the age 
of 7, his father at the age of 21. He was converted at 
the age of 13, under the ministry of his father and 
J. F. Austin, one of his farther’s more than thirty 
“Timothys”, the latter baptizing him into the West 

Providence Church, Ohio County. He was the first 
of the family to seek a college education. His cousin 
by marriage, J. W. Rust, was then Pres, of Bethel 
College. My father raised a crop of corn, to help pay 
his way; but his father said: “William, I need that 
corn, to feed your brothers and sisters”. “Take it”, 
the son said, and worked another year to get his start. 
He entered Bethel College in 1866, and daily shined 
the shoes of Pres. Rust and worked his garden, to 
help pay his way. In Feb., 1869, he left school, spitting 
blood, and went home supposedly to die. But my 
mother, who had been a country school teacher for 
four years, loved him, married him and took him to 
her country home and nursed him back to health; 
and their first son was born and named for President 
Boyce, founder of our Seminary. He stayed two years 
in Ohio County, then moved to a farm, in a tenant’s 
house, seven miles south of Bowling Green, locating 
in 1874 in Rockfield, and in Auburn on Feb. 2, 1876. 
Thence he moved to his last pastorate, in Mayfield, 
where his ardent labors forced him to retire to Rus
sellville where he died at the age of forty three, May 
12, 1888, when I was a year and a half old.

William Carey Taylor, Sr.
The traits of the father were those of the son, 

deep emotions and tender feeling, under the sway 
of strong doctrinal convictions and devotion to the 
spirituality and cooperation of New Testament 
churches. And if those traits passed on to his sons, 
to a certain degree, they explain the meaning of their 
ministry, too, to the fourth generation of the family 
of preachers. Dr. W. C. Golden wrote, in my brother’s 
paper, in 1929: “I remember your dear father when 
I saw him last. I followed him around in West 
Kentucky to hear him preach. I was with him in 
Milburn, Ky., our last week together. He preached 
the greatest series of sermons in Milburn that I ever 
heard. He preached doctrine as no man I ever heard. 
The tenderness and pathos, the courtesy to all and 



the blazing plainness and fire and fervor were such 
as I never heard. I saw a congregation melt to tears 
as he preached on communion and distinctive Baptist 
doctrines. If all of us could preach doctrine in the 
tender, sympathetic way he did, Baptists would take 
the world”.

He was pastor of the following churches: Mount 
Zion, Green River, Nelson’s Creek, Clear Fork, Prov
idence, Bethlehem, Greenville, Auburn, Shady Grove, 
Smith’s Grove, Mizpah, Friendship, and his only, and 
their first full time pastorate, Mayfield. Into these 
churches he baptized over nine hundred members. 
Protracted meetings and denominational leadership 
took much of his time and energy. The Clear Fork 
membership was more than doubled during his pas
torate. He writes: “The opposition to Baptists in 
Auburn was so great that it became necessary for 
me to live with the church or give it up”. He baptized 
Ella Vick in Auburn in 1877. “She was so small that 
I took her in my arms, carried her in and baptized 
her holding her in my embrace. I was so happy”. Dr. 
J. S. Coleman preached in a meeting there, and 
Boyce, my brother, was converted, at the age of 
nine. He came forward three times and my father 
simply turned him aside and did not present him to 
the church. The last time, Dr. Coleman said: “Brother 
Taylor, I have talked to that boy. I feel sure he knows 
what he is doing”. So he was received and baptized. 
181 others were received in his pastorate there in 
spite of intense Presbyterian opposition by their 
church and school. He organized the church in Rock
port in 1876, after a ten-days meeting. He baptized 
three times in one day at Providence Knob, in 1874. 
He and his brother Judson baptized together in a 
creek, he baptized the husband, and his brother bap
tizing the wife, at one moment. He went to Kansas, 
where both of his brothers also labored, but stayed 
only two months of 1876, returning for lack of sup
port. “Thinking my labor not done in Kentucky, I 
returned with my family to my churches in noble 
Kentucky.” One of his best beloved churches was 
Shady Grove, near Franklin, where in one meeting 
he had 41 conversions and baptized 42 including 12 
heads of families. So runs the story in many other 
places.

He also had a number of debates, some in defense 
against aggressive Cumberland Presbyterians, but 
mainly with the insolent and abusive champions of 
Campbellism. In one place the debater came but re
fused to defend his doctrines. My father then preach
ed the Baptist message in question. In another, the 
opponent did even show up. In one town the Camp
bellite church never opened its doors again after the 
close of the debate until recently, when these ag
gressive, so called “Church of Christ” enthusiasts 
founded new work there. I had a letter from them in 
Brazil, demanding of me a copy of my father’s tract, 
“Defects of Campbellite Repentance and Faith”, in 

which he shows first the defect of their repentance 
(mere reformation), then of their faith (mere belief in 
historical facts), then the defects of both repentance 
and faith, in their system (wrong order, no experience 
of grace, not of the heart, etc.) We three sons had this 
tract of our father reprinted, long after his death, and 
widely circulated. And when Dr. O. W. Taylor was 
Secretary of the State Board of Tennessee Baptists, 
they used it all over the State. Such was another life 
of devotion to truth in contagious emotion.

All my father believed, felt and taught contin
ued incarnate in his wife, for fifty years after his 
death. She embodied it in her own witness and in his 
three sons, one a pastor for forty years, one a teacher 
sixty years in Southern schools - and churches - and 
a deacon, and the writer of these words as a pastor 
ten years and then a missionary in Brazil forty one 
years. My mother read her Bible through 97 times, 
the New Testament some 150 times. Once she read 
her Bible through in some 25 days, testifying that 
she learned more from that reading than any other. 
Her love for the Word was contagious and I came 
to know maybe a thousand verses by heart. We play
ed games, sometimes before getting up, on cold 
winter mornings, taking time about, saying Scripture 
verses and seeing who could keep on longer. My 
father’s library was kept handy. In it I read early 
many books, especially Hiscox’s “Analysis of the 
Holy Bible.” It gives all the Bible says, BY SUB
JECTS. This I poured over, and knew and believed 
the same doctrines as a boy that I believe now. The 
time to learn doctrine is in childhood, for all life. The 
Bible was as much a part of my life as three meals 
a day. My mother taught it to her class of women in 
Sunday School, to her sons, and discussed it with the 
young preachers who were boarders at her boarding 
house. And many preachers learned to come to her 
with their questions. When older, with less work, she 
read both Revised Version and King James Version 
every year and worked far and wide in the Home 
Department.

While I was still a child, my brother Boyce went 
to the Seminary in Louisville, and there wrote the 
weekly Seminary news column in The Western Re
corder. One day he wrote my mother, saying: “Ma, 
I have been called to Brazil as a missionary. I would 
like to go with your blessing.” That, to her, was like 
a major disaster. Though she always kept in the 
home, in our deepest poverty, both The Western Re
corder and The Foreign Mission Journal, yet she had 
never dreamed of facing such a loss. She took the 
letter into our old-fashioned “parlor” and spread it 
out on a chair and got down on her knees to pray 
about it, saying: “No, God. Not my firstborn. I do not 
know how to carry on in my widowhood without 
him. I need him to help with the baby. You can have 
the baby, if you want him for a missionary, but not 
my firstborn.” The God who is the Judge of the 
widow and the Father of the orphan attended to that 



little kneeling figure in black and canceled my bro
ther’s call. When he came home she tremblingly 
(within) said: “My son, are you going to Brazil?” He 
replied, “No, Ma. I’m not going. I was called. I know 
I was called. But my call went away from me. I know 
now I am not called. I would not run ahead of God. 
I shall stay at home and be the most missionary- 
minded pastor here that I am capable of being.” The 
little mother was happy and so grateful. Long years 
afterwards, when 5 wrote her of my sudden call to 
Brazil, she was willing, saying: “You’ll have to go, my 
son. I gave you to God for that, if he so chose, long 
ago.” I speak at times on The Canceled Call. It often 
produces a far greater life and fruitage, in another 
sphere, than would the original call have produced, 
had it been followed.

MY BROTHER, BOYCE, MY MOTHER AND 

I. AT SOUTHERN BAPTIST CONVENTION, 

IN HOT SPRINGS, ARK., IN 1908.

This preacher brother did much for my salvation, 
often writing me letters and making personal appeals 
when visiting back home. In vain. I wanted a con
version like the apostle Paul’s and nothing else 
seemed real to me. We visited his home in Murray 
every summer and he came home for Christmas 
every winter, till his children came and needed their 
own Christmas at home. In these summer visits I 
would attend the protracted meeting in the little 
white frame house down by the creek. There the 72 
resident members he went to Murray to be pastor 
of regularly worshipped. I hated for people to come 
to me, during the invitation, to talk with me. So when 
brother Penick came from Martin to hold the meet
ing one year, in dread of personal appeals, I would 

slip out the door as they stood up to sing the in
vitation hymn and hide under the little bridge, re
turning after the singing was over for the benedic
tion. I was never saved till I was a college boy, and 
even then was a secret believer for two years. Finally, 
in “the Ham meeting” in Russellville, when the re
vival was far advanced and he was speaking at 
college chapel one day, he looked down from the plat
form and saw my face, somehow expressive, and said: 
“And you! Have you not something to say for your 
Savior?” I broke forth in praise. Then I was happy; 
walked home as if on air. Boyce baptized me Christ
mas. Soon Brother Cheek began to call on me to 
pray. Then he said every home ought to have family 
worship. I said tremblingly to my mother that night: 
“Brother Cheek says that every home should have 
family worship. Suppose we begin.” She was happy, 
and I read and prayed. Thus the life of the last 
preacher of the four generations unfolded, in the 
purpose of God.

My brother kept that vow of his alternative to 
the call to Brazil. The church in Murray grew to 
where it supported 14 missionaries, through our 
Foreign and Home Boards. When I went to Brazil, 
he considered me his substitute there and paid my 
personal salary, through our Foreign Board, as long 
as he lived and had a salary. He also gave me at one 
time $1,000.00 for the North Brazil Seminary Library. 
Great Bible Institutes were held in his church each 
February, developing the missionary enthusiasm. 
Secretaries of our Foreign and Home Boards and 
many of their missionaries were on that annual 
program. He developed a weekly paper of doctrinal 
and missionary witness, a great reading room for 
Christian study, a Bible School, a vast colportage 
work, a preaching ministry all over the South, 
preaching almost daily for years, and served his 
denomination in associations and conventions and 
boards in countless ways. Like his grandfather, he 
led fights for morals, temperance and truth. The 
liquor men hated him unutterably because he con
fronted them victoriously all over the State. Selfish 
pastors, who wanted to spend all the church budget 
on themselves and their projects locally, found ex
cuses to attack him. He had partly pacifist ideas, 
though never disloyal. In a great epidemic, all public 
meetings were forbidden. But, under a sense of the 
divine leading, he opened the prayer meeting room 
in his church for those who cared to come and pray. 
Then all his enemies united and had him thrown in 
jail. “The Commercial Appeal,” of Memphis, wrote 
a strong protest. He was greatly loved by the Negroes 
in town. One night he heard a whisper by his cell 
window: “Brother Taylor, do you want to get out 
of there,?” His reply was, “No, boys. Not that way.” 
“Well if you do, we’ll tear this thing down level 
with the ground.” The jail was filled with cake and 
candy, which he distributed among the other prison
ers, to whom he had preached in jail services. They 



lamented his release a little later, when some un
known person paid his fine. Many such things were 
mingled with his statewide, even southwide, witness 
to the Savior and his truth.

He held some fifty debates, mainly with agres- 
sive Campbellites. I attended a number of them. The 
positive and defensive presentation of truth was 
simply majestic, built character and stabilized Bap
tist life and evangelism. I recall the Campbellite 
sneers at a common phrase, “a religion that is better 
felt than told”. My brother quoted I Pet. 1:8 and 
Eph. 3:19 and Col 1:27, and then said, “If a religion 
of JOY UNSPEAKABLE, LOVE THAT PASSETH 
KNOWLEDGE, and of CHRIST IN YOU THE HOPE 
OF GLORY is not better felt than told, then human 
language has ceased to have meaning.” One old 
lady sobbed aloud with joy and the audience was 
stirred almost to the point of shouting. These debates 
changed the whole spiritual atmosphere in vast 
areas, and countless souls are in heaven today that 
would now be in hell, had the gospel not been saved 
for their generation and the future. Sacramentalism 
is just as devoid of any hope of salvation as you 
could find in a mass meeting of demons.

This gospel of grace my brother covered the 
face of the earth to bear witness to, and told it till, 
in his last sermon, he was so weak that his tongue 
could not pronounce the words he sought to speak. 
And when he died a few days later from the same 
operation, and in the same room in the Memphis 

Baptist Hospital where I got well of the same ail
ment, his surgeon and mine said: “Why did this man 
wait so long?” He loved the gospel better than life. 
That’s why.

My mother spent a year with me in Brazil, and 
my brother made a prolonged visit there over vast 
territory. He was unutterably happy in all he saw, 
made not a single criticism or suggestion. He had 
heard me speak often of “poor Nelson, all alone”, for 
our debt-laden Board could not then send a mission
ary to all that vast third of Brazil. Now the Foreign 
Board has a new Mission, established in the Amazon 
Valley, with a theological seminary and other in
stitutions and a great number of workers. But the 
commonly called “faith mission” that he established 
for this supplemental purpose, in aid to our Foreign 
Board’s work, came to sadden his heart and mine. 
Some of the men returned, others sank into immor
ality, and most all of them fought me and my work 
and, later, him and his work. But the admiration the

Baptists of this country felt for him piled up a sur
plus of $45,000.00 in the bank for that work before 
his death. I have letters from him expressing his 
deep disappointment. He never asked his church for 
a cent for that — did not need to, for more came 
through the mails than could be spent. He kept right 
on in his membership on Boards of our Convention 
life and in loyalty to all its work.

While he was on this visit to Brazil, we attended 
together the Brazilian Baptist Convention, in Rio de 
Janeiro. F. F. Soren, who had spoken in his church 
and in mine, in Kentucky, in our Bible Institutes, 
introduced him to the Convention, then meeting in 
his own church. Dr. Love, who was also visiting 
Brazil at that time, arose instantly and said: “I want 
you to know that this man is pastor of the greatest 
missionary church in the world.” Thus love of the 
truth under deep emotion, controlled by doctrine, for 
four generations, moulded these BATTLING, MIS
SIONARY-MINDED BAPTIST FOREBEARS OF 
MINE, in love and loyalty to the Savior.

WILLIAM CAREY TAYLOR 
41 years Southern Baptist 
Missionary in Brazil

W- c.
p. s.

Next week this headstone will be placed at 
my mother's grave, by the side of the monument 
raised by the First Church of Mayfield in my 
father's honor in 1888.—

FRANCES STEVENS TAYLOR 
(1850 - 1938)

Lover of the Savior

Teacher of the Bible

Mother of Men


