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PREFACE
The history of the First Baptist Church of Walnut Ridge is actually the record of a pilgrimage — a 
pilgrimage begun a century ago by a dozen or so men and women who determined to found and sustain
a Baptist church in their frontier community. Successive generations have taken their place in the 
journey and carried the ministry and vision of the founders forward. The journey has not been 
unimpeded.  Obstacles have abounded: economic depressions, destructive fires, the ravages of 
epidemics — and the more subtle, and possibly more dangerous impediment of apparent self 
sufficiency. The church’s path was marked at times by disillusionment, despair, and dissension. But the 
pilgrimage has continued across the century, obstacles met in their turn and overcome through faith and
committed labor. This is not to imply that all obstacles were confronted successfully. There have been 
stinging defeats and failures in the church’s past. Even the best of men and women are liable to errors 
of judgement and lapses in obedience.  To expect the story of the Walnut Ridge church, or any church, 
to reveal an unbroken line of stirring triumphs is to expect more than the Apostles themselves were able
to achieve. The important thing is that the journey, the pilgrimage, has gone forward in spite of human 
frailty and daunting circumstances. Those who love and lead the church today may take renewed 
courage and hope from the record of the past.  Even the defeats, especially the defeats perhaps, will 
teach the value of perseverance and remind again that no defeat is final when repentance and faith are 
the touchstones of a church’s life. Moreover — and most importantly — the examination of the 
church’s past cannot fail to remind us of the abundant and redemptive grace of God.

This brief survey of the history of the Walnut Ridge fellowship emphasizes the first fifty years of the 



church’s life. It is the early years which are most obscure in the church’s collective memory, 
consequently it is those years which are most in danger of being lost, or worse, of surviving only as a 
misty, sentimentalized, mythical past which is inhabited by plaster saints whose experiences have little 
meaning for us because they seem so alien to the real life We experience. The real past, peopled by real 
men and women, has much to teach us, the mythical past has little to offer beyond nostalgia.


