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LARRY E. TAYLOR  (born 1943) . Cold water in the baptismal font? My 
baptism was more life-threatening.    As a pre-teen my need for eternal 
salvation through Jesus was made known through love of my family.  I knew my 
brother and parents had accepted the claims of Christ and were eternally saved.  I 
realized if I were to die just then, I’d never again see or be with my earthly family!  
Though I at the time didn’t take in the full reality of eternal salvation, I just had to 
tell our visiting evangelist I wanted to be saved.   



 
My home church in Arkansas baptized in a nearby river.  Several adults and I were 
to be baptized on that bright Sunday afternoon. I was first in line as we held hands 
and waded into the swiftly flowing current.  My pastor led us to water deep enough 
to cover the largest adult — but that was well over my head.   
 
My baptism experience was grand but panic came just afterward.  As my pastor 
released me to reach for the next person, I began to drift downstream to 
even deeper water. I couldn’t swim!    I screamed and my pastor grabbed 
me and asked me to hold his belt loop. I grabbed his entire belt, hanging on for my 
life, then bobbed about until the last of the line rejoiced in his own baptism. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 


