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My Prayer Biography

Chapter Nine

Pentecostal Beginnings


Growing up, I knew nothing of our family’s Pentecostal roots—although I knew very well Great Grandmother Carrie Pickard, who was a major participant in those beginnings. Not long after I was baptized with the Holy Spirit, my father and his family began to tell me of our Pentecostal roots. And one memorable day, Daddy took me out to the old Pickard Place and showed me the canyon on Isaac and Carrie Pickard’s farm where the area’s early day Pentecostals prayed.

From Missouri to Oklahoma
	
To my knowledge, the chain of events that led to the Pickard Place in Coweta, Oklahoma, began like this in the late 1800s in north-central Missouri near Fayette and Rocheport.
	My great-great grandmother, Lou (Jackman) Pipes, a widow, with the help of her children, farmed the land she inherited from her father. Their big white Missouri farmhouse stood at the front of the farm near the road.
	Life on the farm was hard work, but Lou ran an orderly, prosperous operation. Their rural surroundings were serene, quiet. Until—
	Until a noisy family from Canada, with lots of sons, moved onto the farm across the road. The new Pickard family’s loud music making and revelry was the talk of the countryside.
	Things settled down, however, and the community grew to like the friendly Pickards. The Widow Pipes even married the oldest son, Levi. And eventually, her daughter, Carrie, married the youngest Pickard son, Isaac.
	To Carrie’s consternation, she learned one major factor in Ike’s merrymaking was his love for the jug. So—when Ike excitedly suggested moving to what is now Oklahoma for land and opportunity, Carrie somewhat reluctantly agreed. She’d heard liquor was against the law in Indian Territory.
	In 1901, Carrie and Ike, and their three little girls, set off in two covered wagons loaded with their belongings. After several grueling days on the road, they crossed the border into Indian Territory. To Carrie’s dismay, the first person she saw was obviously drunk. Her hopes were dashed. And she had left her beloved mother and the countryside she loved.
	Carrie and Ike journeyed on to the three-year-old community called Tulsey Town. They bought a farm at what later came to be South Peoria. But homesick and disillusioned, Carrie never liked the Tulsa area. After attending the burial of a neighbor’s baby in the new cemetery at what is now 51st and Memorial, Carrie made up her mind. 
	How could that mother leave her baby in that forsaken wilderness? Ike could either take her back to Missouri, or he could move her to Coweta, where she could be near her Aunt Sallie Hurt. After all, according to Aunt Sallie, who ran a boarding house there, Coweta was the most promising town in the whole of the territories.
	Ike realized how determined his young wife was. So they sold out and bought a farm in the sand hills, less than two miles south of Coweta.

[bookmark: _GoBack]The New Wine

Cotton was king. The Pickards cleared their land and planted cotton and other crops. It became Ike’s custom, whenever he took a load of cotton to the gin, or went to town for other reasons, to get drunk before he headed home. The team of horses knew the way home from town out to the Pickard Place. Ike whooped and hollered and sang all the way. Carrie would hear him and open the gates.
	One evening, something aroused her attention. She listened more closely as the wagon drew nearer. Ike’s singing was unusually boisterous.
	“Girls,” she said. “Go open the gate for Papa. He’s drunker than ever!”
	And he was!
	But this time, he was drunk on the new wine! 
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