
The Royal Tapestry
Her hair was like a royal tapestry, the King was held captive in its tresses.  Song of Songs 7:5

Volume 10, Number 2 Advent/Christmas 2007

An individual woman, like a single cord of three strands consisting of yesterday’s goodly heritage, today’s prayer, 
and tomorrow’s ministry (a cord of three Ec. 4:12) joins with other women to become part of a beautifully woven 

picture of God’s living prayer - a TAPESTRY.

TAPESTRY COVENANT: I agree, with God’s help, to daily follow Mary’s example in submission to God’s will by 
praying, let it be done unto me according to Thy Word.  Luke 1:38.  I agree to pray to God, through Jesus Christ, in 

the power of the Holy Spirit for my family, the church, nations, and myself.

_
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THE GOD OF RESTORATION
Bonnie H. Shannonhouse

On 1 November  2003,  All  Saints Day, 
my husband and I, along with our corgi puppy 
moved  into Holly Brook Farm on the  Eastern 
Shore  of  Virginia.   Our  hearts  burned  with 
thankfulness more than the sun burned our faces. 
The love of the God of Faith burned within us as 
those  on  the  Road  to  Emmaus  burned  within 
when exposed to the Risen Son of God.

We  had  accepted  a  call  to  the  Church  of  the 

Holy Ascension in the Fall of 2002, moved into 
a  furnished  rental,  put  all  but  absolute 
necessities in storage, and had begun the search 
for a home.  Holly Brook became not just that 
year’s  answer  to  a  prayer  for  a  home  but  our 
heart’s  desire  since  leaving  for  seminary  25 
years before.

Like Abraham and Sarah,  my husband 
and I left our familiar surroundings for a strange 
land not knowing where we would end or what 
God  would  have  us  to  accomplish;  but 
discerning  that  we  must  follow  His  leading. 
Years of wandering through deserts, into foreign 
places, meeting new people, seeing new places, 
enjoying all, but always remembering the home 
we  left  behind.  We   had  traveled  from South 
Carolina with two daughters, two dogs, one cat, 
and a van load of furniture to Pennsylvania for 
seminary,  into North Carolina for ministry and 
work, to land in Maryland for what we thought 
would  be  the  last  mile.   But  in  the  end,  God 
returned,  restored  ,  and  reestablished  us  once 
again in the south,  in an old house where our 
ancestors once walked.

As I sit here typing these words in my 
‘office’ that was once a breakfast room between 
the  kitchen  and  dining  room,  surrounded  by 
icons marking the days  of  Tapestry’s  journeys 
into foreign lands and people placed in our path; 
keys  to  cities  that  opened  hearts  as  well  as 
locations; I look past the front lawn out into the 
soybean field that stretches for 100 acres to the 
train  track  and  country  road  beyond.   It  is 
astonishing  to  think  of  our  travels,  where  we 
have  been,  what  we  have  done  through  the 
years, the people we have met and loved; only to 
come to a halt on a slim stretch of land between 
the Atlantic Ocean and the 



Chesapeake  Bay.   A  picturesque  land  settled 
almost 400 years ago by our English ancestors, 
in a house our forefathers would have known.

This  18th century  farm  named  Holly 
Brook for the native holly trees and the brook 
behind the house is our home.  The rooms are of 
the correct number: one designated a study for 
all our books from seminary onward, one for a 
family chapel in the manner of an old English 
manor  house, one for our baby grand piano, a 
large  dining  room for  hosting  many  of  God’s 
people,  and  the  correct  number  of  bedrooms 
needed for visiting children, grandchildren and 
friends.

My heart’s true desire though lay to the 
north of the house beyond the three back doors - 
an overgrown, almost hidden garden in need of 
restoration.  I had asked for one, prayed for one, 
dreamed of  one,  planned flower  beds  for  one, 
but never thought that such a delightful surprise 
would be offered. As the year  unfolded before 
us, the garden changed in color and texture each 
month.   A  plan  began  to  emerge  with  each 
passing day.  A surprise awaited us around the 
bend of each vanishing week.

Scripture is quite clear. When one gives 
up homes, family, friends for the Lord; accepts 
His calling to work in the Harvest; then one may 
expect a return of one hundred fold in this day 
with persecution. (Matthew 12:32, Luke 19:29, 
Mark 10:29-31) Holly Brook is such a return for 
us.  Twenty-five years ago we left a home that 
had just been restored, additional rooms added, 
new kitchen, and a garden of great charm. It was 
easy  to  leave,  but  difficult  to  live  without 
through the years.  Numerous places were given 
or  chosen,  some  more  pleasing  than  others; 
although  none  were  the  replacement.  I 
rediscovered on our  move  into Holly Brook a 
magazine illustration of a two story house with 
wings on each side. It could be a copy of this 
house  and  it  was  my  dream house  more  than 
twenty-five years ago. Amazing!

God  restored  all  to  Job,  all  that  was 
taken plus more. He has restored all things to us 
and  more.  Home,  garden,  friends,  extended 
family have been restored to our family which 
now consists  of  three  additional  grandchildren 
since moving into Holly Brook.

Excerpt from: THE SHORES REJOICE
The Lord reigns, let the earth be glad:

let the distant shores rejoice. Psalms 97:1
A Journal at HOLLY BROOK PLANTATION

By: Bonnie Williams H. Shannonhouse

_

WITNESS: The Prayer of Faith
Constance C. Hoxton

In 1979, I woke up one morning swollen 
all over and unable to move. It was during flu 
season  so  naturally  I  thought  I  had  the  flu, 
however,  the symptoms  would not  go away.  I 
hurt all over, in fact, my skin hurt so badly that I 
could not stand to be touched or hugged. I had 
trouble sleeping, walking, and even had trouble 
raising my arms to comb my hair. The fatigue I 
experienced  was  hard  to  explain,  even  to  my 
doctor. I  was only thirty-three years old, and I 
felt and moved like a ninety-year-old woman. I 
had two teenage sons and a husband who loved 
me, and they tried to understand and help me. I 
tried to be upbeat and positive, but actually all I 
wanted to  do was pull  away from everyone.  I 
prayed a lot, but felt so alone and thought no one 
could  possibly  understand  what  I  was  going 
through.

Finally,  in 1981, I was diagnosed with 
Lupus by a Rhumatologist in Washington, D. C. 
and he gave me information to read, and a ‘Hot 
Line’ to call a support group. I went home after 
my appointment and called the phone number. A 
very  nice  man  answered  the  ‘Hot  Line’  and 
proceeded to tell  me  people  seldom live more 
than ten years after being diagnosed with Lupus! 
I was devastated: I certainly wanted to live more 
than ten years.

My husband went with me to my next 
doctor’s  appointment  in Washington.  After  the 
appointment,  I  asked him if he would go on a 
‘Cursillo  Weekend’  with  me.  Cursillo  was  a 
renewal movement in the Episcopal Church that 
was  described  to  me  as  a  short  lesson  in 
Christianity,  and a weekend that would change 
my life. I wanted to share the weekend with my 
husband, although he was not excited about the 
idea. However, he agreed to go if it would help 
me deal with my illness.

The weekend arrived and I felt so badly 
I really did not want to go to a retreat center and 
be  in  even  more  pain  and  discomfort;  but  we 
went. We were both uncomfortable with a lot of 
the people involved, because they were certainly 
not ‘private’ about their faith! Unfortunately, we 
had made a commitment so we had to stick it out 
for the weekend. 



We took part in all the activities, classes, 
etc. and then on Saturday we were studying the 
sacraments of the church. The one that seemed 
to  speak  to  me  was  ‘Unction’  which  is  the 
sacrament for healing. After our class we went 
to church, and as I was sitting in church I just 
opened  my  Bible  and  started  reading  James 
5:14-16: ‘Is any sick among you, let him call for 
the elders of the church; and let them pray over 
him, anointing him with oil in the Name of the 
Lord. And the prayer of faith shall save the sick, 
and the Lord shall raise him up; and if he has 
committed sins,  they shall  be forgiven him’.  I 
was  so  moved  I  started  crying  and  could  not 
stop. I went to the railing for communion, and 
was crying uncontrollable. My husband took my 
arm  and  led  me  out  of  the  church.  He  said, 
‘What is wrong with you?’ I told him what had 
happened and the Scripture I had read. He then 
said to me ‘ We need to find a Priest who will 
anoint you with oil and pray for your healing.’. 
We went to the first  available Priest we could 
find,  and  we  met  him in  a  quiet  spot  outside 
even though I think he thought we were a little 
strange. He did as we asked, and when he prayed 
for me and anointed me with oil I experienced 
the  most  amazing  event  of  my  life.  I  felt  as 
though I had warm water running from the top 
of my head through every part of my body then 
out  through  my  toes.  Afterwards,  I  felt  an 
incredible  peace,  and  I  thought  I  must  have 
experienced physical healing.

I am now sixty years old and my healing 
has  been  both  physical  and  spiritual.  The 
spiritual healing was immediate, and the peace I 
felt  was  the  ‘Peace  of  the  Lord’.  I  no  longer 
worry, because I know God is in control. When 
you give your heart, soul, mind, and body to the 
Lord  you  do  not  have  to  worry.  The  physical 
healing has taken place over the years in many 
ways, and through all those years my faith has 
grown.  I  have  learned  that  God’s  timing  is 
perfect and He uses things that happen to us in 
life to help us grow in faith if we trust Him. My 
blood work is normal now and I have no signs of 
Lupus.  As  a  sixty-year-old  grandmother,  I  am 
healthier  than  I  was  in  my  thirties.  More 
importantly,  the  spiritual  changes  that  my 
husband  and  I  shared  enabled  us  to  be  better 
parents and grandparents. The changes our sons 
saw in us, and the experience we had and were 
able  to  share  with  them have  made  profound 
changes in their lives. We all work together in 

our family business, love Jesus, and try each day 
to  live  our  personal  and  business  lives  as 
Christians.

_
My special  verse which I  read frequently is  1 
Peter  4:1-2:  Forasmuch  then  as  Christ  hath 
suffered  for  us  in  the  flesh,  arm  yourselves  
likewise with the same mind:  for  he that  hath  
suffered in the flesh hath ceased from sin; that  
he no longer should live the rest of his time in  
the flesh to the lust of  men, but  to the will  of  
God. Scripture from the King James Version of the Bible.
LUPUS:  An  autoimmune  disease,  in  which  a 
person’s immune system attacks its own tissues 
as though they were foreign substances. Lupus is 
a chronic disease that can cause disease that can 
cause  inflammation,  pain,  and  tissue  damage 
throughout the body.

Connie is a beautiful woman  in body, soul, and  
spirit.  It  has  been  a  privilege  to  call  her  a  
friend. 
BHS

_

OUR HEART’S DESIRE:
Answered in God’s Time

Hastings Shannonhouse Masterson

Over  the  past  few years  I  experienced 
the well-known saying ‘God’s Timing is not our 
timing’. I believed that when my husband and I 
wanted to start a family that we would be able to 
in our own time.  I soon discovered that God’s 
timing for our daughter’s birth was not ours. We 
waited for five very long years. That was sixty 
times God said: Not Yet. Every month for five 
years I felt the agony of losing a child - born or 
not, she was taken away from me. I would drop 
to my knees with uncontrollable tears and beg 
God to ‘Please give us a child!’  It became an 
unconscious chant that played over and over.

I  had  lost  what  little  patience  was 
naturally in my character but God gave me His. I 
also  had  lost  what  little  faith  I  held,  but  God 
gave  me  more.  And  I  had  lost  hope,  but 
somewhere  down  deep  I  knew  that  God’s 
compassion for me was so great that He would 
heal my broken heart in one way or another. He 
was teaching me to rely on Him for everything, 
not just the everyday trials but also for patience, 



faith, and hope. The lesson I started to learn was 
that  God wanted to bless me  with much more 
than I was asking for myself.

God  began  to  show  me  examples  of 
those  who  desired  great  things  and  how  He 
blessed  them.  By reading  the  Bible  I  realized 
that sacrifice was a key to God’s promises being 
fulfilled.  Abraham sacrificed  his  long  awaited 
and  only  child  Isaac.  He  was  blessed  with 
becoming the father of many nations (lots more 
kids). Hannah sacrificed her only child Samuel 
for  whom  she  had  prayed  many  years.  Her 
blessing  was  becoming  the  mother  of  seven 
children.  In  order  for  God’s  will  to  be  done I 
realized that I must sacrifice my right to a child. 
So I prayerfully imagined myself as the woman 
who washed Jesus’ feet with her tears and wiped 
them with her hair. I was at the feet of my Lord, 
not able to look into His face, but only to exhibit 
my submission.  Then I  pictured myself  as  the 
woman  who  poured  expensive  perfume  onto 
Jesus’  head.  My perfume  was  the  dream of  a 
child  in  my  arms.  I  poured  it  out  willingly, 
knowing how priceless and sweet it was.

How was I able to do this? I knew I did 
not want to live in this world or the next without 
God.  Even  during  the  darkest  days  when  my 
anger had burned out, my hope had died, and my 
faith  had  failed  -  God was still  there.  I  could 
feel, and sometimes see Him right there beside 
me. He was silent but His warmth penetrated the 
cold, dark pain. His peace surrounded me and I 
could not live without it.  I began to see that I 
could live without a child in my arms but I could 
not live with God in my life.

And then He answered my prayers, and 
the prayers of many people for us. I not only had 
a  faith  that  had  been  tried  through the  fire  of 
suffering but I also had a baby! He abundantly 
blessed us with a beautiful, health, happy little 
girl.

Our  little  Hannah is  more  than what  I 
had dared to dream. My heart soars, sings, and 
praises God for her. Sometimes I can hear all of 
Heaven singing and praising God with me for 
the blessing of our sweet child.

God’s Timing was not my own and I am 
thankful. If life had gone the way I had planned, 
I  would  not  have  the  fulness  of  His  blessing. 
God allowed me to go through a time of waiting 
so that I would gain the virtues of patience, trust, 
hope, and faith. All of these virtues made me a 
better  servant  to  Him,  a  better  wife  to  my 
husband, a  better mother to my daughter. God 

strengthened my relationship with Him so that 
He is my all, not my husband or my child. He 
granted my deepest desire in His won way. Out 
of  His  Fatherly  compassion,  God  gave  a 
thousand times more  than I  would have given 
myself.
Hastings  is  our  second  daughter,  a  daughter  of  great  
worth. For the five years she waited for her Heart’s Desire,  
her older sister had two additional children for a total of  
five.

BHS

_
RAPHAEL, ARCHANGEL

Feast Day, 24 October

A Sermon by Bonaventure
Edited by BHS

Bonaventure, 1221-74
Bishop & Doctor of the Church. One of the greatest 
theologians  in  the  history  of  the  Church, 
contemporary  of  Thomas  Aquinas,  and  Franciscan 
monk.”Those seeking God”, he wrote, “pass through 
three  stages:  purification  from  sin  that  brings  the 
‘calm of peace’; illumination, based on the imitation 
of Christ, leading to the ‘splendor of the truth’; and 
union with God, leading to the ‘sweetness of love’.”

RAPHAEL, by interpretation is:
The Medicine of God. 

Consider therefore the three remedies 
bestowed on us by Raphael which are, 

as it were,
medicines to heal our sickness.

FIRST of all Raphael, the physician, 
would deliver us from infirmity of soul by 
inducing  within  us  the  Bitterness  of 
Contrition. This  is  shown in the Book of 
Tobit, where Raphael tells Tobias to anoint 
his father’s eyes with gall; and how, when it 
was done,  Tobit  could see.  Could Raphael 
have done the anointing himself? No, for an 
Angel  cannot  give  repentance,  but  only 
show the way to repentance. For by gall we 
are reminded of the Bitterness of Contrition 
which is healing for the interior eyes of the 
soul. The Psalmist says: He heals those that 
are  broken in  heart:  for  if  we would  have 
spiritual insight, surely contrition is the best 
eye-salve.  



In  Judges  2  we  are  told  that  the 
Angel of the Lord ascended to the Place of 
Weepers and said to the people: I made you 
go up out of Egypt; and I have done to you 
this and this, naming many great and good 
things; and all the people wept, so that they 
call the name of that place Bochim (Place of 
Weepers).  Dearly  Beloved,  all  day  long 
Angels set before us the good things of God, 
and  remind  us  of  them,  such  as:  Who 
created you? Who redeemed you? Whom do 
you  offend?  If  you  consider  these  things, 
you  have  no  recourse  except  Tears  of 
Repentance.

Tears of Repentance

SECONDLY,  Raphael  would 
deliver  us  from  the  devil’s  bondage  by 
reminding  us  of  the  Passion  of  Christ. 
Tobit  6 shows a figure of the heart  of the 
fish which, when it is burning, drives away 
all  kinds  of  evil  spirits.  And  again  in 
Chapter 8, we are told that Tobias placed the 
heart  on  live  coals  and the  evil  spirit  fled 
into  the  utmost  parts  of  Egypt,  and  the 
Angel  bound  him.  What  is  this?  Could 
Raphael  bind  an  evil  spirit  only  when the 
heart of a fish is set on fire? Did the Angel 
need a fish to give him great strength? Not 
at  all!  There  is  nothing  worthwhile  here 
except we take it mystically. Now the fish is 
a  long-used  symbol  of  Christ,  because  its 
letters  in  Greek  are  the  initials  of  these 
words: Jesus Christ, God’s Son, the Savior. 
And so we may understand by the heart of 
the fish that there is nothing today to free us 
from  the  bondage  of  the  devil  except  the 
Passion of Christ, which proceeds from the 
depth of His Burning Heart of Love. For the 
heart is the fervent fountain of all life. The 
Heart  of  Christ,  where  His  Passion 
proceeded, is the source of a charity which 
burns  with  love,  and  so  is  the  cause  of 
devotion in us. But the memory is often to 
us coals of fire. If therefore you will place 
the Heart of Jesus within you, upon the dead 
coals of your memories, and let them burn 
with  the  flames  of  His  Heart,  at  once  the 
devil  will  leave  you.  He  will  be  rendered 
harmless, as though he were bound.

Bind & Loose



THIRDLY,  Raphael  would  deliver 
us from the Wrath of  God,  incurred by 
our sinning  against Him, as he induces in 
us greater earnestness in prayer. Consider 
how the Angel Raphael, according to Tobit 
12, said: When you did pray, I did bring the 
remembrance of this prayer before the Holy 
One. For in such fashion the Angels do all 
that  they  can  to  reconcile  us  to  God.  The 
devils  are  the fallen  angels  who accuse us 
before God. But the Holy Angels excuse us 
when they bring before God those prayers 
which  they  have  already  stirred  us  up  to 
offer  more  devoutly.  Revelation 8 reminds 
us:  the  smoke  of  the  incense  ascended  up 
before  God  out  of  the  Angel’s  hand.  For 
those sweet smelling savors are the prayers 
of  the  saints.  Would  you  appease  God 
Whom  you  have  offended?   Pray  with 
devotion.   And the Angels  will  offer  your 
prayer  to God in order to reconcile you to 
God. Luke relates that Jesus, being in agony 
in  the  Garden,  prayed  more  earnestly,  and 
there  appeared  an  Angel  to  Him  from 
Heaven,  strengthening  Him.   All  this  was 
done for our sakes, for He had no need of 
such comfort.  It was done to show us how 
the Angels assist those who pray earnestly, 
and how they freely help and strengthen all 
who pray, and how they do offer our prayers 
to God.

fallen angels accuse us before God.
Holy Angels excuse us before God when 
presenting prayers they stirred within us

While  reading  the  Scripture  lessons  for  the  day,  which 
consist  of  a  reading  from  the  Old  Testament,  Psalm, 
Gospel, and Epistle along with the  biography of a saint; I 
was struck by the words of Bonaventure  written  so long 
ago.  His three stages of growth are pure Gospel: we must 
see ourselves as sinners in need of help,  repent and turn 
from our wicked ways; accept Jesus as our Lord and Savior 
with study and application of the Truth in Scripture; and 
pray, pray, pray.

Bonnie H. Shannonhouse
24 October 2007

Chapel of The Holy Cross
Holly Brook


