Now what do we do?
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It is now thirty nine days since the resurrection of the Lord Jesus; and some thirty nine days and twelve hours since he joined me and my companion on my road home from Jerusalem. He then shared bread and wine with us in my little house in Emmaus, and through his actions of blessing wine and breaking bread revealed himself to my companion, and then to me, the least of all people, as I had not met him before, during his ministry. Since then my life has been completely different. I think those of us who are believers in the Lord Jesus assumed that something, the rolling out of the rest of God’s plan would happen immediately, but that has not happened. Now I am sitting in the corner of the Court of the Women in the Temple in Jerusalem. The sun is shining on me, and the chanting of the priests punctuates and directs my thoughts. I can hear the chanting of the thirtieth psalm through the screen that separates us women from the men.
“I will exalt you, O Lord,
because you have raised me up and have not let my foes triumph over me.” On the day of Resurrection all of us who saw the risen Lord, who knew him and had mourned for him were overjoyed. I walked all the way back to Jerusalem to tell the Disciples that I had met with Jesus. I don't remember the journey back at all. I could have flown on eagles wings for all I know. I sat up most of the night telling and retelling my story to anyone who would listen, and I fell asleep, exhausted, in the house of one of the disciples, and slept like the dead.
The chant of the Priests broke through my reverie “Then you hid your face from me, and I was utterly dismayed.” When I woke up the next morning, I found that the mood in the house I was in had changed. The disciple, in whose house I had slept, had gone out to the market to buy food. In the market, he said, everyone was talking about the resurrection. Some people were saying that they believed that it was a trick played by the disciples, because no one could be raised from the dead. Except that some remembered being told the story of that friend of Jesus, who had been four days in the grave when Jesus had called him up out of it. 
The authorities were said to be furious. The whisper in the market was that the two soldiers who had been on duty by the tomb, and who had been found asleep by the open door had been whipped for dereliction of duty. No one had believed their story that an angel had made them fall asleep. Soldiers had been sent out across the city looking for Jesus body. It had not been found yet.
The voices of the priests rose above the chatter of the crowds “For his wrath endures but the twinkling of an eye, his favour for a lifetime. Heaviness may endure for a night, but joy comes in the morning.” Over the next few days I went out to the market regularly to help buy provisions to feed those who were staying in the house, or who came around to talk. We heard from followers of Jesus that he had been seen at various times and in various places around the city. The authorities must have been hearing the stories as well, as they began to raid the houses of those they believed to be Jesus' followers and they continued the search for his body.  When the believers gathered together to eat, we broke bread and drank wine, just as Jesus had taught. We listened to his closest friends telling us the stories of Jesus, and we puzzled about what we should be doing next.
“To you, O Lord, I cried; to the Lord I made my supplication: ‘What profit is there in my blood, if I go down to the Pit? Will the dust praise you or declare your faithfulness?” As the raids continued, and stories of the imprisonment of Jesus' followers began to circulate, the closest and best known of Jesus disciples began to slip out of the city gates and head out to safety. The house I was staying in closed up, and I decided to go to the Temple. I wanted to be in a place where I could feel close to Jesus. I had not seen him preach in the Temple, nor had I entered after Palm Sunday to see him overturn the tables of the money changers, but his presence was somehow there, in the stones that spoke of Yahweh, in the incense rising daily towards the heavens, and in the smoke of the sacrifices offered for the sins of the people. I stayed in the Court of the Women and slept on a bench in the corner at night. I received food from the devout, and prayed constantly that Yahweh would show me what he wanted me to do. No one looked at an old widow woman praying, and the authorities left me alone.
My son walked from Emmaus to find me. He wanted me to return home with him. As he pleaded with me I heard in my mind again the words from the psalm “Hear, O Lord, and have mercy upon me; O Lord, be my helper.” I did not want to return with my son. I know that he loves me and wants me to be safe and well, but there is still something to be done in Jerusalem. I don't know what, I don't know when, and I don't know where, I just know. I tried to tell him, but he didn't understand. He was mollified that I was in the Temple, that I was being fed, that I was praying, that I was as safe as one can be in this day and age, and he eventually left, but only after I promised that if nothing happened in another week, I would return home to him and to my old life.
Tomorrow that week is over. Tomorrow will be forty days after Jesus' Resurrection. Forty is a number which the disciples tell me meant a lot to Jesus. He spent forty days out in the wilderness preparing for his ministry. Perhaps tomorrow will be the day I am longing for, and this new life I have will cease to be a time of expectation, and will become a time for action, even for me in my old age. I hope that with the psalmist I will be able to say 
“You have turned my mourning into dancing; you have put off my sackcloth and girded me with gladness; Therefore my heart sings to you without ceasing; O Lord my God, I will give you thanks for ever.”
