
Story of the Resurrection 
Easter Vigil 

4-16-22 
Lise Hildebrandt 

 
We saw him die. We saw him as they led him out of the Pilate’s headquarters.  We saw his back, 
bloody from being beaten.  We had heard the mob calling for his death, riled up by the so-called 
religious leaders.  We felt so helpless, the other women and I.  All we could do was stay near him 
and watch.   
 
We watched as they dragged him up to Golgotha, as Simon carried the cross.  We followed, 
wailing. We watched—no, we couldn’t watch, as they put nails through his wrists.  We watched 
as the sky turned dark --it was as if the whole world has holding its breath, as the breath was 
being crushed out of him, hanging there.  We were there when he cried out and when he 
surrendered to death.  We saw as Joseph took down his body and wrap it in a shroud.  Sabbath 
was coming; there was no time to tend to the body properly.  We followed him and watched as 
he put the wrapped body in the tomb and four or five men moved the stone in place.  We saw it 
all.  All of us have seen pain and death in our lives, but this time I thought my heart would 
explode with a grief too great to contain. 
 
He was the One.  God was in him and under him, behind him and in front of him.  Just a touch 
from him would cure illness; just a word from him could change your whole life.  One glance—he 
just KNEW exactly what we were thinking.  We never met anyone like him—God’s promised One!  
And to lose him—you just can’t imagine! 
 
When the tomb was shut, we hugged each other in our grief and sobbed.  We agreed to meet 
back here at sunup after Sabbath was over.  Then we hurried to our homes and prepared the 
spices and ointments for his body before sundown.  Sabbath—no rejoicing this day--how to say 
the Sabbath prayer for light when our world was plunged into darkness?  And this day of rest was 
for us pure agony.  Every minute.  Separated from him.  Unable to even touch him, anoint his 
body, kiss his hands and feet one last time.   
 
I don’t think I slept one minute last night after Sabbath.  I was agitated, reliving those horrible 
events over and over again.  I took inventory of the spices; I poured out my heart to HaShem—
how could such a thing happen?  How could the Holy One allow this evil to occur?  I kept watch, 
waiting as the Psalmist says, as a watchman for the morning.  At first light I left, gathering with 
me Mary, mother of Jesus, the Mary from Magdala, and the other women as we went towards 
the tomb.  Right away, we could see that something was wrong.  The stone had been moved 
aside!  You need many strong bodies to move it—who could have done that?  And why??  All 
together we rushed into the tomb—his body!!  Was it still there?? 
 
The sun was just over the horizon by then.  But we could see clearly—no body.  It was like the 
breath was knocked out of us.  To lose him—crushing; to lose his body, too—devastating beyond 
words!  We fell back out of the tomb—I could feel a wail rising in my throat.  But suddenly, on 
either side of us were bright beings—awe and terror filled us and we had to shield our faces from 
the light!  We knew instantly—these were none other than messengers from God!  But why?  
What now?   



 
 
The two beings spoke to us—“Why are you looking in a cemetery for one who lives?  He has risen 
to life!  Remember how he told you that he would be handed over, would be crucified, AND ON 
THE THIRD DAY RISE AGAIN?”  And yes, we remembered!  How could we have forgotten that 
part?  But that is craziness—we couldn’t understand it.  We SAW him die!  We saw his lifeless 
body placed in the rock tomb.  This made know sense. 
 
But my body knew what my mind couldn’t take in—a wave of relief made my whole body limp—I 
nearly fell over— the angels would not lie--theywere telling us the truth!  He lives!  In that awful, 
interminable Sabbath day of rest, HaShem was preparing for this new Creation, this event that 
would turn all our lives upside down.  He lives!  We haven’t see him yet, we long to see him, but 
just knowing that he is alive and among us—for now that is enough and more than enough.      
We’re on our way now to tell the others.  Jesus has risen!  THIS CHANGES EVERYTHING!!   Come 
with us, to spread the news!                                                                                                               


