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Advent by Candlelight is an opportunity for women of all ages 
to set aside the tasks of holiday preparation and focus on the birth of Christ.

This service was written by Dr. Kristi Meyer, a member of St. John’s, Wauwatosa.
It has been reviewed and approved by Prof. Steven Pagels.
Permission granted to download free of charge and duplicate.  

Donations accepted at Donate Online - WELS: select Women's Ministry from the drop-down menu.

Please purchase or obtain permission to use music that is not in the public domain.
Welcome, introduction, and opening prayer 

We all have them: moments that are imprinted on our memory, moments that we’ll never forget. Some of these moments are personal—meeting a spouse, holding a newborn baby, standing over the grave of a parent or sibling. Some of these moments are professional—starting a new job, getting news of a long-awaited promotion, hearing about potential layoffs and wondering how we will be affected. And some of these moments are chance encounters, brief encounters that stay with us for the rest of our lives.

Moments like these aren’t expected or anticipated. We don’t look forward to them or plan our day around them. Sometimes we aren’t even aware of the significance of such a moment until we have time to reflect on it later. Often, we never see the person we encountered again. And yet that person is forever a part of our life because of the bond created in that moment, the memory formed.

Our narrators today are all anonymous Biblical characters. Context leads us to believe that these people were present at the events they describe, but they are not specifically named in Scripture. The encounters described with the Savior and the memories formed are fictionalized. However, it wouldn’t be a stretch to imagine that these moments really could have happened. And I’d like to think that through these moments, each of our narrators’ lives was changed.

We don’t have the benefit of meeting Jesus face-to-face like our narrators did. But we can still experience each of these moments through the eyes of faith. As you hear from our narrators today, it is my hope that each moment described will affect you as deeply as it affected each of these Biblical characters from long ago. Let’s open with prayer.

Dearest Lord, be with us today as we listen to your witnesses from the past. Although we are far removed from them in time and space, help us to see that the moments they experienced with Jesus still have application and meaning for our lives today. Use these moments to show us the importance of our relationship with our Savior. And like them, lead us to view each moment spent with you and your Word as a life-changing moment, a moment we should never take for granted. Amen.

Opening hymn – Speak, O Lord 

Scene 1 – An incredible moment in Bethlehem 

It was a moment unlike any other—an incredible moment I will never forget. That night began in an ordinary enough way. My fellow shepherds and I were out in the fields watching over our sheep. It wasn’t an easy job. The sheep always came first. Because of the necessity of staying with the sheep, we were outsiders, not part of the fabric of Bethlehem society. But the company of my companions and the needs of the sheep were enough. The days, weeks, months, and seasons moved on with little change from our routine.

Little change, that is, until that night. How can I describe that incredible night? The skies shone with a heavenly light and an angel appeared to us. We were terrified, but the angel told us not to be afraid. He spoke of good news of great joy, of a Savior born in Bethlehem, in the town of David. He told us that the baby would be wrapped in cloths and lying in a manger. And then he was joined by a great company of angels, messengers from God proclaiming the wonders of this child’s birth.

The angels left as suddenly as they had appeared. Even though the sheep were our livelihood, the constant that we ordered our lives around, they were forgotten in that incredible moment. We knew we needed to see this child, so we set off for Bethlehem. How fitting it was to visit this child in a stable—a place where we as shepherds felt at home, a place where it didn’t matter that we were the outsiders of society. It seemed as though this moment was created in this place just for us, as a reminder that this child had come for all people.

After everything that had happened that night, we knew we couldn’t keep our news to ourselves. We left the stable and went around Bethlehem telling everyone we could find everything we had heard and seen. I don’t know whether anyone believed us or instead dismissed what we had to say because we were only shepherds. What I do know is that I will never forget the incredible events of that night. I will never forget my brief encounter with that baby in the manger.

Being a shepherd wasn’t the same for me after that. The routine of caring for the sheep still shaped the course of my life, but I never had another incredible encounter like that one in the fields. That moment, though—that one moment with the Savior was enough for me. I believed that he was the Messiah, the Son of David so long anticipated in Israel. And I looked forward to spending many more incredible moments with him in eternity.

When the angels had left them and gone into heaven, the shepherds said to one another, “Let’s go to Bethlehem and see this thing that has happened, which the Lord has told us about.” So they hurried off and found Mary and Joseph, and the baby, who was lying in the manger. When they had seen him, they spread the word concerning what had been told them about this child…the shepherds returned, glorifying and praising God for all the things they had heard and seen, which were just as they had been told.  (Luke 2:15-17, 20)

Musical Selection – Gentle Mary, Tender Mary

Scene 2 – An instructional moment at the temple 

It was a moment unlike any other—an instructional moment I will never forget. That Passover began in an ordinary enough way. I traveled with my family to Jerusalem for the feast as was commanded by the Law of Moses. We participated in the Passover customs and offered our sacrifices. We remembered the exodus of the Israelites from Egypt through the required meal and rituals. Before leaving to go back to our village, I wanted to spend some time in the temple courts listening to the teachers of the law. We had our own synagogue back home, but there was nothing like being instructed by the very best Jewish scholars.

That year, however, the mood in the temple courts was different. There was someone new with the teachers: a twelve-year-old boy named Jesus. At his age, he should have still been preparing to take his place in the religious community. Instead, he was sitting among the teachers and even asking them questions. Along with everyone else present, I was amazed at his depth of knowledge and understanding. He was discussing aspects of the law and the prophets that I couldn’t begin to comprehend, even with my many years of instruction and study.

The most instructional moment, however, came about when his parents rushed into the temple courts. Apparently he hadn’t told them that he was coming back to the temple, and they had been frantically searching for him. I was struck by his response: “Didn’t you know I had to be in my Father’s house?” It was spoken so matter-of-factly and pointed to such a special connection with God. Although I didn’t fully understand the nature of that connection, I knew that I wanted the same type of relationship—one not based on rules and laws, but on a father’s love.

The Passover wasn’t the same for me after that. I still traveled to Jerusalem every year, but I never had another instructional encounter like that one in the temple. That moment, though—that one moment with the Savior was enough for me. I believed that he was the Messiah, God’s own Son who perfectly understood and kept the whole law for me. And I looked forward to spending many more instructional moments with him in eternity.

After three days they found him in the temple courts, sitting among the teachers, listening to them and asking them questions. Everyone who heard him was amazed at his understanding and his answers. (Luke 2:46-47)

Musical Selection – Of the Father’s Love Begotten, piano solo

Scene 3 – An illuminating moment at the Jordan 

It was a moment unlike any other—an illuminating moment I will never forget. That visit to the Jordan River began in an ordinary enough way. I had heard tales of the wild prophet John the Baptizer who lived in the wilderness. Some thought that he was the second coming of Elijah. Some even believed that he was the promised Messiah. I didn’t quite know what to think, so I decided to go and see for myself.

Prophets in Israel were nothing new. The teachings of prophets had been preserved throughout the centuries and were regularly read and studied in the synagogues. To some, John was simply following in a long line of prophets calling for repentance and preaching judgment on Israel. I might have agreed that he was just another prophet had it not been for the illuminating baptism I witnessed that day at the Jordan River.

John’s cousin Jesus had come from Galilee to be baptized by John. John initially refused, saying that he needed to be baptized by Jesus, but Jesus insisted. While Jesus was praying during the baptism, truly miraculous things began to happen. Heaven opened and what looked like a dove descended and landed on him. A voice came from the clouds proclaiming Jesus to be his Son, the one whom he loved and with whom he was well pleased. Long ago, hearing the voice of God was a common occurrence, but not for the people of my day. And to have that voice attached to the baptism of this seemingly ordinary man could only mean that he wasn’t an ordinary man at all.

The ministry of the prophets, both past and present, wasn’t the same for me after that. I still heard and saw prophets preaching and baptizing in the wilderness, but I never heard of another illuminating baptism like that one at the Jordan. That moment, though—that one moment with the Savior was enough for me. I believed that he was the Messiah, the one who would perfectly fulfill all the writings of the great prophets of long ago. And I looked forward to spending many more illuminating moments with him in eternity.

Then John gave this testimony: “I saw the Spirit come down from heaven as a dove and remain on him…I have seen and I testify that this is the Son of God.” (John 1:32,34)

Musical Selection – His Name is Wonderful

Scene 4 – An intimate moment at a tomb 

It was a moment unlike any other—an intimate moment I will never forget. Although unfortunate and tragic, death was an ordinary enough fact of life. Lazarus, the brother of my friends Mary and Martha, had died and I had gone to their house to comfort them. The topic of conversation at the house kept returning to Jesus the teacher. It was said that he had performed miraculous signs and wonders such as restoring sight to a blind man. If he had come to Bethany, they said, Lazarus might still be alive.

But he hadn’t come to Bethany, and Lazarus had died. And instead of coming quickly when he received the message that Lazarus was sick, he waited two more days before coming. When he finally arrived, Lazarus had already been in the tomb for four days. By this time, I thought all hope was gone. Lazarus’ soul had certainly departed from his body. Despite his delay in arriving, Martha and Mary still put their faith in Jesus. I admired the depth of their devotion, but it didn’t change the fact that their brother was dead.

When Jesus saw Mary weeping and went to see the tomb, he also wept. I felt an intimate connection with him in that moment. This was a man who attracted crowds of followers everywhere he went. It was rumored that even the winds and waves obeyed his commands. Yet he cared enough about these dear friends of his to share in their grief and sorrow. Although Jesus and I had never met, somehow I knew he also cared that deeply about me.

Jesus then demonstrated the full extent of his power by calling Lazarus forth from the tomb. In this moment, I understood why he had waited before coming. Healing someone was one thing, but raising a man from the dead was entirely another.

My view of death wasn’t the same after that. Throughout my life, I mourned the deaths of other friends and family members, but I never had another intimate moment like that one at a tomb. That moment, though—that one moment with the Savior was enough for me. I believed that he was the Messiah, the one who would raise me from the dead on the last day. And I looked forward to spending many more intimate moments with him in eternity.

When he had said this, Jesus called in a loud voice, “Lazarus, come out!” The dead man came out, his hands and feet wrapped with strips of linen, and a cloth around his face. Jesus said to them, “Take off the grave clothes and let him go.” (John 11:43,44)

Musical Selection – Abide With Me

Scene 5 – An intense moment at Calvary 

It was a moment unlike any other—an intense moment I will never forget. That crucifixion on a hill outside the city began in an ordinary enough way. Under Roman rule crucifixions were a common occurrence. As a resident of Jerusalem, I routinely saw criminals being led outside the city. They were forced to carry their own crosses on the way to the place where their life would end in a most gruesome way. It wasn’t unusual for onlookers to follow the procession and spend part of their day mocking the men hanging on crosses.

I was part of the crowd on the day Jesus was crucified. I went out to Calvary expecting to see just another crucifixion—a hateful crowd, a defiant criminal, a slow and prolonged death. Jesus, however, was anything but defiant. He asked forgiveness for those who had put him on the cross. He promised a common thief that paradise would be his that day. He made arrangements for his mother to be cared for despite his agony and pain. And although I didn’t know why, I could tell that his suffering was more intense than simply physical anguish. There was something deeper, something he alluded to when he asked God why he had forsaken him.

Even in death, I knew this was no ordinary crucifixion. Most crucifixions ended quietly, with the criminals having no breath or strength left. Jesus’ life ended with a loud cry to his Father commending his spirit into his hands. It was a most unusual end to a most unusual crucifixion. The Roman soldiers were clearly shaken. One even proclaimed that Jesus must have been the Son of God. I didn’t understand much of what had happened that day, but I knew there was something different about this Jesus. If he had shown such love to an unknown thief, surely he had an intense love for me as well. And I couldn’t wait to discover the full depths of that love.

Crucifixions weren’t the same for me after that. Over the years, I saw many more criminals paraded through Jerusalem on their way to their death, but I never had another intense moment like that one at Calvary. That moment, though—that one moment with the Savior was enough for me. I believed that he was the Messiah, the one who had come to pay the price I could not pay, to give his life for my sins. And I looked forward to spending many more intense moments with him in eternity.

With a loud cry, Jesus breathed his last…And when the centurion, who stood there in front of Jesus, heard his cry and saw how he died, he said, “Surely this man was the Son of God!” (Mark 15: 37, 39)

Musical Selection – What Wondrous Love Is This

Scene 6 – An inspirational moment in a garden 

It was a moment unlike any other—an inspirational moment I will never forget. That trip to the tomb began in an ordinary enough way. Jesus, our teacher and friend, was dead. We wanted to perform one final act of love by anointing his body with spices. Because of the Sabbath, we hadn’t been able to prepare his body immediately after he died, and he had already been laid in the tomb. We didn’t know how we would roll the stone away from the tomb once we arrived, but we went anyway.

The events of the past three days were still fresh in our minds. We couldn’t help but discuss them as we walked to the tomb. None of us could have anticipated that things would turn out this way: Jesus dead, his disciples in hiding, the Jewish leaders triumphant. But when we arrived at the tomb, we received another surprise, even more unexpected than the events of the past three days. Jesus’ body wasn’t there. Angels appeared to us and asked why we were looking for the living among the dead. They told us that Jesus had risen, just as he said he would. We then remembered his words to us and his disciples—that he would be crucified and would be raised again on the third day—words that were confusing at the time but incredibly inspirational now.

We didn’t fully understand everything that had happened, but we knew this: our teacher, master, and friend was alive again. This wasn’t news that we could keep to ourselves. We went and told his disciples everything that we had seen. I don’t blame them for not believing us at first. I’m not sure I would have believed it myself if I hadn’t seen the empty tomb and the risen Lord with my own eyes. From that moment on, my life was forever changed. I had a new sense of urgency, a new purpose—to share that inspirational message. Since Jesus willingly died for me, I knew I needed to live for him.

Tombs weren’t the same for me after that. I visited many more graves and anointed many more bodies, but I never had another inspirational moment like that one in a garden. That moment, though—that one moment with the Savior was enough for me. I believed that he was the Messiah, the one who rose from the dead to assure me of my place in heaven. And I looked forward to spending many more inspirational moments with him in eternity.

Suddenly two men in clothes that gleamed like lightning stood beside them…the men said to them, “Why do you look for the living among the dead? He is not here; he has risen! Remember how he told you, while he was still with you in Galilee: ‘The Son of Man must be delivered into the hands of sinful men, be crucified and on the third day be raised again.’ ” Then they remembered his words. (Luke 24:4-8)

Musical Selection – Amazing Grace

Scene 7 – An indescribable moment in eternity

They are moments unlike any other—indescribable moments that will never end. Every moment spent in eternity is a moment spent with my Savior. I’m sure that each of our narrators today wished that they had a longer moment with Jesus. Maybe they wanted to say more, learn more, understand more, experience more. Maybe they knew just how special that moment was and wanted it to last forever. But like all of us, our narrators are bound by time, and time and eternity are opposite concepts. In time, moments come and go. As much as we might want a moment to last forever, it never does on this side of eternity.

In heaven, however, these moments last forever. Unlike all the other moments described today, all the encounters with the Savior, our moments with him in heaven will never end. These moments in heaven are so indescribable that I can only tell you what will be absent. There will be no death or mourning or crying or pain. There will be no sin or deceit or shame or anything impure. There will only be the redeemed, chosen, blood-bought children of God spending eternity in paradise—a paradise created and won for them by the perfect life, innocent death, and victorious resurrection of their Savior.

While you are still living in time and anticipating these indescribable moments with your Savior, I pray that you treasure your own moments with Jesus. Marvel at the incredible birth of a baby in Bethlehem. Sit at his feet and be instructed by his Word. Wonder at the miracle of your baptism and be illuminated by its saving power. Reflect on how deeply Jesus cared for his friends and know that he also cares intimately for you. Experience the intensity of the crucifixion, the sacrifice of the perfect Lamb for your sins and for the sins of the world. Look to the empty tomb for inspiration as you share the message of your Savior with the world.

As we close our program today, I pray that the moments which have been described here aren’t the same for you. You have heard the stories many times before and you will hear them many times again, but I hope that you now view them with new eyes. May these moments with the Savior be enough for you on this side of heaven. May you believe that Jesus is the Messiah, the author of your salvation and the light of your life. And may you look forward to those indescribable moments in glory, those perfect moments with your Savior that will never end.

“They are before the throne of God and serve him day and night in his temple; and he who sits on the throne will spread his tent over them. Never again will they hunger; never again will they thirst. The sun will not beat upon them, nor any scorching heat. For the Lamb at the center of the throne will be their shepherd; he will lead them to springs of living water. And God will wipe away every tear from their eyes.” (Revelation 7:15b-17)

Closing hymn – Jerusalem the Golden

Closing Prayer

Heavenly Father, we thank you for allowing us to gather today to hear about so many precious moments spent with your Son, our Savior. Remind us that each moment spent with Jesus is a faith-strengthening moment, a moment that leads us closer to eternity. Help us to eagerly anticipate the time when we will be able to spend all our moments with our Savior in heaven. And until that day, give us voices to share these moments with those around us. Amen.

Moments with the Savior 











