
Hold the Baby 
Pastor Peter Hiett 
December 24, 2004 
 

[Movie Clip from Santa Claus Is Comin’ to 
Town: 
Santa: “How goes it, Mr. Warlock?” 
Winter Warlock: “Winter, please. I’ve got 
my magic power working just fine. I can 
cast up a big freeze. Yes, sir. I think I can 
guarantee a white Christmas.” 
Santa: “Wonderful! Then, let’s be off.” 
Narrator: “And that is the story of Santa 
Claus.” 
 
That is a little strange, don’t you think? 

 Long ago, a father peeked outside, late at night, to 
see somebody climbing the lattice to his daughter’s 
window. Scheming to fix this intruder, he picked up a big 
chunk of fire wood and crept outside. He was in a terrible 
mood. He’d lost all of his money and had no gold to pay 
the required dowry for his three daughters to be married. So 
now he was planning to sell them as prostitutes. He was a 
bad man. 
 As he crept outside, he heard a “thud.” The intruder 
had thrown something in his daughter’s room and was not 
scurrying down the lattice. The father chased him and 
tackled him, and was very surprised to find that the intruder 
was a well dressed, teenage boy. 
 Just as he was about to clobber him, his daughter 
came yelling, “Look, look what he threw in my window!” 
It was a leather bag full of gold, just what was needed for 
the dowry.  
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 This father yelled, “What is the meaning of this?” 
and the young boy explained, “I am a Christian. My 
wealthy parents died recently and left me a large 
inheritance. I give because Jesus has given everything to 
me. He told us that we should sell our possessions and give 
to the poor.” 
 This father had a hard time believing that, so he 
said, “Why are you sneakin’ in the middle of the night?” 
The boy said to him, “Because Jesus tells us that when we 
give, we are not to let our right hand know what our left 
hand is doing, but to keep our givin’ a secret.” Then the 
boy begged the man not to tell. 
 In time, the boy did the same for the other two 
daughters. When he threw the gold into the room of the 
youngest daughter, it landed in her stocking. 
 For the secret joy of giving, this boy kept giving 
gifts in the middle of the night. He kept about nothing for 
himself. He even joined a monastery and lived a poor 
monk’s life.  
 But people learned who the gift giver was and 
before long, he was made Bishop of Myra, the youngest 
bishop in history. Myra is in Lycia, a province of the 
Roman Empire. 
 Even as bishop, he especially loved the poor 
children. He got in trouble form time to time for letting the 
street children wear his fancy bishop hat. It was very nice. 
 I should know because I am that bishop. I died in 
342 A.D. in Myra. On May 9, 1087, they took my bones to 
Bari in Italy. By that time, they were telling crazy stories 
about me and my bones. 
 You see, my name is Nicholas, and I am a saint. 
 Now, I know you Presbyterians say all of Jesus’ 
people are saints, but, you see, I’m certified. I got my 
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papers from Rome, “Saint named Nicholas.” Three 
miracles, and none of them card tricks. 
 I’m the patron saint of just about everything… 
unmarried girls and children (of course), but also 
merchants, sailors, even pawn brokers, perfumers, and 
something they call, “apothecary.” Means kind of like drug 
dealers. Goes along with the fact that I’m patron saint of 
New York City. 
 Some of you are nervous thinkin’, “What are you 
doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be doing something 
tonight?” 
 You watch too much television. 
 Some of you are thinkin’, “Where’s your clothes?”  
 Well, these are my clothes. I’ll wear the hat just for 
you. See, they just painted me all dolled up in the middle in 
the middle ages because that’s what they figured saints 
would wear in heaven. They figured heaven looked like a 
giant Santa Clause convention. 
 Some of you are thinkin’, :What are you doin’ here 
and now in church? You were a secular person, and you 
aren’t welcome here, especially on Christmas Eve.” 
 Well, that hurts my feelings a lot. 
 This is a hard time of year for me. Where I come 
from, I get teased a lot.  
 You know St. Peter? He’s the patron saint of a lot of 
stuff, too. But did you know he’s also the patron saint of 
stupid jokes? He’s in all those stupid heaven jokes... “And 
St. Peter says to the guy, ‘You are chained to Julia Roberts, 
not because she is your punishment, because you are her 
punishment.’” Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
 Well, St. Peter, he loves stupid jokes. He’s always 
pokin’ me this time of year, “Hey, Nick, your special day is 
a comin’ up, December 25th. Why don’t you invite Jesus to 
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your party? Maybe you could give him a toy train.” He 
thinks he’s hilarious, but it’s embarrassing. 
 Jesus, he say you me, “Just ignore him, Nick. Peter 
opens his mouth a lot without thinkin’.” (Something about 
that name, Peter, I suppose.) 
 But you see, it’s all very embarrassing because 
you’ve turned me into like an idol on Jesus’ birthday. In 
your country, I’m like the  patron saint of greed. Kind of 
ironic, don’t you think? 
 An idol is something you make to suite yourself, 
and so you turned me into a jolly old elf because a jolly old 
elf is safe. And you make me so chubby so that when they 
say, “have another piece of pecan pie,” on Christmas day 
you think, “No, I shouldn’t,” and then you say, “Well, jolly 
old St. Nicholas has a big belly, so sure, give me the whole 
pie.”  
 And you change my story the way you like it to be. 
In your country a couple hundred years ago, these crazy 
Dutch people combined my story with the legend of a 
Nordic folkloric magician who punished naughty children 
and rewarded nice children with gifts. Geez Louise!!!  

 

That man pimpin’ his three daughters as prostitutes  
was very naughty,  

and I gave him  those gifts anyway.  
 

That’s the point of Christmas. 
 

 I’m not a Nordic folkloric magician; I’m not an elf; 
and I’m not fat (okay, so I could lose a few pounds, but 
please.) 
 You sing, “He sees you when you’re sleepin’, he 
knows when you’re awake.” You make all the little 
children like, how you say… neurotic.  
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 “He knows if you’ve been bad or good, so be good 
for goodness sake.” Well, if that’s why they’re good, then 
they’re not good for “goodness sake.” They’re good for 
badness sake, getting a present’s sake, greed’s sake. 
 “He’s makin’ a list and checkin’ it twice. He’s 
gonna find out who’s naughty and nice.” You turn me into 
a vending machine. You use me to bribe your children. You 
use me for your own reasons, like to make the children go 
to bed. 
 One person I know, when she was little, after 
getting in trouble and getting the Santa Claus lecture, she 
put her hands on her hips, stomped her feet, and she yelled, 
“Santa Claus and Jesus… that’s all I hear around here. I 
haven’t seen a one of them.” 
 And that’s what really scares me. My legend is 
getting confused with Jesus… on His birthday! It doesn’t 
really matter what you think of me, but it does matter what 
you think of Jesus. 
 
My legend is what your world wants God and Jesus to be. 

It’s why I’m so popular. 
 

 God should be a jolly old elf who only shows up 
once a year, and you don’t even have to talk to Him. Just 
leave Him a cookie and you’ll get lots of stuff. Nice 
marriage. Good kids. 
 And Jesus should be makin’ a list and checkin’ it 
twice, gonna find out who’s naughty and nice. Well, you’d 
better hope that Jesus is not about makin’ a list of naughty 
and nice and a checkin’ it twice because if He is, we’d all 
be goin’ straight to Hell! 
 Ho, ho, ho and a Merry Christmas to you. 
 Unless you’ve never seen your own heart, you 
know that we are all very naughty people. We don’t 
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deserve a gift, and if we did deserve it, it wouldn’t be a gift 
but a wage.  
 

God gives good gifts to naughty people.  
 

That’s the point of Christmas. 
 

So God is not a darn vending machine where you put in a 
 cookie and get a toy train.  

God is not your idol for you to control and use. 
So who is God and what does He want?  
 Well, more than a jolly old elf, 
 or a vending machine, 
 or the Big Boss in the sky, 
 more than the maker and sustainer of all, 
 more than the consuming fire. 
 
 God is a baby, wrapped in swaddling clothes and 
lying in a manger. A peasant baby who owns nothin’, not 
even a workshop at the North Pole.  
 

See, a baby is good for nothin’. 
 

Santa Claus is good for everything 
  from toy trains 
  to makin’ your kids shut up and go to bed. 

 

Just like an idol, 
       like a principal for living, 
       like most religion. 
 

         is good for everything  
             from havin’ a nice marriage  
             to getting’ more stuff.  
 
But a baby is good for nothin’ 
      A baby is good for nothin’ cause a baby is just good. 
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      A baby is just a person without all of his things and    
  power and attributes. 
      A baby is a person that is hard to turn into an idol and  
  hard to control. 
 
I mean you take a baby to a nice Italian restaurant and that 
baby will cry if it wants to, spit up if it wants to, go poopoo 
if it wants to. 
 
 A baby is hard to control, and a baby is hard to use, 
but a baby is easy to love.  
 
 And God became a baby. God must want you to 
know He is a person—not for you to use, like Santa 
Claus—but a person for you to know and love, like a baby. 
 Not to use like prostitute, but to love, like a baby. 
 Not to use like an idol or formula or force-field…  

to make your life work for you. 
 

We all try to use God instead of love God. 
It is a very old problem. 

 
 In my day, there was a man named Arius who 
studied Greek philosophy. He started teaching that Jesus, 
the baby in the manger, wasn’t really God, and God was 
just like some kind of force-field or something.  
 Emperor Constantine called the greatest church 
meeting of all time to decide on Arianism. We met just 
north of  Myra in Nicea—the Council of Nicea in 325 A.D. 
It’s where we started writing the Nicene Creed that you 
read tonight. 
 Many of us there had lost our eyes and limbs. 
Some, like me, had scars from the hot pokers and brands 
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with which we’d been tortured during the great 
persecutions of Emperor Diocletian.    
 You see, we weren’t the kind of guys who could be 
pressured into keeping some secret about some DaVinci 
code nonsense. We’d already been tortured for years saying 
that baby was God. 
 Well, during the council one day, Arius got up and 
started singing one of his songs. He sang,  
 

Arius, I’m the talk of the town 
If you want the logos doctrine 
I can serve it hot and hot 
God begat Him 
And before He was begotten 
He was not. 
 

 Now, I’m ashamed to tell you (but it’s already 
recorded in church history, so why not?), I got so mad, I 
walked up to Arius while he was singing in front of 
everybody, and I just punched him, as hard as I could, right 
in the mouth. 
 I’m sorry, because I know that that doesn’t make a 
very good Christmas card… jolly old St. Nick punching out 
a heretic at the greatest church council in history. I’m sorry 
because it’s not like Jesus, and I’m sorry because I lost my 
job as bishop for awhile. 
 But, you see, it got me so mad that Arius was 
turning Jesus into a thing to use.  
 For me, everything depends on the fact that that was 
God lying in that food trough in Bethlehem… a good for 
nothin’ baby. Because what does that mean God wants 
from us? 
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 He wants what all babies want… 
  Not gold, frankincense, and myrh, 
  stupid wisemen, baby could choke and die! 
 He wants what all babies want… 
  He wants to be held! 
 
It’s very hard to hold God,  
 or the ground of all being,  
 or the great pillar of fire, 

but it’s easy to hold a baby. 
 
You know, when Joseph held baby Jesus,  
 he was holding God. 
When Mary nursed baby Jesus, 
 she was nursing the ground of all being. 
When those shepherds sang lullabies, 
 they sang the great pillar of fire to sleep.   
 
And that was perhaps the first time that God was ever 
really loved by the people that He made, I mean just Him 
and not His things, just His heart. 
 You see, Christmas means that God is very lonely 
for you, just you and not your gold, frankincense, and 
myrh, not your things, but you. And He hoped that you 
would be lonely for Him, too, not just His stuff, his heart. 
 Normally rich and powerful people are very lonely 
because it’s hard to love them and not their things. So I was 
glad to give up my things and do it at night, so I could be 
just Nick, not just St. Nick, or Santa Claus. 
 
God does not want to be your…  
 sugar daddy,  
 just your daddy. 
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He doesn’t want to be just your answer to life’s problem, 
   just your logical deduction, 
   just your principles for successful  
  living (the Law).  
 
He does not want to be  
 your favorite legend, full of nice thoughts.  
He does not want to be 
 your Santa Claus.  
  He wants to be your baby. 
He does not want to be  
 your vending machine business.  
  He wants to be your family. 
He does not want to be  
 your prostitute. 
  He wants to be your lover, your groom. 
 

He wants to be your baby, held close to your heart. 
 
 
 

So who is God? 
 He is person. 
What does He want from you? 
 To be held close to your heart, like shepherds held  
 baby Jesus that first Christmas Eve. 
What does He want for you? What does He want to give 
 you? (Fasten your seatbelts.) A baby is good for 
 nothing. A baby is just good. All a baby can give 
 you is it’s self. 
What does God want to give you?  
 Himself,  
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 His person, 
 His heart,  
 His Spirit,  
 His only Son.  
 

How could He ever say it more clearly?  
He gives you Jesus,  

hoping you would pick Him up  
and hold Him close to your heart. 

 
It’s Christmas Eve.  

Do you want to hold the baby? 
 

 People who ask, “What do I get?” usually don’t 
hold babies. They just hold rich guys and prostitutes long 
enough to get their stuff. 
 Perhaps I should stop now, so I don’t tempt you in 
that way, but I can’t resist telling you… 
 

When you hold the baby, 
When you hold Jesus close to your heart, 

When you love Him… 
 

You get everything. 
 

 The Bible says, “God gave us His son. Will He not 
give all things with Him?” 
 Your scientists say, “Wow, it looks like everything, 
every ‘what’ comes from like a Big Bang.” So they have to 
ask not “what,” but “who” did that? (St. Peter, he loves this 
one; it’s so funny.) Who did that? The baby did that. 
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 You hold the baby, and you hold everything—you 
hold “the Way, the Truth, and the Life” and inherit all 
things with Him. 
 Now, some of you are still thinking, “I can’t hold 
that baby close to my heart because I’m naughty and not 
nice, and He’s makin’ a list and checking it twice. 
 Well, that baby is God, and God is love, and the 
Bible says, “Love keeps no record of wrongs.” That baby’s 
not keepin’ a record of your wrongs. 
 However, the devil, Satan, is. He is the accuser, and 
his list is called your certificate of debt. 
 Did you know Jesus grew up and died, naked on a 
cross to pay your certificate of debt. That list has been 
cancelled with Jesus’ own blood. 
 Now God checks it twice and says, “How nice. 
Looks like Nicholas is a saint! He never punched nobody… 
as sweet as my boy, Jesus. No naughty, all nice.” You see, 
that is the gift that Jesus came to give you. 
 Now, Jesus is making a list, but it’s not a list of 
deeds… it’s a list of names—the Lamb’s book of life. It’s a 
list of His friends, naughty or nice. It’s a list of all who pick 
Him up and hold Him close to their hearts. 
 It’s so beautiful. How can I tell you? You don’t 
know shepherds and mangers anymore… perhaps 
something from your place and time.  
 We watch, you know. We are the great cloud of 
witnesses. But don’t worry. Don’t be neurotic. We already 
know all people are naughty; only God is good. 
 Well, anyway, I was saying, just a few years ago, a 
woman named Nancy, from your city, stopped at a Denny’s 
restaurant around about Christmas Eve. She was with her 
husband, Dennis, and her one year old baby boy, named 
Eric. 
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 Well, Eric was bangin’ on his metal highchair and 
then bangin’ louder. He was smilin’ and laughin’ at 
somebody. They looked and saw who. It was an old bum, 
sitting by the door. His clothes were dirty and torn. His hair 
and beard were matted and greasy, and he was drunk (to 
me, he looked like a shepherd). 
 He started yellin’, “Hi, baby. Hi, baby.” across the 
restaurant. “Do you know Patti-cake, baby?” But it wasn’t 
cute; it was embarrassing. Any kid would know, he was a 
naughty man. 
 So Dennis said to Nancy, “Let’s leave. I’ll pay. You 
take Eric to the car.” Nancy was hoping to get out of there 
without talking to this bum, but as they approached the 
door, Eric’s eyes riveted on his new friend. And so, he 
lunged toward the old drunk. Nancy caught him but found 
herself face to face with the smelly, old bum. 
 He said, “Lady, can I hold your baby? Not, “Can I 
have some money?”  
 But before she knew it, Eric had left her arms.  
 So this very old and naughty man, and this innocent 
baby boy, they just hugged each other. Eric pressed his 
clean little cheek into that old, grimy coat, and with those 
dirty, old, calloused hands from a very hard life, the old 
man stroked the back of Eric’s head, and then held him 
close to his heart.  
 As he did, tears came to his eyes. He looked at 
Nancy and said, “You take care of this boy.” 
 She mumbled, “I will.” 
 He pulled Eric away, like he was ripping out his 
own heart, handed Eric to Nancy, and said, “Thank you, 
Ma’am. You made my Christmas.” 
 Well, that was Christmas. 
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 Do you see that you are that bum and God makes 
more than your Christmas… God makes your life by giving 
you His life. 
 He hands us His heart, His baby, He grows up, and 
we kill Him on a cross, but still God hands Him back to 
us—His spirit to be born in the manger of our hearts. 
 Do you see that you are that bum? And in this world 
of sin, God finds you and shows you His baby. He’s asking 
you, “Would you hold my baby?” 
 Hold the baby to your heart. Call on Jesus, and He 
will be born in you and grow in you. He will save you and 
change you. 
 And one day, you may find yourself sneakin’ 
around in the dead of night, givin’ gifts to naughty people 
just for fun. 
 

But now, it’s Christmas Eve. 
What do you want ? 

 
Toy trains or God? 

 
You can’t hold both next to your heart. 

Hold the baby. 
 

 You can do that by singin’ this song, and meaning 
it. You are Bethlehem. You are a manger, and somebody is 
waiting to be born in you. 
 [The worship band plays, “Oh, Little Town of 
Bethlehem”] 
 So pray with me, silently in your heart, just say 
what you just sang. Not because it’s magic words, but 
because it’s good news.  
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Oh, holy child of Bethlehem 
Descend on me, I pray. 

Cast out my sin and enter in,  
Be born in me today… 

 
Tonight, Christmas Eve. In the name of Jesus, Lord God,  
I pray this prayer. Amen. 
 
 Now, if you prayed that prayer for the first time or 
the millionth time, I believe He’s done it. He casts out your 
sin, and He does enter in, and He’s born in you.  
 Sometimes people have experiences. Sometimes 
they don’t. I think much of the time, they don’t because 
God is saying, “Thank you for loving me, and not my 
stuff.” 
 But He’s born in you as a baby, and He grows. He 
is powerful beyond measure. And what He has begun in 
you, He will bring to completion at the day of the Lord.  
 And if this is something new for you, and you don’t 
have a church, we hope that you could be part of this 
church, and we’d love to make that walk with you.  
 But whatever the case, stand up and receive this 
benediction… 
  
 In the name of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, may 
you not only have a very, merry Christmas, may you be a 
walking very, merry Christmas. In Jesus’ name, Amen. 
 
 
 

***** 
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Our Guest Speaker: 
Our guest speaker tonight is world renown. However, there 
is a great deal of ambiguity concerning the historicity of 
many of his legends. A few things are fairly clear. He was 
born in Patros, a coastal town of Lycia in Asia Minor 
during the 3rd century. He died in 342 in Myra, not far from 
where he was born. His wealthy parents were strong 
Christians. When they died, he used his inheritance to help 
the poor and entered the monastery of Holy Sion. Perhaps 
the most reputable legend is how he helped the daughters of 
a once rich man. This father, in desperation planned to sell 
his daughters to a brothel since he did not have the required 
amount for a dowry. 
 On February 23, 303 A.D, the Emperor Diocletian 
issued an edict which launched one of the most systematic 
and prolonged persecutions the Christian church has ever 
endured. Eusebius, an eyewitness historian, writes: “Words 
cannot describe the outrageous agonies endured by the 
martyrs.” 
 Our speaker was caught early on in the persecution, 
an obvious target as bishop. They beat him. They branded 
him. They used iron pliers to pinch various parts of his 
body. Then he was left alone in his cell till his wounds 
healed enough for the process to begin all over again. They 
tortured him many years, but he would not deny that Jesus 
was, in fact, God. 
 After Constantine took the throne, the Empire was 
officially Christian. However, our speaker’s conviction that 
Jesus was God found a new threat in the heretical teachings 
of the followers of Arius. Arius combined Aristotelian 
philosophy with Biblical doctrine. He is said to have been 
arrogant and bawdy, spreading his teachings by putting 
them to the music of popular tavern songs. Saint Methodius 



 17 

writes, “Thanks to the teaching of [our guest speaker], the 
metropolis of Myra alone was untouched by the filth of the 
Arian heresy, which it firmly rejected as death dealing 
poison.” It is disputed by some whether our speaker was 
present in Nicea in 325 A.D., where Constantine called the 
council of Nicea to resolve the Arian issue. However, it is 
believed by others and purported in legend that at this 
council, our speaker did have a serious altercation on the 
floor of the council with Arius himself. 
 It was at this council that the first draft of the 
Nicene Creed was formulated. It is the only creed 
recognized by all three branches of the church—Orthodox, 
Roman Catholic, and Protestant. It is the creed we read 
tonight. Here the church  put forth, in no uncertain terms, 
the truths of scripture that, in fact, the baby in the manger 
was very God of very God. Nicene orthodoxy is also that 
which is brought into question in the recent and extremely 
fictional novel, The DaVinci Code. 
 Our speaker has been one of the most venerated 
characters in Christendom. In England alone, there are 
almost 400 churches that bear his name. His relics are said 
to be in Bari, Italy, where they were smuggled out of the 
Empire of the Turks on May 9, 1087. Many  legends and 
miracles are associated with this man. It is even said that 
when he was an infant, he only suckled once on 
Wednesday and Friday, the fast days of the early church. 
Whatever the case, it is clear that he was a man of great 
philanthropy, humility, and compassion for the poor. 
 
Scripture: 
 
“Now the birth of Jesus Christ took place in this way. 
When his mother Mary had been betrothed to Joseph before 
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they came together she found to be with child of the Holy 
Spirit; and her husband Joseph, being a just man and 
unwilling to put her to shame, resolved to divorce her 
quietly. But as he considered this, behold, an angel of the 
Lord appeared to him in a dream, saying, ‘Joseph, son of 
David, do not fear to take Mary you wife, for that which is 
conceived in her is of the Holy Spirit; she will bear a son, 
and you shall call his name Jesus, for he will save his 
people from their sins.’ All this took place to fulfil what the 
Lord had spoken by the prophet: 
 ‘Behold, a virgin shall conceive and bear a son, and 
his name shall be called Emman′u-el’(which means, God 
with us). Then Joseph woke from sleep, he did as the angel 
of the Lord commanded him; he took his wife, but knew 
her not until she had borne a son; and he called his name 
Jesus.” 

Matthew 1:18-25 
 
“In the beginning was the Word, and Word was with God, 
and the Word was  God. He was in the beginning with God; 
all things were made through him, and without him was not 
anything made that was made. In him was life, and the life 
was the light of men. The light shines in the darkness, and 
the darkness has not overcome it… The true light that 
enlightens every man was coming into the world. He was in 
the world, and the world was made through him, yet the 
world knew him not. He came to his own home, and his 
own people received him not. But to all who received him, 
who believed in his name, he gave power to become 
children of God; who were born, not of blood nor of the 
will of the flesh nor of the will of man, but of God. And the 
Word became flesh and dwelt among us, full of grace and 
truth; we have beheld his glory, glory as of the only Son 
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from the Father… And from his fullness have we all 
received grace upon grace. For the law was given through 
Moses; grace and truth through Jesus Christ. No one has 
ever seen God; the only Son, who is in the bosom of the 
Father, he has made him known. 

John 1:1-5, 1:9-14, 1:16-18 
 
And she gave birth to her first-born son and wrapped him 
in swaddling cloths, and laid him in a manger, because 
there was no place for them in the inn. 

Luke 2:7 
 
The Nicene Creed: 
 We believe in one God the Father Almighty, Maker 
of heaven and earth, and of all things visible and invisible; 
 And in one Lord Jesus Christ, the only-begotten 
Son of God, begotten of the Father before all worlds, God 
of God, Light of Light, Very God of Very God, begotten, 
not made, being of one substance with the Father by whom 
all things were made; who for us men, and for our 
salvation, came down from heaven, and was incarnate by 
the Holy Spirit of the Virgin Mary, and was made man, and 
was crucified also for us under Pontius Pilate. He suffered 
and was buried, and the third day he rose again according 
to the Scriptures, and ascended into heaven, and sitteth on 
the right hand of the Father. And he shall come again with 
glory to judge both the quick and the dead, whose kingdom 
shall have no end. 
 And we believe in the Hoy Spirit, the Lord and 
Giver of Life, who proceedeth from the Father and the Son, 
who with the Father and Son together is worshipped and 
glorified, who spoke by the prophets. And we believe one 
holy catholic and apostolic Church. We acknowledge one 
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baptism for the remission of sins. And we look for the 
resurrection of the dead, and the life of the world to come. 
Amen. 
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