
 1 

Saint Nicholas –Hold the Baby 
Christmas Eve 
December 24, 2014 
Peter Hiett 
 
Song  
 
“Santa Claus is Coming to Town” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Clip from the movie Santa Claus is Coming to Town 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Message 

You better watch out 
You better not cry 
Better not pout 
I'm telling you why 
Santa Claus is coming to town 
 
He's making a list 
And checking it twice 
Gonna find out Who's naughty and nice 
Santa Claus is coming to town 
 
He sees you when you're sleeping 
He knows when you're awake 
He knows if you've been bad or good 
So be good for goodness sake! 
 
O! You better watch out! 
You better not cry 
Better not pout 
I'm telling you why 
Santa Claus is coming to town 
Santa Claus is coming to town 

  
Santa: How goes it Mr. Warlcok? Winter please. 
Mr. Warlock: I’ve got my magic power working just fine.  

      I can cast up a big freeze. I think I can guarantee a white Christmas.  
Santa: Wonderful then let’s be off. Awaaay we go! 
Narrator: And that is the story of Santa Claus.  
               And remember; behave yourselves because Santa can still look into his magic snowball  
               and see just what you’re up to.  
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[The entire message is delivered by St. Nicholas of Smyrna, played by Peter Hiett. He is 
dressed in a monk’s robe, wears a large cross around his neck, and sandals on his feet. 
He speaks in slightly broken English with an Italian accent.] 
 
Wow! That’s kind of ah creepy don’t you think? Maybe I shoulda set the record straight.  
 
Long ago, a father peek-ed outside, late at night, to see somebody climbing the lattice to 
his daughter’s window.  Scheming to fix this intruder, he pick-ed up a big chunk of 
firewood and crept outside. He was in a terrible mood. He’d lost all of his money and had 
no gold to pay the require-ed dowry so that his daughters could 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 now was scurrying down the lattice. The father chased him and 
tackled him. He was very surprise-ed to find that the intruder was a well dress-ed 
teenaged 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.  
 
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 sneaking 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 giving a 
secret.” Then the boy beg-ed the man not to tell no one.  
 
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 to live a poor monk’s life. But 
people learned who the gift giver was, and before long, he was made Bishop of Myra. 
Myra is in Lycia, a province of the Roman Empire.  
 
Even as a bishop, he especially lov-ed the poor children. He got in trouble from time to 
time for letting the street children wear his funny 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 bury in Italy. By that time, they were telling crazy stories about me and my 
bones. You see, my name is Nicholas, and I’m a saint.  
 
Now, I know you say all of Jesus’ people are saints. But you see, I’m certified. I got my 
paper from Rome: [St. Nicholas, played by Peter Hiett, pulls out an honorary certificate 
stating the following: “Saint 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 
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“apothecaries,” which means, kind of, “drug dealers,” which goes along with the fact I’m 
patron saint of New York.  
 
Some of you are nervous thinkin’: “What are you doin’ here? Aren’t you suppose-ed to 
be doin’ something tonight? You watch too much television. Some of you are thinkin’: 
“Where’s your clothes?” Well, these are my clothes. (I’ll do the hat just for you.) See? 
They just painted me all dolled up in the Middle Ages because they figured that’s what 
saints would wear in heaven. They figured heaven looked like a giant Santa Claus 
convention.  
 
Some of you are thinkin’: “What are you doin’ here and now in church? You are a 
secular person, and you aren’t welcome here, especially on a 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: “Angelina Jolie is chained to you, not because she’s your 
punishment; you are her punishment!” [Ha ha ha!] 
 
Well, St. Peter 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 your 
party? Maybe you could give him a toy train.” He thinks he’s so hilarious, but it’s 
embarrassing. Jesus, He always say to me, “Just ignore him Nick. Peter opens his 
mouth a lot without thinkin’! (Somethin’ 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. 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. Geeza Louisa!!! That man pimpin’ his three daughters 
as prostitutes was very naughty, and I gave him those anyway–that’s the point of 
Christmas. I’m not a Nordic folkloric magician, and I’m not an elf, and I’m not fat, OK, I 
could lose a few pounds…but please! 
 
You sing: “He sees you when you’re sleepin’. He knows when you’re awake.” That’s kind 
of creepy! You make all the little children, like, how you say? Neurotic? “He knows if 
you’ve been bad or good, so be good for goodness sake.” 
 
Well, if you’re being good because you want to get a gift, then you’re not being good “for 
goodness sake,” but for “badness sake”–for greed’s sake. Like if you’re being good 
because you want to get to heaven, and not go to hell, then you’re not being good “for 
goodness sake,” but for “badness sake”–using God to get His stuff and save your own 
tail. 
 
And you sing to your kids: “He’s making a list, and checkin’ it twice. He’s gonna find out 
who’s naughty and nice.” You use me to bribe and threaten your children to make them 



 4 

go to bed…like preachers use God make people give money and do what they say. You 
turn me into an idol on Christmas.  
 
Your pastor told me that when he was a boy, he said to his mommy and daddy: “If Santa 
Claus is so great–makes reindeer fly and fits in our chimney, why don’t we worship 
Santa Claus instead of Jesus? And that’s what really scares me: I’m getting confused 
with Jesus on His birthday.  
 
The legend that you think is me, is what you want God to be: 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 give him 
a cookie, be nice, and he’ll give you some toys.  
 
“He’s makin’ a list and checkin’ it twice, gonna find out who’s naughty and nice.” You 
better hope God is not “makin’ a list and checkin’ it twice” to “find who’s naughty and 
nice” so that He only gives good gifts to the nice because according to Jesus, we’re all 
naughty and only One is nice. Only God is nice: “Only God is good.” So you better hope 
God is not like Santa Claus, or we’d all be goin’ straight to hell. “Ho Ho Ho, and Merry 
Christmas to you!” 
 
We don’t deserve a gift, and if we did deserve a gift, it wouldn’t be a gift.  
 
The point of Christmas is: God give good gifts to very naughty people.  
 
So God is not Santa Claus; He’s more like anti Claus.  
 
 God is not Santa Claus 
 So who is God? What does He want? 
 
 Well….God is a baby named Emmanuel, it means “God with us.” 
  God is a baby “wrapped in swaddling cloths and lying in a manger.” 
  (He is a peasant baby who’s got nothin’–not even one reindeer.) 
  God is not just the Creator of everything who is good for everything… 
  God is a baby who is good for nothing,  
   A baby is good for nothin’. 
                Santa Claus is good for everything….  

      from toy trains to makin’ your kids go to bed. 
Like most religion is good for everything… 
      from fixin’ your marriage to raising money. 

  But a baby is good for nothin’. 
   A baby is good for nothin’ because a baby is just good... 
          like breath of God is just good. 

A baby is just breath of God without much dust… 
       just a person without much of a resume’. 
A baby has not had time to try to make himself naughty or nice.  
A baby is a person not very attached to this world… 
       so a baby is hard to manipulate, hard to use.  

I mean, you take a baby to a nice Italian restaurant and that baby will cry if it wants to, 
bang on the high chair if it wants to, go poo poo, if it wants to, and that baby will not pick 
up the tab and pay for your dinner no matter what you do.  
 
A baby is very hard to manipulate, hard to control, hard to use, but very easy to love! 
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And God became a baby! 
 
God must want you to know He’s a person. 
Not to use like Santa Claus, but to know like a baby. 
Not to use like a prostitute, but to know like a baby 
Not to use like a religion or some formula, but to know like a baby. 
 
We all try to use God; We ant to know about God so we can use God.  
But very few want to love God, and therefore know God. 
We want to use God and not know God; It’s a very very old problem. 
 
In my day, there was a man named Arius who studied Greek philosophy. He started 
sayin’ that Jesus, that baby in the manger, wasn’t really God. And God was like some 
sort of force field or something–something that wouldn’t want to get too close to one of 
us. Emperor Constantine called the greatest church meeting of all time to think this 
through.  
 
We met just north of Myra, in Nicea, at the Council of Nicea, 325 A.D. It’s where we 
started writing the Nicene Creed. Many of us there had scars from being tortured with 
hot pokers and pinchers because we believe that the baby in the manger was God–“God 
with us,” and suffering with us.  
 
Well, during the council, one day, Arius started singin’ one of his songs about Jesus. He 
sang, “God begot Him, and before He was begotten He was not.” Now, I’m ashamed to 
tell you (but you can Google this and find out for yourself), I got so mad, I walked up to 
Arius, while he was singin’, in front of everybody, and I just punched him (really hard) 
right in the mouth.  
 
I’m sorry, because I know it doesn’t make a very good Christmas card: jolly old St. 
Nicholas punching out heretics at a famous church meeting.  
 
Image of Saint Nicholas that says, “He sees you when you’re sleeping. He knows when 
you’re awake. He knows if you’ve denied the divinity of Christ, so if you’re an Arian 
duck!” 
 
I’m sorry I did that because that’s not like Jesus. And I’m sorry because I lost my job as 
bishop for a while. But it got me so mad because, you see for me, everything depends 
on the fact that God was actually in that food trough in Bethlehem–that God was a “good 
for nothin’” baby because that means God is a person, and not a proud person, but a 
humble person.  
 
It means God is a person, and God wants what all babies want. He doesn’t want your 
gold, frankincense, and myrrh (stupid Wiseman, a baby could choke)! God wants what 
all babies want–He wants to be held close to your heart. It’s hard to hold the Uncreated 
Creator. It’s hard to hold the Eternal Consuming 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 Uncreated Creator.  
When the shepherds sang lullabies to baby Jesus, they sang Eternal Fire to 
sleep. 
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And that was perhaps the first time that God was ever truly and really loved by the 
people that He had made. I mean just Him and not His stuff…just His heart…Jesus… 
“from the bosom of the Father.”  
 
Your pastor told me, one Christmas, he was so busy, and everyone wanted something 
from him: “I need this. I need that…” But one night, as he was tuckin’ his little girl, Becky, 
into bed, he leaned over, she grabbed his head, and pulled it down on her tummy as she 
said, “I’ll be the mommy, and you be the little baby…” She stroked the back of his head 
and held him close to her heart. And your pastor, he say to me, “Nick, for a moment, I 
had such peace–heavenly peace. She made my Christmas.” 
 
See? When those stinky and ornery shepherds held Jesus, and sang Him to sleep, they 
sang God to sleep: “Sleep in heavenly peace.” They made His Christmas. Maybe you 
could make His Christmas too.  
 
Christmas means God is lonely for you–just you: not your gold, frankincense and myrrh. 
And He hopes that you would be lonely for Him too.  
 
So, “Who is God?” 
 He is a baby in a manger.  
 
And, “What does He want from you?” 
 He wants you to hold Him close to your heart.  
 
And, “What does He want to give you?” 
 He wants to give you His heart.  
 
Fasten your seatbelts! Do you understand what I just said to you?  
 
“What does He want to give you?” 
 He wants to give you Himself! 
 
Like I say, A baby is good for nothin’–just good. 
       And all a baby can give you is himself. 
       God wants to give you himself, and He is good. 
 
See? 
 
God gives good gifts to naughty people, and He is the good gift. 

He is the goodness. 
He is the nice. 
And He makes you nice. 

 
Actually, nothing is more naughty than thinking you make yourself nice, because Jesus 
is the nice. God makes you nice with Jesus. So thinking you make yourself nice is like 
stealing baby Jesus from the manger, but actually being nice is like holding baby Jesus 
close to your heart because you are that stinky manger. You are the naughty, and He is 
the nice, and God makes you nice with Jesus. Jesus is the way God makes everything.  
 
When you hold the baby, the baby changes you. And when you hold the baby, you 
cannot hold onto other things, like your addictions, your self-centeredness, and your 
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pride. When people hold babies, they cannot hold onto their human dignity. They make 
funny faces; they blow bubbles; they say, “Hey baby, “goo-goo ga-ga.” 
 
But proud people, and people who ask, “What do I get for doing that?” usually don’t hold 
babies. They don’t know what goodness is. They don’t know what nice is. They don’t 
know what heaven is. 
 
I’m sayin’, “You don’t get a gift for being good!” Being good is the gift you get; Goodness 
is the gift that you get; Love is the gift you get–God is the gift you get. And now, I 
hesitate to say this because I don’t want to corrupt your motives, but when you hold The 
Baby, when you get Him, when you get Love, you get all things with Him, for then you 
will be able to enjoy all things with Him.  
 
Your scientists now say, “Wow, it looks like everything came from nothing.” So they can’t 
ask, “What did that?” They have to ask, “Who did that…that Big Bang?” St. Peter, he 
thinks it’s the best joke: “Who did that?” “The Baby did that!” 
 
So God is a baby in a manger. 
And what does He want from you? 
He wants you to pick Him up and hold Him close to your heart. 
 
But maybe you’re still thinkin’: “I can’t hold Him close to my heart. I’m naughty and not 
nice. And He’s making a list and checking it twice!” Listen: The Bible says, “God is 
Love,” and “Love keeps no record of wrongs.” (1 Corinthians 13:5 NIV) 
 
The Baby isn’t keeping a record of your wrongs, but the devil, he is a keepin’ a record of 
your wrongs. Did you know that Jesus grew up and was nailed to a tree to cancel out 
your “certificate of debt”–your “record of wrongs”? He gives you His goodness to fill up 
all of your badness.  
 
Now, God, the Father, He looks at the list, and He checks it twice, and He says, “My 
goodness! How nice! Nicholas is a saint! He never punches nobody. He’s just like my 
boy Jesus.” Jesus isn’t makin’ a list of bad deeds. The bad deeds are already forgiven, 
but Jesus does make a list–a list of names (not deeds–names). It’s called “the Lamb’s 
book of Life.” It’s a list of everyone who picks Him up and holds Him close to his or her 
heart.  
 
You probably don’t know this, but we get movies in Heaven. [Peter shows a clip from 
The Passion] I think that scene is my favorite movie scene. It’s Mother Mary pickin’ up 
Jesus and holding Him close to her heart.  
 
She holds him close to her heart when He seems to be good for nothing, just good. She 
loves Him, and not just his stuff. She loves Him, and knows Him.  
 
 So who is God?   He is Jesus.  
 And what does He want? He wants you to hold Him close to your heart. 
 And where is He?   Well…He is everywhere.  
 
But how can I explain it you? You don’t know shepherds and mangers, but you do know 
hobos and Denny’s.  
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Just a few years ago, a woman named Nancy from your city (a true story) 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. 
 
Well, Eric was bangin’ on his metal high chair, and then bangin’ louder (couldn’t control 
him). He was smilin’ and laughin’ at somebody, they looked and saw who. It was an old 
hobo, 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 ‘Patty Cake’ baby?” But it wasn’t 
cute–it was embarrassing. (Any kid would know: He was a naughty man.) 
 
Dennis said to Nancy, “Let’s leave. I’ll pay, and you take Eric to the car.” Nancy was 
hoping to get out of there without talkin’ to this hobo, but as they approached the door, 
Eric’s eyes locked on his new friend and so he lunged toward the old hobo. Nancy 
caught him but found herself face to face with this smelly old hobo.  
 
He said, “Lady, can I hold your baby?” not: “Can I have some money?” but: “Can I hold 
your baby?” Before she knew it Eric had left her arms; and so, this very old, 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,” and then he pulled Eric away like he was ripping his own 
heart from his chest, handed Eric to Nancy, and said, “Thank you ma’am. You made my 
Christmas.”  
 
Well, you are, we all are that hobo.  

And God has made our Christmas.  
He has given us His own Son… 

Even if we try to use Him for our own purposes… 
Even if we try to take His life by nailing Him to a tree…  

   God hands Him back to us– Jesus forgives Himself to us.  
   They say, “This is my body given to you; take and eat.” 
         “This is my blood given to you;  

take and drink, 
               only hold Me close to your heart.” 
He makes your Christmas. 
   That’s how He makes you in His own image… 
        The very Image of Love. 
 
Hold The Baby…  

    And soon you’ll find yourself sneakin’ around giving gifts to naughty people.  
 
He makes your Christmas, and now let’s make His Christmas.  
Would you pick Him up and hold Him close to your heart? 
 
Sing this song, and then we will pick Him up and hold Him close to our heart.  
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Song 
"O Little Town Of Bethlehem" Written by Redner, Lewis H / Brooks, Phillip.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Communion 
Would you pray with me, and try to make these words your words? 
 
Lord God, we confess that we have tried to take life, and love, as our own possessions. 
We have tried to be our own Creator. We have sinned against you. We confess our sin. 
And we thank you: Where we have taken, You have given, Where sin increased grace 
increased all the more and you revealed your glory all the more, so we thank you for 
who You are: Unbounded Relentless Grace.  
 
So, Lord God, We ask you to enter in, to be born in our mangers–fill your sanctuary. 
Make us like yourself. In Jesus’ name, Amen 
 
[The worship service ends with Christmas carols by candlelight.] 
 

O little town of Bethlehem, 
How still we see thee lie! 
Above your deep and dreamless sleep, 
The silent stars go by. 
Yet in thy dark streets shineth 
The everlasting Light, 
The hopes and fears of all the years, 
Are met in thee tonight. 

O morning stars, together 
Proclaim thy holy birth 
And praises sing to God, the King, 
And peace to men on earth. 
For Christ is born of Mary, 
And gathered all above, 
While mortals sleep, the angels keep 
Their watch of wondering love. 

How silently, how silently, 
The wondrous Gift is giv'n! 
So God imparts to human hearts 
The blessings of His heaven. 
No ear may hear His coming, 
But in this world of sin, 
Where meek souls will receive Him still, 
The dear Christ enters in. 

O holy Child of Bethlehem, 
Descend to us, we pray; 
Cast out our sins and enter in, 
Be born to us today. 
We hear the Christmas angels 
The great glad tidings tell: 
Oh, come to us, abide with us, 
Our Lord Emmanuel! 
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Disclaimer: This document is a draft and has not been edited by the author. Therefore, there may 
be discrepancies. Some discrepancies may be minor; some may have to do with theology. When 
in doubt, please refer to the audio version of the sermon on this website and don’t be shy about 
informing us of errors. 
 


