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About 18 months ago, Disney Studies did a CGI remake of The Lion King, 
originally animated twenty-five years before. Twenty-five years! Can you 
believe it.  
 
The CGI version was beautiful, but not nearly as well-received as the 
original which resulted in tens of thousands of little Simbas and Rafikis and 
Timmons all over the floors of houses with children everywhere. Americans 
even learned a little Swahili when hakuna matata became a household 
phrase. Hakuna matata - don’t worry about it. That might be good advice 
after this rough first week in the new year.  
 
It is a great story. You remember Simba, a young lion, separated from his 
family and from all that reminds him of who he is, away from his home on 
the plains, living in the jungle because of his misplaced guilt over the death 
of his father. This young lion, who is supposed to be the king, has forsaken 
his responsibility as leader. In his absence, his kingdom is over run by the 
forces of darkness and anguish thanks to his angry and narcissistic uncle 
who has assumed the throne. 
 
In one pivotal scene the baboon priest Rafiki finds Simba in the jungle, and 
leads him to a pool of water. As Simba stares into the pool, he sees first his 
own face, and then the face of his father. He recognizes his father - the 
great king - in himself. And as he makes this connection, the heavens open 
and his father speaks to him from the heavens.  
 
Sounds more than a little bit like today’s gospel reading, doesn’t. Maybe 
Disney should have given Mark partial writing credit.  
 
It is a powerful baptismal image. In that moment, in that water, Simba lets 
go of guilt and comes to understand his identity and his mission in life. He is 



 

 

transformed. He knows that he is, in fact, the Lion King.  
 
After his epiphany, Simba abandons his hakuna matata philosophy and 
accepts the responsibility that his identity carries with it. He leaves the pool 
and returns to the plains to combat the evil forces that have taken over his 
world.1   
 
Today, we celebrate the Baptism of Jesus, and by association, our own 
baptism. The readings for today from Acts and Mark give us some idea of 
just what power is stirred up in the waters of baptism.    
 
In baptism we receive God’s forgiveness. In baptism, we receive the Holy 
Spirit. In baptism, we get a new name, a new identity, new responsibility, a 
new mission. In baptism we are enrolled in  

                                                 
1The Lion King.  Produced by Walt Disney Studios.  This idea was used by Edyth Potter in Lectionary 

Homelitics. January 1997. 

the God’s beloved community and charged with shining light into the 
darkness of the world. 
 
Of course we don’t often see the results of our new baptismal identity in 
Disney-like simplicity.  Unlike Simba, we don’t leave the baptismal font and 
go out and kick the forces of evil in the keister once and for all. No, for most 
of us - even for those who take it most seriously - baptism simply means we 
get out there and struggle with evil. And evil - even the evil in us - dies 
hard.  It keeps coming back.  
 
You don’t have to read too much history to realize that over and over, we 
followers of Jesus have failed to live up to our identity as God’s beloved 
community, called to shine light into the darkness. Sometimes, we haven’t 
done much to shine light. Sometimes we have run and hid in the dark. And 
sometimes we didn’t even show up with a candle.  
 
It would be nice if it worked out for us like it worked out for Simba. But evil is 
a lot more subtle and a lot less likely to roll over and die in the real world 
than it is in the cartoon world. So we find ourselves frequently coming up 
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short. And building the beloved community is a lot harder in reality than it is 
in our imaginations.  
 
My seminary classmate Pr. Frank Honeycutt served as pastor of St. John’s 
Lutheran Church in Abingdon, VA, in his first call. St. John’s people did a lot 
to served the needs in their larger community in the heart of southern 
Appalachia.   
 
When people asked for help, as they often did there, Pr. Honeycutt, being 
the kind of person he is, did not just hand out the aid. Frank was serious 
about his faith. He always invited the people who come by looking for help 
to come back on Sunday and worship. And sometimes he tried to arrange a 
visit with them because he believed that people need the whole ministry of 
the church, and not just a hand out from the congregation’s surplus. 
 
One day a woman - we’ll call her Jane - came by desperate for help. After 
arranging to provide assistance, Pr. Honeycutt asked if he could come by 
for a visit. The woman agreed, and gave directions to her house. It turns out 
that Jane lived in a small cabin over a mile from a paved road with her 
husband, who was battling cancer.  
 
I’ll let Pr. Honeycutt tell the rest of the story:  
 
I found her house, parked the car, and followed a grassy path to her 
backdoor. Jane and I chatted for awhile outside in the backyard, but it soon 
became clear that she was uncomfortable.  She kept glancing nervously 
toward the porch. He husband was nowhere in view. I finally spoke, “This is 
not a good time, is it?” 
 
The trip back towards town became more depressing with each mile. Would 
we ever be a church where poor people weren’t just “assisted” but also fully 
incorporated into the life of the congregation? I thought of all the roadblocks 
that prevent true community, ranging from education, to economics, even to 
Sunday dress.   
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Pr. Honeycutt goes on: Low on gas, I whipped into the Texaco station . . . 
and prayerfully brooded for awhile, sipping on a Dr. Pepper. How far we 
modern Christians are, I reflected, from the early communities that followed 
Jesus! Would things ever change? 
 
And then this: Call it chance. I’ll call it a sign in this season of sings. Under 
that Dr. Pepper bottle cap were the pregnant words, “Please try again.” 
[You may remember those soft drink contests.] Pr. Honeycutt says, If God 
had spoken out loud the words would not have hit me more powerfully. 
 
Please try again.   
 
That may be the message for the baptized on this First Sunday after the 
Epiphany. Please try again.  
 
Martin Luther reminds us that we who have been baptized are baptized 
daily. Every day, we are called again to die to the old ways, to the old sin, 
the old self, the old selfishness. Every day, we rise again as people who are 
forgiven, as people who are aware of our identity as God’s own children, 
beloved members of God’s beloved community, signed up by those faithful 
ones who brought us to the font and sealed by the Holy Spirit for the 
mission of shining light in the darkness and being a sign of God’s goodness 
in the brokenness of the world. 
 
This week we’ve seen the need for healing brokenness. We’ve seen as 
clearly as ever the darkness of hatred and privilege that threaten people 
God loves.  
 
Unlike Disney’s Simba, we aren’t likely to whip injustice and sin once and for 
all. But every day, we have a chance to try again. Luther taught that every 
Christian shold begin each day by making the sign of the cross as a 
reminder of our baptism, a reminder that we are forgiven, chosen, called, 
and beloved of God.  
 
And every evening we have the assurance that however well or badly we 
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did that day, we are still God’s beloved children, and we still have work to do 
in shining the light of Christ in the world. And we have the promise that one 
day - in God’s good time - that light will overcome all the darkness around 
us. 
 
So remember your baptism, that you have been sealed by the Holy Spirit 
and marked with the cross of Christ forever. Remember your truest and 
highest identity, beloved child of God. And no matter what has gone before, 
don’t be discouraged. Don’t give up in the work you are called to. Hear God 
saying, “Please try again.” Amen. 


