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“It’s Not Easy Being Green” 
 

Finally, beloved, whatever is true, whatever is honorable, 
whatever is just, whatever is pure, whatever is pleasing, 
whatever is commendable, if there is any excellence and if 
there is anything worthy of praise, think about these things. 

— Philippians 4:8 (NRSV) 
 

Give us a stirring story and we’ll turn it into a festival of 
materialism, gluttony, and general indulgence. Alas, we can lose 
sight of truly precious stories amid the sugar and plastic and glitz.  
 
Among Christian stories, we’ve taken the birth of the Christ child 
to humble parents in conditions that were strikingly rustic—even 
by the standards of that time—and we’ve turned it into each 
year’s number-one spending spree. We’ve taken the resurrection 
of Jesus and infused it with bunnies, eggs, chocolate, and 
smorgasbord brunches with plenty of ham. And we’ve taken the 
remembrance of those who have transitioned to mystic, sweet 
communion with God in heaven—the annual observance of All 
Hallow’s Eve (October 31) and All Saints Day (November 1)— 
added an array of witches, ghosts, goblins, and ghouls, and 
turned it into an annual candy binge.  
 
We’ve done likewise with less overtly Christian stories, too. The 
downright harrowing saga of the Pilgrims’ perilous voyage on the 
Mayflower and their struggle for survival in the new world has 
somehow spawned an annual day to eat excessively, watch 
football, and plot strategy for the aforementioned spending spree. 
Memorial Day, originally conceived as a day to honor those who 
lost their lives while serving in our armed forces, has become one 
of our culture’s top occasions for outdoor barbeques. 

Over... 

On the Fourth of July, we barely give a passing thought to the 
Continental Army’s against-all-odds victory over the well-trained, 
well-equipped British forces in the Revolutionary War. Instead, we 
delight in the sensory stimulation of fireworks and the pageantry 
of parades. And on Labor Day, we barely acknowledge the 
contributions of workers in general, and the labor movement in 
particular, to our economy and our sense of human rights. 
Instead, it too has become mainly a day for barbeques.  
 
It’s mighty hard to deny the pattern here. We’ve even done it to 
St. Valentine’s Day. Where there once was a legend about a 
third-century rogue priest who officiated marriage ceremonies for 
soldiers in defiance of the emperor’s orders, we now have an 
annual sales boom for candy, roses, jewelry, and greeting cards.  
 
And yes, we’ve also done it to this very day...March 17...St. 
Patrick’s Day. Patrick’s story is one of great heroism. He was born 
in Britain some time around 389, and was captured by Irish 
pirates as a teenager. After six years of slavery, he escaped, 
spurred by a vision (or perhaps it was a “voice;” details are 
uncertain). He managed to make his way back to Britain and back 
to his family, pivoted toward Christian faith as the primary focus 
of his life, and was ordained some fourteen years later. He then 
returned to Ireland as a missionary and conducted evangelism 
efforts there for many years. At times, he met great resistance. 
But eventually he earned the titles “Apostle of Ireland” and 
“patron saint of Ireland.”  
 
I think it’s worth remembering the story of Patrick today. At its 
core, this day is not about corned beef, green beer, Shamrock 
Shakes, or leprechauns. It’s about a teenager who was dealt a 
horrible hand so to speak. But he listened to the leading of God’s 
Spirit, kept the faith, spread God’s word, sought to reflect God’s 
love, and dedicated himself to serving others.  
 
Don’t get me wrong: I love mint ice cream! :) But today can and 
should be about deeper, richer meanings and higher ideals.  


