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The Groaning and the Glory: Resurrection Hope on a Groaning Planet 

by Rev. Mark Lindberg 

April 27, 2025 

Romans 8:18–25 

As the last sprays of red, orange, and yellow painted the sky and then sank behind the dark 

silhouettes of Douglas firs, a bald eagle soared overhead—scanning the river for one last fish. 

The grasses swayed in the evening breeze. The madrones danced their slow rhythm. River otters 

slipped back into their dens. 

We gathered by the campfire—tired, hungry, alive. Dinner was fresh-caught trout—butter, 

lemon, salt, and pepper. As we ate, the sky shifted before our eyes… deepening into celestial 

blues and purples. 

And then—stars. One by one, they joined the crescent moon until the whole sky shimmered and 

the milky way emerged. Wrapped in the roar of the river and the scent of western azalea and 

pine, I began to lose the sense of being separate. 

It was as if my soul had merged with everything around me. I lost track of where I ended and 

creation began.                    Maybe you’ve felt that, too. 

Each time I return from the Rogue River wilderness, it takes me a while to adjust. Sure—the 

comforts of home are nice. But the longing remains. The mystery, the depth, the aliveness—I 

grieve leaving it behind. If I were a better fisherman… I sometimes wonder if I’d ever leave. 

Have you ever had a moment like that? Maybe in the Cascades, or by the coast. Maybe along a 

river—or even in Hendricks Park, walking through blooming rhododendrons. 

As Oregonians, we know that beauty. And it shapes us. It awakens something in us. It’s not just 

that nature is beautiful. It’s that something sacred happens when we’re in relationship with it. 

Something that reminds us who we are. And whose we are. 

But even as we celebrate Spring… Even as the echoes of resurrection still ring in our ears… We 

also step back into a world that is groaning. 

Forests are burning. Oceans rising. Storms intensifying. Species vanishing. Climate protections 

are being dismantled. And climate refugees—human and non-human—are on the move. 

What does resurrection mean in a time like this? What does it mean to be Easter people… on a 

groaning planet? 
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Today I want to invite us into what Belden Lane calls “The Great Conversation.” A conversation 

with the more-than-human world. 

In his book by that name, Lane reminds us: Nature is not just scenery. Not just resource. Not just 

backdrop.  

Creation is a participant in God’s story. Creation speaks. Creation prays. Creation groans. 

So… let’s take a breath. Let’s name our fears. Let’s grieve what’s being lost. And let’s open our 

hearts… to what might still be born. 

Because something is unraveling. The systems of extraction, colonization, and domination that 

built our world—they’ve wounded the Earth… and distorted our faith. 

But underneath that unraveling… there is still a thread. If we listen deeply—If we remember our 

place in the web of life—Another way is possible. 

So we turn to Paul. To Romans 8. 

Paul writes: “We know that the whole creation has been groaning in labor pains until now… and 

not only the creation, but we ourselves…” 

This is Paul’s vision of salvation on a cosmic scale. Not just souls. Not just humans. But all of 

creation—swept up in the promise of redemption. 

He doesn’t minimize suffering. He names it. But he also anchors it in hope. He says: “In hope we 

were saved.” 

Hope, not as wishful thinking… but as energy. Hope as calling. Hope as sacred work. 

Robin Wall Kimmerer puts it this way: “Even a wounded world is feeding us. Even a wounded 

world holds us… giving us moments of wonder and joy. I choose joy over despair… Not because I 

have my head in the sand… but because joy is what the Earth gives me daily—and I must return 

the gift.” 

Paul’s vision stretches even farther. He imagines the Earth not as dying—but as laboring. Not 

abandoned—but yearning. 

In verse 20, he says creation was “subjected to futility.” In Greek, the word is mataiotēs—a 

layered, sorrowful word. It means vanity, emptiness, frustration, or vapor. 
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It’s the same word found in Ecclesiastes—“Vanity of vanities, all is vanity.” Mataiotēs captures 

the ache of a world out of sync with its purpose. A world misused and misunderstood. A world 

waiting to be set free. 

Paul is clear: Creation didn’t choose this. It was subjected to futility not by its own will—but 

because of the brokenness of the world. And even that futility—even that ache—is held in hope. 

That’s the turn of the Gospel. Even the groaning is not the end. It’s labor. It’s anticipation. 

Creation is giving birth.  

This is a resurrection vision. A cosmic one. The resurrection of Christ is the first fruit of a world 

being made new. The rivers… the sparrows… the glaciers… All are included in the promise. 

Belden Lane writes, “The Earth is not just the stage for salvation. It is a character in the story—a 

fellow sufferer… a fellow celebrant.” 

He draws from Indigenous wisdom, from mystics and poets, who teach us: Nature is not “it.” 

Nature is “thou.” Not object—but kin. 

Paul refuses to separate soul from soil. And so must we. 

To practice Creation Justice is to live like resurrection belongs to the whole world. Not just 

human flourishing, but planetary healing.  

Let’s linger for a moment on that word: groaning. It’s the sound of deep pain. But also, of 

longing. Paul compares it to labor pains. The Earth isn’t groaning in despair—She’s groaning in 

birth. 

We’re called to listen. To listen for the groans. In the rustling of leaves. In the desert wind. In the 

haunting silence of a forest. These are not mute landscapes. They are preachers. They are 

prophets.  

Theologian Sallie McFague once said, “The world is God’s body.” What if that’s true? What if 

melting glaciers & wildfire scars are not just environmental crises, but wounds in the very body 

of God? 

If that’s the case, then healing and justice must begin with relationship. Not just with policies or 

recycling bins or carbon offsets-- though those are important. But with reverence. With love. 

With listening.  
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We’re invited to “read the land” the way monks read Scripture—slowly, prayerfully, with deep 

attention. In that sacred reading, transformation begins.   

Victoria Loorz, in her book Church of the Wild, calls this sermos—from the Latin for 

“conversation.” A holy exchange. Not preaching about the Earth—but with the Earth. 

The forest preaches. The river testifies. The hawk on the wind proclaims truth that no sermon 

can contain. 

Resurrection is not just something we believe. It’s something we can witness. In spring blossoms. 

In fireweed. In the resilience of life after devastation. 

But we’ve interrupted the rhythm. We’ve demanded too much. We’ve forgotten how to listen. 

Lane confesses his own failures. He shares the voices that brought him back—Desert mothers, 

Indigenous elders, mystic poets. 

To join the Great Conversation is to return to our rightful place. Not as masters—But as kin. One 

voice in the choir. One thread in the web. 

So what does this mean for us-- Easter people living on a groaning Earth? 

It means resurrection is not escape. It’s engagement. 

The risen Christ still bears wounds. And so does the Earth. 

We’re called to touch those wounds. To tend them. To say like Thomas, “My Lord and my God,” 

Even as we place our hands in the side of creation. 

Creation Justice is Resurrection Justice. 

It shows up in gardens. In habitat restoration. In teaching wonder. In defending what is sacred. 

In refusing to give up. 

Because resurrection isn’t finished. 

Paul says, “We wait with patience.” Not idle patience—But active, hopeful, tending patience. 

The patience of planting trees we may never sit under. Of organizing for change we may not live 

to see. Of trusting that the Spirit is still moving… still groaning… still with us. 
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(PAUSE) 

That next morning on the Rogue, I awoke to the song of sparrows and warblers, the steady 

drum of a woodpecker deep in the forest. As I emerged from my sleeping bag, I felt the warm 

rays of the sun on my face and watched the light dancing on the water, a silvery mist rising from 

the rapids. I could smell coffee brewing and I knew it was time to gather up the boats and enter 

the flow, both the flow of the river and the flow of the great conversation. ----- 

On the cosmic scale of time, our lives in this realm are so very short. Henri Nouwen once said it’s 

almost like we have a time card, we clock in, and before we know it, it’s time to clock out. Let’s 

give thanks to God for this precious time we have, to be voices included in the conversation.  

Because the trees are speaking. The rivers remembering. The stars are singing. The stones are 

crying out. 

Will we listen? Will we join in? 

Every walk in the woods is a prayer. Every glance at the sky—an invitation to praise. Every groan 

of creation—a call to hope. 

Let us rise with Creation. 

Let us listen. Let us love. Let us repent. Let us rejoice. 

Yes, we’re living in tumultuous times. But resurrection and spring still come, even when it feels 

like the winter inside of us will never end. They come despite our exhaustion, our outrage, our 

cynicism, our hopelessness. They come declaring that it’s time for new life, whether we’re ready 

or not.  

Rev. Otis Moss III puts it this way: “We must be bringers of the light. In photosynthesis, when 

Light touches the soil, something is activated. And there is something inside each of us too, 

waiting to be awakened by that Light.” 

(PAUSE) 

Like sailors on unpredictable seas, we can’t control the wind—But we can set our sails. 

We can build our internal compass. Teach our children how to navigate the storms. 

Because the Earth is groaning. And so are we.  

But, thanks be to God—We do not groan alone. Amen. 


