
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Dear Friends: 

In case you hadn't noticed, spring has sprung. And what a joy these past several weeks have been as 
we've witnessed the trees blossoming and budding, as well as the beautiful daffodils in bloom. Of 
course, I also recognize that with the coming of spring, many have to endure the scourge of pollen. But 
isn't that the way we typically experience life? Each day brings new challenges ... sometimes joyful ... 
sometimes not so much. But that's why we can rejoice that whatever life throws at us, we have the One 
who won the victory over life and death, and the indwelling Holy Spirit assures us that we are 
"overcomers" in Christ if we allow His control. 

Someone who discovered "victory" in Christ several years ago, is one of the most influential and 
leading geneticists in the world today. His name is Francis Collins, and he has been the longtime 
leader of the Human Genome Project. Collins grew up an agnostic, then became a committed atheist 
while getting his Ph.D. in chemistry. As a medical geneticist he helped discover the genetic 
misspellings that cause cystic fibrosis, Huntington's disease, and sickle cell anemia. In a recent 
segment of 60 Minutes, he was featured as someone who may be on the verge of identifying "cures" for 
hundreds of diseases.  

In 2006, Francis Collins wrote his bestselling book, The Language of God, in which he shared this 
remarkable testimony:  

" ... for me, the crucifixion and resurrection (of Christ) also provided something else. My desire 
to draw close to God was blocked by my own pride and sinfulness, which in turn was an 
inevitable consequence of my own selfish desire to be in control. Faithfulness to God required a 
kind of death of self-will, in order to be reborn as a new creation. But how could I achieve such 
a thing?  

Before I became a believer in God, this kind of logic seemed like utter nonsense. Now the   
crucifixion and resurrection emerged as the compelling solution to the gap that yawned 
between God and myself, a gap that could now be bridged by the person of Jesus Christ.  

So I became convinced that God's arrival on earth in the person of Jesus Christ could serve a 
divine purpose. But did this mesh with history? The scientist in me refused to go any further 
along this path toward Christian belief, no matter how appealing, if the biblical writings about 
Christ turned out to be a myth or, worse yet, a hoax.  

I had to make a choice. A full year had passed since I decided to believe in some sort of God, and 
now I was being called to account. On a beautiful fall day, as I was hiking in the Cascade 
Mountains during my first trip west of the Mississippi, the majesty and beauty of God's 
creation overwhelmed my resistance. As I rounded a corner and saw a beautiful and 
unexpected frozen waterfall, hundreds of feet high, I knew the search was over. The next 
morning, I knelt in the dewy grass as the sun rose and surrendered to Jesus Christ."  

What an amazing story, and yet one that reflects the truth of Easter: 

HE IS RISEN! ... HE IS RISEN INDEED! 

Yours for reaching the marketplace.  

Carl 


