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“See that brightest one?” Simon said to 
Nadia, pointing up at the night sky. 
“That’s Venus, the closest planet to 

us.” They sat on a blanket in Simon’s backyard. 
“It’s amazing,” said Nadia. “Just think—God’s 

creation goes on and on—the whole entire universe.”
“I don’t think God created it,” said Simon. “It’s  

just nature.”
“But nature had to be created by someone.” 

Simon shook his head. 
“It just happened. Stars are 
made from clouds of gas and 
dust. That’s just how it is.”

“So you think the 
whole universe—even 
people—just popped up on 
their own?” 

“Yeah, and science can explain it,” said Simon.  
He pointed again. “Did you see that? A meteor.”

Nadia said, “But Simon, science can't explain it 
all. Maybe you can explain the law of gravity, but 
can you explain why we even exist? 
People do important stuff, like  
invent things. Make families. Build 
friendships. How could we just  
be here by accident?”

Simon shrugged, “Why not?” 
Later, as she walked to her house 

across the street, Nadia thought about 
what Simon had said. He was so smart 
about science. When he moved in a 
few months ago, they became good 
friends. Nadia showed him the fun spots in town, and he 
helped her study for science class. Nadia wondered how 
he could know so much, but believe that everything just 
appeared, without the help of some greater power.

Nadia woke up the next morning with the sun 
streaming through her window (from 93 million miles 
away, Simon liked to point out). It was Simon’s 14th 
birthday, and she had invited him over to give him 
his gift. She’d been planning a big surprise.

When Simon arrived, Nadia said, “Close your 
eyes.” She led him into the dining room, then said, 
“Okay, open them. Happy birthday!”

A spectacular moving model of the solar system stood 
on the table. Simon’s mouth dropped open. At the center 
was a glowing sun, and each planet rotated like a top as it 
orbited the sun. From Saturn’s icy rings to the four largest 
moons of Jupiter, every detail was perfect. “It’s awesome!” 
Simon cried. “Where did you get it? Who made it?”   

Nadia said, “Why would you ask that? It made itself.”
“But that’s impossible!” Simon exclaimed. “Some-

one made it. Who’s the artist?”
“Really, it just appeared on its own.”
“Nadia, come on. Tell me!” They went back and 

forth until Simon got frustrated. 
“Simon,” Nadia finally said, “If it’s so easy for you to 

believe that the real planets and stars 
created themselves, why is it so hard to 
believe that this model created itself?”

Simon gazed at Nadia. Then he 
studied the model again. “Hmmm,” 
he said. “I guess I never looked at it 
that way before.”

Nadia ducked into the kitchen 
and returned with a star-studded 
cake. “This cake has a creator, too,” 
she said. “Me!” Suddenly, their 

friends came out from hiding, singing “Happy Birthday.” 
Nadia thought that just maybe, Simon would open 

his mind to the brilliant Creator Who had made  
everything possible. 

Is There 
a God?

Is There 
a God?


