The James Macpherson Report
Six Miracles Every Atheist Must Believe Before Breakfast

Confessions of a Man Who Lacks the Faith to Be an Atheist
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| admire atheists. Truly.
To be an atheist takes a level of faith | could never muster.

While Christians are mocked for believing in miracles, atheists believe in six far greater
ones - and all before breakfast.

Let’s start with the first article of atheist faith ...
... that something came from nothing.
Apparently, before there was a “bang,” there wasn’t even a “banger.”

The universe just popped into existence, like a cosmic rabbit out of a hat - except there
was no magician, no hat, and no audience.

“It just happened,” they say, as though that explains it.
If I told you your car assembled itself overnight in the driveway, you’d call me insane.
Butif | add a billion years and call it cosmology, suddenly I’'m a man of science.

Next, we’re told order came from chaos.
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Picture a hurricane sweeping through a junkyard and leaving behind a fully functional
iPhone - with your playlist already synced.

That’s essentially the atheist origin story.

Out of random explosions and cosmic dust came galaxies spinning in perfect harmony,
atoms obeying laws they didn’t write, and a universe so fine-tuned it makes Swiss
watches look like Play-Doh.

But sure, no design here, folks, just happy accidents.
Then comes the third article of faith: that life came from non-life.
The atheist catechism begins: “In the beginning was the puddle.”

Lightning struck, chemicals mingled, and voila - your great-great-great-grandfather was
soup.

Somehow, a lifeless blob decided, “I shall self-replicate,” and got to work without a
brain, a plan, or a lunch break.

If that’s not a miracle, | don’t know what is.

Christians believe God breathed life into dust. Atheists believe dust sneezed itself
awake.

The fourth belief is that consciousness came from matter.

According to the creed, a collection of atoms, entirely devoid of awareness, woke up
one day and said, “l think, therefore | am.”

Never mind that the atoms had no “I” and no “think.”
It’s like believing a rock could one day dream it’s a philosopher.

But atheists assure us that with enough time and pressure, stardust can not only form
brains, it can start to wonder why it exists.

Then there’s the fifth leap of faith: that reason came from non-reason.

Atheists insist that your mind - the one asking these questions - is the product of blind,
unguided evolution.

So the very brain you use to doubt God is supposedly cobbled together by processes
that didn’t care about truth, only survival.

Which means, if atheism is true, you can’t actually trust your own reasoning for
believing it’s true.

It’s like writing a book about how words have no meaning and then expecting applause.



Finally, the grandest miracle of all: that morality came from matter.

Rocks and chemicals, left alone long enough, somehow developed opinions about good
and evil.

The same cosmos that produced mosquitoes and murderers also decided murder was
wrong - and kindness, somehow, right.

That’s quite a moral awakening for a pile of carbon atoms.

Without God, morality is just personal taste ... like preferring chocolate over vanilla.
And yet, atheists accuse me of believing fairy tales.

| simply don’t have enough faith to be an atheist.

To believe everything came from nothing, order from chaos, life from lifelessness, and
morality from molecules — that’s not logic, that’s a liturgy. It’s the Church of the
godless, complete with high priests in lab coats and hymns to randomness.

I’lL take my miracles with a Maker, thanks. After all, if faith is required, I’'d rather put mine
in Someone than in nothing.



