The Choice at Cedar Ridge inspired by Joshua 24:18-27

The small town of Cedar Ridge had changed a lot over the years. New businesses had opened, old traditions
had faded, and many people seemed too busy to think about faith anymore.

At the center of town stood a community youth center directed by a man named Raymond. He was known for
helping struggling families, mentoring teenagers, and organizing projects that brought people together. Yet
what people respected most was that Raymond's faith was not just something he talked about on Sundays
because he lived it every day.

One evening, Raymond invited several volunteers to the youth center after they completed a neighborhood
cleanup project.

Among them were Flint, a talented businessman who often relied on his own guitar playing abilities to help
close deals; April, a school counselor known for her ability to play the piano but uncertain about her faith; and
Pearl, a retired nurse whose trust in God had strengthened through many difficult seasons.

As the sun began to set, they gathered around a large wooden table.

Raymond smiled. "Today we cleaned parks, painted homes, and helped families. I'm grateful for every one of

you.

Flint leaned back in his chair. "It was a good day, but honestly, Raymond, sometimes I wonder if faith really
matters anymore because people seem to get by just fine without it."

April nodded thoughtfully. "I've had that question too because life gets complicated."

Pearl quietly folded her hands. "And yet, God has carried me through things no amount of money or planning
could fix."

Raymond looked at each of them before speaking.

"Years ago, when this center was only an empty building, we prayed and trusted God. We had almost nothing.
But God provided volunteers, resources, and opportunities. Every step of the way, God opened doors."



The room grew quiet.
Flint crossed his arms. "Sure, but people worked hard too."

"They did," Raymond replied. "But where did the strength come from? Where did the opportunities come
from? We can't forget the One who brought us this far."

April stared out the window for a moment.
"So what are you saying?" she asked.

Raymond stood and walked to the corner of the room where a large stone from the original foundation of the
building rested on a display stand.

"I'm saying every generation reaches a moment when it must decide what matters most."
He gently placed his hand on the stone.

"Our town serves many things... success... money... popularity... comfort. Those things demand our attention
every day."

Flint chuckled. "You're making it sound like those are idols."
Raymond smiled.

"Anything that takes God's place in our hearts becomes an idol."
Nobody spoke.

Then Raymond continued.

"For me, the choice is settled. As for me and my household, we will serve the Lord."
The words hung in the room.

Pearl smiled warmly.



"That's my choice too," she said. "God has been faithful to me through sickness, loss, and every challenge."
April looked down at the table.

"I've been trying to stand in the middle," she admitted. "I believe, but I've never fully committed. Maybe I've
been afraid."

Raymond nodded.

"Faith isn't about perfection, but it's about surrender."

Flint looked around the room.

"You really believe God expects that kind of commitment?"

"I do," Raymond answered. "Because God has already given us God’s commitment. God never abandons us."
The room became silent again.

Finally, April took a deep breath.

"Then I don't want to stay undecided anymore. I choose to trust God."

Pearl's eyes filled with happy tears.

Flint stared at the old foundation stone.

After several moments, he spoke softly.

"I've spent my whole life trusting myself, and maybe that's why I always feel like I'm carrying everything
alone."

Raymond placed a hand on his shoulder.

"You don't have to carry it alone."

Flint slowly nodded.

"Then I'm choosing too. I want God to lead my life."

A smile spread across Raymond's face.

"Today is a good day."



He pointed toward the stone in the corner.

"Do you see that foundation stone? When this building was constructed, it witnessed the beginning of this
ministry. From now on, let it remind us of the commitments we've made tonight."

April laughed softly.

"A stone as a witness?"

Raymond grinned.

"Exactly. Every time we see it, we'll remember this conversation."
Pearl stood and touched the stone.

"Then let it remind us that God has been faithful."

"And that we chose to follow God," Flint added.

The four friends gathered in a circle and prayed together.

Years later, whenever volunteers entered the youth center, they would notice the old stone and ask about its
significance.

Raymond would smile and tell them the story.

"It reminds us that faith is not just something we say... it's a choice we make every day... God has been
faithful to us, and we choose to serve God."

And just as Joshua had challenged God's people long ago, the people of Cedar Ridge continued to remember
that every generation must decide whom they will serve.



