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To Wayne Reimer,

my brother-in-law, my friend,

and a man whose life quietly preached a sermon of faith, kindness, and strength.

Though his earthly journey has ended, his footsteps have not faded—they have simply crossed into the glory he always believed was waiting for him. In his laughter, we found joy. In his steady courage, we found strength. In his unwavering love for family and his quiet trust in God, we found an example of a life well lived.

Wayne did not leave this world in darkness—

He stepped into the light he spent his whole life walking toward.

This book is dedicated to his memory and to the legacy of faith he leaves behind. Until we meet again in that place where tears are no more, I honor him with these pages, grateful for the time we were given, and comforted by the promise that love is not lost—only transformed into eternity.



Author’s Word -Why This Story Must Be Told Now

There are moments in life when a simple phrase reaches out, takes hold of your heart, and refuses to let go. For me, that phrase was one I had heard since childhood—printed on bracelets, spoken in church services, painted on youth ministry walls: 

What would Jesus do?

Yet despite its familiarity, it never struck me with the force it did the day I looked around our modern world—our politics, our churches, our schools, our divided neighborhoods, our divided country—and wondered, What if we honestly asked that question...and meant it?

This novel began with a burden. Not a burden of sorrow, but of awakening. A burden to write a story not merely read and forgotten, but felt, wrestled with, and remembered long after the final page is turned. 

It’s a story that reaches into the ordinary rhythms of modern life—careers, relationships, ambition, comfort—and dares to ask: 

What happens when everyday people take the teaching of Christ seriously in a time when faith has become casual, cultural, and convenient?

We live in an age of instant answers and shallow convictions. Words like forgiveness, justice, mercy, and truth have been politicized to the point that they barely resemble what Jesus spoke of in Scripture. And yet, somewhere deep within countless hearts, there is still a whisper—a longing to know what it truly means to follow Christ, not as a symbol, not as an idea, but as a living Savior who calls us to walk IN HIS STEPS, even when the path is hard.

I wanted to set this story in the town I know best—Georgetown, Texas. A place rich with history, community, and faith. A place where people greet you at the nearby HEB grocery store and wave as you pass on the road. A place where church bells still ring on Sunday morning. But like every town in America, beneath the warm exterior lies a quiet divide. People struggling with fear, with loss, with moral compromise. Dreams rising and crumbling. Families laughing in one home while weeping in another. And in this setting, I imagined a single moment—one act of courage, one desperate plea—that would ripple through the town like a stone thrown into still water.

This story is not about perfection. It is about transformation. It is about ordinary people—teachers, business leaders, athletes, musicians, pastors, students—who make a single promise that alters the trajectory of their lives:

“Before I speak, before I act, before I choose—I will ask: What would Jesus do if He were standing right here and now in my place?”

That question will cost them. It will challenge them. It will heal and divide, break and restore. It will lead to loss of reputation, friendships, jobs, and even dreams. But it will also lead to miracles. Not the kind that part seas or still storms, but the quiet kind that change hearts, save marriages, feed the hungry, and revive a town that didn’t know it was dying.

This is not a story about angels descending from clouds or thunder rolling from the sky. It is about Jesus Christ walking, once again, into the streets of a modern-day American town—through the lives of those who choose to follow Him completely. Not in theory. In truth. In daily sacrifice.

I did not write this book to preach at you. I wrote it to walk with you. To ask the questions we all ask in the dark of night. Does following Christ still matter in a world so changed since He walked the earth? Is it possible, today, to live a life wholly surrendered to Him and still survive in a society that rewards the opposite? Can love still conquer power? Can truth still confront corruption? Can forgiveness still dismantle hatred?

I believe the answer is yes. And this novel is my invitation for you to experience that answer through the lives of characters who could be your neighbors, your friends, or perhaps even yourself.

My hope is that as you read these pages, you will not simply observe their journey—but feel called into your own.

For we are not just readers of history.

We are makers of it.

And every great change begins with one step.

Now, let us take it together.

—Sidney St. James

Introduction – The Question That Would Not Let Them Go 

It began on an ordinary Sunday morning in Georgetown, Texas—the kind of morning where sunlight spilled across red brick sidewalks and the bells of Grace River Community Church rang loud enough to be heard across the courthouse square. Families filled the streets, children in freshly ironed clothes raced up the steps, and conversations drifted over coffee cups and hymnals. Inside the sanctuary, people settled into their usual seats, confident in the comfort of familiar faces, familiar songs, and predictable sermons that spoke of faith as something warm and reassuring.

No one expected their lives to change. Not one person sitting in those plush maroon pews imagined that the comfortable rhythm of their faith—so carefully maintained, so rarely challenged—was about to be completely interrupted.

Pastor Michael Aden stood behind the pulpit that morning with a prepared sermon neatly typed in his notes. But as he looked out at his congregation—businessmen in tailored suits, young mothers juggling toddlers, retirees with hands folded neatly in their laps—he felt something he could not ignore. A heaviness in his spirit, a whisper he could not quiet. His hands trembled, just slightly, as he closed his Bible and stepped away from the sermon he had planned.

And then, the unimaginable happened.

The sanctuary doors creaked open, and every head turned. A stranger—disheveled, exhausted, his clothes stained by life on the streets—stepped inside. He paused in the aisle, clutching the back of a pew for balance. His eyes, though weary, were clear... searching. He apologized softly for the interruption, but his voice carried through the silence like a bell.

“I don’t mean to cause a scene,” he said, “but I’ve been walking for days. I’ve passed churches, seen ‘All Are Welcome’ signs, and heard sermons online about loving your neighbor. But I have to ask... if Jesus were here today—living in this town, walking these same streets—would He live the same way we do? Or... would He do something different?”

A ripple moved across the room—discomfort, confusion, curiosity. No one spoke. The man took a breath, his voice trembling as he continued.

“I’m not here for money. I’m here because I used to believe. But I can’t tell anymore if what we call faith is real, or just something we talk about until it costs us something.” He looked around the sanctuary, eyes wet but fearless. “Before I leave, I just want to know... if I followed Jesus with everything I am—what would I do next? What would you do?”

And with those words, everything changed.

Some people looked away. Some shifted uneasily. And in that moment of divine interruption, hearts that had slept for years awakened.

Pastor Aden stepped forward without thinking, compelled not by duty, but by conviction. He helped the man to the front and invited him to speak. The stranger’s story was not polished. It was raw, jagged with disappointment and doubt. But it was real—and it broke through the silence like a trumpet call.

When he finished, an undeniable stillness fell over the room. Not the silence of routine, but the silence of reckoning.

Pastor Aden knew he could not return to life as usual. Neither could anyone in that sanctuary. Something had begun that morning—something that would ignite a fire through the heart of Georgetown. A fire of compassion, sacrifice, and true discipleship. A fire that would divide some and awaken others.

That day, a vow was spoken. A vow that would tie the fate of 21 people together in a journey of faith unlike anything they had ever known.

“For the next year,” the pastor declared, voice steady and sure, “before we make any decision—large or small—we will ask one question:

What would Jesus do if He were living our lives, in our town, right now?”

No one understood yet what that promise would cost.

But heaven was already listening.

And the first step had been taken!
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Chapter 1:  A Stranger Walks Through the Doors
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Sunlight poured over Georgetown’s courthouse square and slid across the brick streets like a blessing. Grace River Community Church rang its bells, and families drifted up the limestone steps with coffee cups and easy smiles. Greeters held the glass doors and offered bulletins. The sanctuary lights glowed warmly. Acoustic guitars hummed through last-minute tuning while the drum kit waited, poised and still.

Pastor Michael Aden moved down the center aisle and greeted a retired teacher in the second row. He squeezed her hand, thanked her for the pecan pie she left on his porch, and checked the clock above the sound booth. His sermon notes rested on the pulpit in a neat stack. He had shaped those pages with care. He trusted the outline. He believed the verses. He still felt a new pressure in his chest, pushing against the careful plan. 

He tried to breathe through it and met the gaze of a young dad bouncing a baby on his shoulder. The baby grinned. Michael grinned back and climbed the steps to the platform.

The band lifted the last chorus of “Great Are You Lord,” and the congregation sang with the kind of volume that comes when voices rise and merge into something bigger than one person can hold. The final chord hung above them like a question. People settled into their seats. Bulletins rustled. The ushers stood in their lanes like sentries. Michael stepped to the pulpit and set both hands on the edges to steady his focus.

“Good morning,” he said. “God brought you here with a purpose today.”

The rear doors opened with a soft groan. Heads turned. A man stood in the doorway, thin and stiff, as if the heat outside had hardened him. Sweat darkened the collar of his faded shirt. An old Army field cap shadowed his eyes. He took one step into the aisle, braced a hand on the end of a pew, and swallowed as if he needed to learn how to do it again.

An usher moved on instinct. Michael lifted a hand. “It’s alright,” he said. “Sir, come forward if you can.”

The man nodded and walked with measured caution. His boots made no sound on the carpet. The congregation watched with a silence that felt sharper than quiet. He reached the front row and steadied himself on the rail. He looked at Michael, then at the people who filled the room—families, students, retirees, business owners, a nurse in scrubs who had rushed from a night shift. His voice came out rough from thirst, yet clear.

“My name is Daniel,” he said. “Daniel Raines.”

Michael stepped down two steps and met him at the aisle. “I’m Michael,” he said. “I’m glad you’re here.”

Daniel glanced at the cap in his hand and squeezed the brim. “I served two tours. I came home and lost my way. I don’t want to hide that. I walked from Austin over three days because I heard your church helps people. I saw your sign that says ‘All Are Welcome.’ I believed the sign.” He looked toward the back, then back to the front. “I hope I believed right.”

A quiet murmur drifted through the room and faded. Michael felt the pressure in his chest shift. It no longer pressed against him; it pulled him forward.

“What do you need today, Daniel?” he asked.

“I need truth,” Daniel said. “I heard a thousand sermons online while I tried to sleep under bridges. I heard ‘Jesus loves you’ from kind people at gas stations. I thanked them. I also wondered what that love looks like when the sun goes down and you have no door to lock.” He lifted his eyes and met Michael’s gaze without flinching. “If Jesus walked through this town today—your town—what would He do first? That’s my question. I don’t want money. I want a path I can step on and not fall through.”

Nobody coughed. Nobody slid a phone from a pocket. The room held the question like a fragile glass that no one wanted to drop.

“Would you tell us your story?” Michael asked.

“I can,” Daniel said, “if I can speak from here.” He held the rail with both hands and drew a careful breath. “I believed once. I sang in youth group. I married young and made promises I did not keep. I drank when nightmares took my rest. I drank when daylight took my nerve. I fought men who looked like my enemies and felt ashamed when I saw their eyes. I tried rehab twice. I ran twice. Last week, a lady at a bus stop gave me a granola bar and a bottle of water and said, ‘Jesus loves you, honey.’ I said thank you, and I meant it. I also felt angry at myself because I could not figure out what to do with those words. Love needs a shape. So I walked. I passed four churches yesterday, but could not open any of their doors. I opened yours because I ran out of excuses.”

He stopped for a moment and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “If Jesus stood where you stand, Pastor, what would He do with me right now?”

Michael felt the question ring through him like a bell. He looked out at his people and saw faces he had known for years. He saw worry, hope, hunger, pride, tenderness, and fear. He saw hands folded tight. He saw hands open. He saw a middle-school boy lean forward, both elbows on his knees, and a police lieutenant sit up straighter in the aisle, his jaw set.

“I think He would draw near,” Michael said. He turned to Daniel. “I think He would invite us to draw near with Him.” He handed Daniel a bottle of water that the worship leader had passed down without a word. “Drink, brother.”

Daniel drank. His shoulders eased a fraction. He nodded. “Thank you.”

Michael climbed one step and turned to the congregation again. His notes waited on the pulpit like a boat built for a different river. He slid the binder aside. He looked up, and every face met his.

“Church,” he said, “we just heard the right question. We also need the right response.” He glanced at Daniel and then back to the room. “I can preach the sermon I prepared, or we can answer the question we heard. I believe God wants us to answer the question.”

A young woman with auburn hair in the fifth row lifted a hand to her mouth. A man in a navy blazer near the back lowered his head and stared at his shoes. A college student in a baseball cap held his breath.

Michael moved down one more step so the pulpit no longer separated him from them. “You know the phrase. Many of us wore it on our wrists and pinned it to our bumpers. We turned it into a slogan. We can turn it back into a life.”

He held his hand open as if he were weighing something invisible. “Before we act, before we speak, before we buy or sell, before we hire or fire, before we post or vote or plan, we can ask one question: ‘What would Jesus do if He lived our lives in Georgetown, Texas—today?’” He let the words settle. “We can make that question our practice, not our decoration.”

Daniel watched him with a stillness that felt like reverence and vigilance at once. Michael felt the pull to take on a grand challenge. He also felt a different pull—to start small, honest, and present.

“Daniel,” he said, “I want you to sit with me in the front row for a moment and breathe. Then I want you to join us for dinner after the service. We set out food in the fellowship hall. We do that every week. Today we mean it with new hearts. After we eat, anyone who wants to respond to this question with action can meet at the whiteboard by the stage. We will write names beside real needs and start real work this week.”

Daniel blinked as if he needed to clear grit from his eyes. He nodded and slid onto the end of the front pew. He set the cap on his knee. He held the water with both hands, like someone who does not yet trust the gift but wants it.

Michael faced the congregation again and saw a familiar face standing. The woman’s voice trembled, but her eyes held steady.

“My name is Rebecca Lawson,” she said. “I sing for a living. My label sent me a song that treats women like props. I stayed quiet because I enjoy applause. If I ask that question you asked, I cannot sing that song. I will say no tomorrow.”

A soft gasp passed from row to row like wind through tall grass. Rebecca sat and stared ahead as if she had fixed her gaze on a horizon no one else could see.

A man in a navy blazer stood next and spoke with the clipped cadence of a newsroom. “Ethan Cole. I edit the Williamson County Chronicle. We trim stories to keep advertisers calm. I feel sick every time I do it. If I ask that question, I stop trimming and start telling the truth. We may lose revenue. We keep our honor.”

He sat. His wife reached for his hand and gripped it.

A police lieutenant on the aisle stood and smoothed the front of his uniform. “Caleb Stone, Georgetown PD. I supervise patrol on nights. I follow the policy. I can follow Christ while I follow policy. I will meet complaints with humility and resolve. I will hold my officers accountable and defend them when they act with integrity. I will not choose convenience over justice.”

He sat and stared straight ahead, unblinking.

An older man with a silver beard rose near the middle. He removed a hard hat he had carried in by habit. “Javier Morales. I build and I buy. My company plans to clear a row of duplexes next month. The spreadsheet praises that plan. The faces do not. If I ask the question, I meet those families and design a way for them to remain or move with dignity. I will not pave over the poor.”

He sat. He exhaled like a man who set down a stone.

A student near the front stood and tucked her hair behind her ear, her hands trembling and still refusing to hide. “Madison Grant. I run a channel with more followers than I deserve. I sell attention for money. I will stop lying about what gives life and start telling the truth about what does not. I will lose sponsors. I will breathe again.”

She sat and wiped a tear and gave a small, embarrassed laugh at herself, then pressed her lips together and nodded once.

The room changed. It did not grow louder or brighter. It grew clearer. People stood in ones and twos and spoke sentences that sounded like confessions and commitments at the same time.

A nurse said, “I will treat every patient like a neighbor. I will pray for them by name.”

A contractor said, “I will fix three roofs for free this fall.”

A teacher said, “I will visit the quiet kid’s desk first every morning.”

A teenager said, “I will apologize to my dad today.”

Michael listened and felt a fierce gratitude. He also felt fear try to slip in through a side door of his mind, with warnings about budgets, departures, and angry emails. He closed that door and turned the bolt.

“Church,” he said, “we start with lunch and names. Then we build teams around real needs. We will set a night this week for planning. We will make a calendar. We will give quietly and serve consistently. We will measure our steps by love and truth.”

He bowed his head and prayed without florid phrases. “Lord Jesus, teach us. Lead our minds. Fill our hands. Give us courage when obedience costs us. Give us joy when obedience costs us. Make Your love visible in this town. Amen.”

The band offered a soft hymn while ushers moved with baskets. People gave quickly and without the usual glances. The benediction followed with words that sounded new because hearts had shifted. Traffic resumed. Children tugged sleeves. The congregation flowed toward the doors, with a centering energy that drew them toward the fellowship hall.

Michael stayed near the front and watched people gather around Daniel without spectacle. Rebecca stepped forward and handed him a card. “My friend runs a recovery center,” she said. “He tells the truth and does not quit.” Daniel took the card and nodded.

Ethan walked up and held out a folded voucher. “A week at the motel on Leander,” he said. “No strings. If you want to talk after that week, call me.” Daniel accepted the paper with a careful grip and a quiet, “Thank you.”

Caleb lifted two fingers. “I can drive you there after lunch,” he said. “I work nights. I can pick you up for our planning meeting on Wednesday.”

Javier approached and slid a napkin across the rail with his number written in block letters. “Tuesday at noon,” he said. “You tell me what work looks like to you. I will listen.”

Daniel looked from face to face as if he needed to confirm that none of them would vanish like mirages. He set the voucher in his pocket, tucked the card into his cap, and closed his hand around the napkin. “I don’t know how to take all this,” he said.

“You don’t take it alone,” Michael said.

They walked together to the fellowship hall. Fluorescents hummed above folding tables. Volunteers arranged the barbecue with the efficient joy of people who know how to feed a crowd. Children raced between chairs. The air smelled like smoke, sweet tea, and yeast rolls. Rebecca poured lemonade and slid a cup to Daniel. He drank and sighed like a man who reached a river after a long road.

Michael stood near the stage and watched names fill sign-up boards that someone had rolled from a closet and propped on easels. Meals. Housing. Job Connections. Legal Aid. Tutoring. Family Support. Someone added Prayer & Visitation and wrote their own name first to break the ice.

Madison approached with her phone in her hand and her eyes on Michael’s face. “Do you want publicity or privacy?” she asked.

“Tell the truth,” he said. “Show the work, not the faces, unless people want to tell their own stories. Lead with dignity and hope.”

“I can do that,” she said. “I want to do that.”

Ethan joined them and pointed at the boards. “We need a calendar,” he said. “And we need an account for gifts and a ledger people can see.”

“I will cover the first month of a needs fund,” Javier said as he stepped up beside them. “Quietly. No plaques. No speeches.”

Caleb flipped open a small notebook. “I can coordinate safety when we deliver aid,” he said. “People trust consistency. Boundaries protect the vulnerable and the volunteers.”

Michael nodded. “We lead with mercy and anchor with wisdom.”

He turned and found Daniel at a table with a plate heaped with brisket and potato salad. Daniel ate with focus, then paused and let out a half-laugh that sounded rusty. “Grace tastes like brisket,” he said.

“It does today,” Rebecca said.

Michael heard his phone buzz. His wife sent a message. I’m praying. I made extra cornbread for Wednesday. He smiled and typed back, We started something. I love you. He slid the phone away and looked around the room again.

He met eyes he had known for decades and saw a different light in them. He saw people draw close to one another and speak with intention. He saw strangers trade phone numbers and form teams. He saw a mother with a stroller pass a gift card to a man who guarded his pride, then accepted it with a nod that seemed like courage.

He watched Daniel finish the meal and stand, with the slow care of someone who has learned to rise without drawing attention. Ethan jingled his keys and gestured toward the door. Caleb held it open. Javier tapped his watch and pointed to Tuesday. Rebecca tucked the counselor’s card deeper into Daniel’s cap with a gentle thumb so it would not slip out.

Daniel paused and looked back at the boards, the barbecue trays, the kids underfoot, and the volunteers with dishcloths slung over their shoulders. “See you Wednesday,” he said.

“See you Wednesday,” they answered.

Michael followed them into the sunlight. Heat shimmered above the parking lot. The square buzzed with Sunday traffic and slow walkers. Ethan’s truck chirped when he unlocked it. Daniel climbed in and leaned his head against the seat with a long breath that sounded like relief and terror braided together.

Michael stepped back and watched the truck pull away. He no longer felt the old pressure in his chest. He felt a steady insistence that pointed forward. He lifted his face to the bright Texas sky and spoke out loud to the God who heard him on mornings when he doubted his voice and on mornings when he trusted it.

“Lord,” he said, “we took the first step. Keep us walking.”

Evening settled over Georgetown with a slow, molten glow. The sun hung low behind the old clock tower, painting the courthouse dome in gold. At Grace River Church, the parking lot had long emptied, leaving only Pastor Michael Aden’s dusty Ford still parked beneath the oak tree. He sat behind the wheel, his Bible on the passenger seat, the pages marked by a single folded note from his sermon outline—a sermon he never preached. The paper now felt like a remnant from another life.

He rested his head against the seatback and whispered, “Lord, what have You started?”

He could still hear Daniel’s voice in his head, raw and trembling. If Jesus stood where you stand, Pastor, what would He do with me? The question refused to fade. It pulsed in his mind like a heartbeat.

He thought about the faces that had risen to speak—Rebecca, Ethan, Caleb, Javier, Madison—each one promising to change something tangible. In twenty years of preaching, he had never seen faith come alive so fast, so visibly. And yet, beneath that glow of spiritual renewal, a shadow crept in—questions he couldn’t yet answer.

Would the excitement last beyond the emotion of the moment? Would his people keep their vows when obedience became costly? Would he?

He turned the ignition key but didn’t start the engine. Through the windshield, the Texas sky deepened from gold to indigo, and a single star blinked awake above the horizon. His phone buzzed on the seat beside him. A text message flashed from an unknown number:

You’ve opened a door you can’t close. Be careful what follows you through it.

No name. No number. Just those words.

Michael’s stomach turned. He read it again and then once more, searching for any sign of who had sent it. None. He deleted it, but couldn’t delete the unease. A door had opened. He just hadn’t expected darkness to notice so quickly.

He whispered, “Thy will be done,” then finally turned the key and drove home.

At the edge of town, Rebecca Lawson sat in her apartment above the coffee shop where she’d written her first songs years earlier. Her guitar rested on her lap, the wood smooth beneath her fingers. The city lights below flickered like candles. The open email from her record label glared on the screen beside her bed.

Rebecca—

We got your message. You’ll need to reconsider. You’re under contract. You don’t break it; you deliver.

—Jay

She stared at the words until they blurred. The choice she made that morning—the vow—suddenly didn’t feel noble. It felt reckless. She had rent due, a tour lined up, and a mother who’d spent her savings helping her chase this dream. Now she’d thrown it all away for a conviction that might not even make sense tomorrow.

Still, she couldn’t go back.

She strummed softly, the melody forming before the lyrics. Her voice cracked but steadied on the second line.

If He walked these roads of dust and light,

would He still love what we’ve made right?

Would He trade His crown for comfort here?

Or call us out into the clear?

Tears fell before the final chord faded. The song wasn’t finished, but she already knew its title: “The Question.”

She closed her laptop, wiped her eyes, and whispered, “Whatever this costs, it’s His now.”

Downstairs, the coffee shop owner locked up and turned off the lights. The night pressed close, still and holy.

Across town, Ethan Cole sat at his desk in the Williamson County Chronicle. His computer screen glowed with the headline he had published hours earlier—the story about the Morales properties. The article had already drawn fire. A dozen emails waited in his inbox, several from advertisers threatening to pull out, one from the mayor’s office demanding clarification, and another from a PR representative of Morales Development accusing him of “reckless journalism.”

Ethan leaned back, rubbing his temples. The office smelled faintly of ink, coffee, and fear. He’d been the kind of journalist who played it safe—never too brave, never too bold, just consistent enough to keep the paper alive. But now, for the first time in years, he felt alive too.

His assistant, Chloe, poked her head in. “Ethan, the phones haven’t stopped ringing. Some people are furious. Others want copies of the paper for their Bible study groups. You just went viral.”

“Viral?” he asked, half amused, half horrified.

“Someone posted the article on social media with the caption, ‘Faith in Action—It’s Starting in Georgetown.’”

He blinked. “That’s... unexpected.”

“Yeah,” she said, smiling faintly. “Also, the Morales family’s lawyer just called. They want a meeting.”

“Tomorrow morning,” Ethan said. “At the office.”

“You sure?” she asked. “They don’t sound happy.”

He looked her dead in the eye. “Neither does the truth, sometimes.”

On the opposite side of town, Javier Morales sat alone at his dining table, the printed copy of Ethan’s article spread before him. The words stung—not because they were false, but because they were true. He had spent years building his empire, telling himself he was creating jobs, improving neighborhoods. Now the mirror stared back in newsprint, and he saw greed dressed as ambition.

He poured a glass of whiskey but didn’t drink it. The amber liquid caught the reflection of the small wooden cross his grandmother had left him when she died—a cross carved by hand, darkened with age and prayer. He hadn’t touched it in years.

He reached for it now, holding it tightly in his palm until the edges bit into his skin. “What would You do, Jesus?” he whispered. “What would You do with a man like me?”

The question cut deep and lingered long after the lights went out.

Lieutenant Caleb Stone parked his patrol car outside his house near San Gabriel Park and watched the porch light flicker. His wife, Nicole, was waiting by the window. She smiled when she saw him, then frowned when she saw the look on his face.

“You okay?” she asked as he stepped inside.

Caleb hung his badge on the rack by the door and sat on the couch, elbows on his knees. “We made a vow today.”

“I heard,” she said softly. “The livestreams are all over Facebook. People are calling it ‘The Georgetown Promise.’”

He sighed. “It won’t all be applause, Nic. Some of the guys already think I’ve lost it. Said I’m turning the department into a church group.”

She sat beside him and took his hand. “Maybe it needs one.”

He looked at her, his jaw tight. “You believe this will make a difference?”

“I believe obedience always does,” she said. “Even if the difference starts small.”

Caleb kissed her forehead and whispered, “Then I guess we’ll start small.”

Outside, thunder rumbled in the distance, low and steady, as if the heavens themselves approved.

That night, long after the lights in Georgetown dimmed, Daniel Raines lay on a motel bed with clean sheets and a full stomach for the first time in weeks. The air conditioner hummed. On the nightstand sat the bottle of water Rebecca had given him, half empty. He couldn’t sleep. His mind kept replaying everything—the pastor’s words, the kindness of strangers, the promise of something real.
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