
What Would Jesus Do? 
A Story for Children 

 The moment Joshua’s eyes opened that dark winter morning, he felt 
something was wrong—but he wasn’t sure what. Slowly, his eyes adjusted to 
the dim light beginning to brighten his small bedroom. He reached over for 
the button that lit up his alarm clock so he could see the time—and suddenly 
a groan of pain escaped his lips at the sharp movement to his shoulder. Now 
he remembered. With a weary sigh, he collapsed back down onto his pillow. 
 That’s right—how could he have forgotten? He had broken his left arm 
yesterday evening, right below the shoulder. He and his parents had been at 
the emergency room till nearly midnight. Now a stiff cast was wrapped 
around his whole upper left arm and shoulder, which was supposed to remind 
him not to move it. He still winced at the memory of how much it had hurt 
when the doctor forced his arm to bend straight again before he could fasten 
the cast snugly around it. 
 He tried to lie still, hoping the pain would ease away, but it did not. 
Tears burned in his eyes, but he quickly wiped them away. A boy of twelve 
should not cry. He was a young man now, and he should be able to handle 
this. After all, hadn’t the doctor told him last night to be strong and brave, and 
bear it as patiently as possible? But it was so hard when he couldn’t even 
move his hand or wiggle his fingers without his whole arm aching up to his 
shoulder! 
 Six weeks of this, he thought with an inward sigh. How can I possibly 
bear it? 
 As the morning sunshine gradually lit up the window, his mind took 
him back to the events of yesterday evening. It hadn’t even been his fault. 
The doctor said most boys his age who broke their arm had been playing 
sports, wrestling, or doing something else wild or foolish with their friends. 
But Joshua had only been outside in the front yard, pushing his little brothers 
on the swing set. Come to think of it, he hadn’t even really wanted to go 
outside! He had planned to read his book until bedtime as soon as family 
Bible time was over. But eight-year-old Samuel and six-year-old David had 
run up to him so full of excitement, begging breathlessly, “Joshua, will you 



take us outside to play on the playground till bedtime?” For a moment, 
Joshua had hesitated… he glanced outside at the dusky sky, and thought how 
cozy it was indoors… but then he thought to ask himself what Jesus would 
do. And Jesus would be kind to His little brothers—He would lay aside His 
own desires to care for somebody else. Joshua was sure of that. So, with a 
kind, big-brotherly smile, he had set down his book and said cheerfully, 
“Sure, boys, I’d be happy to. Let’s go!” 
 He still remembered Mom’s voice floating behind them as they headed 
for the door: “Be in by eight o’clock.” He gave her his word, and then 
followed Samuel and David to the swing set that stood in the middle of the 
front yard. The little boys had squealed and shrieked with laughter as Joshua 
pushed them higher and higher. Samuel was old enough to swing by himself, 
but he still loved to have Joshua push him. David didn’t know how at all. He 
shouted with delight every time Joshua pushed him higher. Joshua couldn’t 
help grinning at his little brothers’ joy, and deep down inside, he felt so good 
that he had been kind to them. 
 Then, he had glanced at his watch—it was 7:59. “Come on, boys, slow 
down. We need to hurry inside.” He still remembered how they had both 
ignored him, instead trying to jerk their swings higher and higher. “Slow 
down, boys, or I’ll have to grab the swings and stop you,” he warned them. 
 That’s when little David—a sudden frown darkening his face—had 
looked down at Joshua and retorted, “No! We don’t want to stop yet! Let us 
swing until the swings slow down by themselves.” 
 “But we won’t be inside in time. Mom said—” 
 “No!” Samuel shouted back, joining in his little brother’s defiance. 
“You go inside, then. We don’t have to!” 
 Shaking his head, Joshua stepped in front of the swings and reached out 
to grab the chains. David’s swing came flying forward first—and Joshua 
grabbed the chain, instantly bringing it to a stop. He turned toward Samuel as 
his swing came flying toward his face. But just as he reached out with his 
other hand, Samuel’s leg came shooting outward and kicked Joshua in the 
side of the face. “Hey, why’d you do that!” Joshua exclaimed in rebuke, 
dropping his hand from the chain of David’s swing to rub his sore face. But 
before he could recover himself to look up at his little brothers, Samuel came 



rushing forward again. This time he kicked out both feet in full force—
instantly knocking Joshua to the ground. 
 “Oh! My arm!” His cry of pain pierced the winter evening air as the 
sharp, sudden, searing pain shot up his left side. Samuel and David quickly 
stopped their swings and stared in horror. Joshua lay moaning on the grass, 
his left arm twisted under him. He had fallen the wrong way—he was hurt. 
 “Go get Dad and Mom,” Joshua commanded through clenched teeth. 
His squeezed his eyes shut. He could not move—he could not even think. 
Nothing had ever hurt him so badly in his life. He did not know what he had 
broken, but it felt like every bone in his body was crushed! 
 He did not see Samuel and David take off dashing for the house, but it 
seemed that just two seconds later that his mother was kneeling beside him. 
“Joshua! Are you all right?” Her gentle voice was an instant relief to his 
tormented thoughts. “Can you get up? Do you see me?” 
 Slowly, Joshua opened his eyes and tried to focus them on his mother’s 
face. But as soon as he tried to get up, he drew in his breath sharply. “Oh—
that hurts! It’s my arm. It must be broken.” 
 Mom looked up at the two little boys who stood above them, looking 
guilty and grief-stricken. “Get Dad!” she instructed. 
 Joshua remembered little after that—his mind felt fogged over; all he 
could think about was the awful pain. He remembered his father coming and 
helping him to his feet, and slowly they helped him walk toward the car. 
“We’re going to the emergency room,” he remembered Dad saying. 
 Sixteen-year-old Lisa, the boys’ older sister, had come out of the house 
and watched anxiously as Dad and Mom helped Joshua into the back seat of 
the car. Then she had pulled her two littlest brothers into the house. With 
Joshua groaning in pain, the two parents rushed for the emergency room. 
 Then had come that long, torturous, two-hour wait in the waiting 
room… what Joshua now recalled as the two most miserable hours of his life. 
It seemed that the doctor just could not get to him fast enough, for new 
patients kept coming into the waiting room. Mom held ice on his arm and 
told him over and over that it wouldn’t be much longer. But it was much 
longer. Finally, around eleven-thirty, the nurse had called Joshua’s name. 



 He remembered Dad helping him stand up… the doctor and nurses’ 
kind but probing questions… then the horrible straightening of his arm and 
that dreadful cast they had wrapped around his shoulder so tightly that he 
thought it would restrict his blood flow. Finally, around midnight, they were 
on their way home. His parents had helped him straight to bed and told him 
to sleep as late as he wanted in the morning. “Sleep will make you feel much 
better,” Mom had said. 
 And she was right, Joshua realized. Now that he had lain still for about 
five minutes, the pain was again subsiding. His arm began to feel normal 
again. But in order to feel no pain, he had to lay perfectly still! And what 
twelve-year-old boy could do that? 
 How was he going to get up? Get dressed? Walk to the kitchen for 
breakfast? Live like he always had? His thoughts grew gloomier and 
gloomier as he stared despondently at the window, watching the sun rise 
higher in the sky. 
 He glanced at his Bible on the desk on the opposite side of the room. 
He couldn’t get to that. But he could at least start his day with prayer. Taking 
a deep breath, Joshua tried to form the words in his mind. Lord, why did it 
even have to happen? he began wearily. Why did my little brothers act that 
way? Haven’t I always tried to be nice to them? I was going out of my way to 
be kind to them, and they turned on me so angrily, all of a sudden! The 
thought hurt—almost as much as the physical pain. Why? Why hadn’t they 
been happy and submissive when it was time to go inside? Why couldn’t they 
have appreciated his kindness to them? But now, here he was—stuck in this 
bed, and rendered completely useless for six weeks—because of their 
disobedience. Now just what, he asked himself, would Jesus do now? 
 Someone knocked softly on his door. “Come in,” Joshua called. It must 
be Mom. But when the door opened, his older sister Lisa entered. Her dark, 
wavy hair looked lighter than usual in the bright morning sunshine, and her 
blue eyes were cheerful. In her hands she held a wooden tray with a plate and 
a cup. “I brought you breakfast,” she said with a smile. “Where should I set 
it?” 
 “I’ll take it,” Joshua said eagerly. “I’m very hungry. Thank you!” 



 His sister carefully set the tray on his lap, and Joshua steadied it with 
his right arm. He bowed his head to pray, and then grabbed the fork to dig 
into the steaming hot scrambled eggs and bacon. For the first time that 
morning, he managed a smile. “Thanks, Lisa! This looks great.” 
 “You’re welcome. Mom made it, but she was busy getting breakfast for 
Samuel and David, so she asked me to bring it to you.” Lisa walked across 
the room and plopped down into the chair by Joshua’s desk. “She asked me to 
ask you what you need. Do you need help getting up?” 
 “I guess I will eventually, but I don’t think I want to get up right now,” 
Joshua said between bites. “I’m trying not to move too much.” 
 Lisa studied his face. A thoughtful look was in her blue eyes. After a 
moment of silence, she said, “Joshua, the little boys feel really bad.” 
 “Do they?” Joshua’s heart quickly softened. 
 “Yes. They were both crying when you left for the hospital last night. 
Samuel was afraid he had hurt you very badly. David said he hadn’t done 
anything to hurt you, but he knew he had yelled at you, and he felt bad. He 
was crying too.” 
 “Aww, well, I’m glad they’re sorry,” Joshua said. He took a sip of the 
cool, refreshing orange juice. 
 Lisa nodded. “I think they’re planning on coming in here to apologize 
to you as soon as they finish breakfast. I know it must be hard to forgive 
them, but you know, I’m sure they didn’t mean to be unkind. They’re both so 
remorseful now. You know how little children are—they make mistakes, they 
disobey sometimes, they don’t always appreciate other people’s kindness like 
they should. But they do have consciences, and I know they feel bad.” 
 Joshua thought about his little brothers a moment before replying, “You 
know, I didn’t once think that it would be hard to forgive them. That didn’t 
even cross my mind. I don’t feel upset at them at all. I just feel disappointed, 
you know. It hurts that they treated me like they did, when I was just trying to 
be nice to them. But I see what you’re saying—they really didn’t mean to. 
They didn’t think it through.” 
 “They did disobey, though, and they both already got punished by Dad 
this morning,” Lisa added. “And Mom said they won’t be allowed to play 
outside for two weeks.” 



 “It’s okay.” Joshua shrugged. “I’m not mad at them. Poor little boys. 
They just made a mistake, that’s all. I do it plenty of times myself.” 
 “Yes. Me too. And we’re all in desperate need of God’s mercy and 
forgiveness once we repent,” his sister mused. “There’s a place in the Bible 
where Jesus says, ‘Shouldest not thou also have had compassion on thy 
fellowservant, even as I had pity on thee?… So likewise shall my heavenly 
Father do also unto you, if ye from your hearts forgive not every one his 
brother their trespasses.’ Anyway, I feel really bad for you, Joshua. But I 
wanted to remind you of that verse. I thought it might help you.” She smiled 
at him. 
 Joshua smiled back. “Thanks, Lisa. It definitely did!” 
 He continued mulling on his sister’s words after she had taken his 
empty tray and left him alone. Her words had been the answer to his prayer! 
He had wondered what Jesus would do now. And she had told him. Jesus 
would keep on being kind—loving, forgiving, and seeing the best in other 
people. Jesus would understand and forgive other people’s mistakes, and be 
willing to accept them into His love again. 
 After all, thought Joshua, that’s what He did for me, when He died on 
the cross. And that’s what I’m going to do for Samuel and David. 
 The door opened again. Turning his head, Joshua saw none other than 
his two little brothers. Samuel and David both hung their heads. Their faces 
were downcast as they walked hesitantly over to his bed. 
 Then Samuel looked up. Tears swam in his eyes. “Joshua,” he began in 
a choked voice. “I’m sorry we were angry at you and wouldn’t obey you. 
Please forgive me.” 
 “Me too,” David sniffled. Then he threw his arms around his big 
brother. 
 Joshua hugged them with his one good arm and gave them a reassuring 
smile. “It’s all right, boys. Really,” he assured them. They looked at him in 
amazement, but he continued cheerfully, “I forgive you. I mean it! In six 
weeks I’ll be as good as new again, and I’m sure you’ll both remember to be 
a more obedient, won’t you?” 
 They nodded and chorused, “Oh, yes!” Then, turning, they darted from 
the room. 



 The next visitor to Joshua’s room that morning was Dad. His tall father 
leaned against the doorframe and said, “Well, Joshua. Those boys sure were 
scared to come in here and apologize. But you’d never guess what they told 
me when I asked them how it went.” 
 “What did they say?” Joshua asked, his curiosity aroused. 
 “David said, ‘Joshua is just like Jesus!’ And Samuel said, ‘Oh, yes. 
He’s nice all the time!’” A pleased smile creased Dad’s face. “I’m proud of 
you, son! I know you’re battling pain, discouragement, and disappointment, 
but you’ve left your little brothers a legacy of kindness and forgiveness that 
they’ll never forget. I know you’ll bear this trial patiently and with the Lord’s 
strength. He’s very pleased with you!” 
 Suddenly, it seemed that all the pain disappeared from Joshua’s arm in 
an instant. He looked up at his father, and his heart was full of joy. “Oh, Dad, 
I’m glad,” he exclaimed. He breathed a contented sigh. “I know I sure don’t 
feel like Jesus all the time—but I’m glad the boys think I’m like Him. 
Because I’m really trying.” 
 “I know you are,” his father congratulated. “You’re doing great!” 
 After Dad left, Joshua lay back down to rest. But he felt more like 
singing than sleeping. It felt good—no, it felt wonderful—to do what Jesus 
would do! 
 And now, he suddenly realized, as a big smile spread across his face, 
I’ve got lots of time to read my book! 

~ The End ~  
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