
High up in the branches, a group of friends gathered 
at their favorite place, their tree fort. It was made of 
sturdy planks, strong beams, and climbed high up 
into the sky. They called it “The Lookout.”

But one week, everything felt different.

A loud storm had shaken the tree, and the wind had 
howled all night. The next day, the friends climbed 
up into the fort, closing the door behind them.

“It still feels scary,” Emma said, hugging her knees.

“What if another storm comes?” Noah added.

They all sat quietly, remembering the thunder and 
the shaking branches. The tree fort, which once felt 
like the safest place in the world, now felt uncertain.

Suddenly, a soft, beautiful sound filled the air.

It was a song, clear, gentle, and peaceful.

The children looked around in surprise.

Sitting on the windowsill in their fort, was the most 
beautiful bird they had ever seen. Its feathers 
shimmered with bright colors, and its song seemed 
to calm their hearts instantly.

“It’s so peaceful,” Emma whispered.

The bird continued to sing, and slowly, the children 
felt their fear melt away.

“I don’t feel scared anymore,” Noah said.

“It’s like everything is okay again,” another friend 
added.

After a few moments, the bird flew away, and the 
fort grew quiet again, but something had changed 
inside them. The fear was gone.

Later that day, their friend Lucas climbed up to the 
fort.

“You missed it!” Emma said excitedly. “A super rare 

bird with glowing feathers came and sang the most 
peaceful song!”

Lucas frowned. “There’s no such bird. You’re just 
making that up.”

“No, really!” Noah insisted. “It made us feel calm 
again.”

Lucas shook his head. “I’ll believe it when I see it.”

The next afternoon, all the friends gathered again in 
the tree fort. Lucas sat quietly, still unsure.

Then, without warning, the same beautiful song 
filled the air.

Everyone turned.

There, inside their fort again, was the bird.

Lucas’s eyes grew wide. “It’s real!”

The bird sang its peaceful song once more, and 
Lucas felt the same calm joy the others had 
described.

“I should have believed you,” he said softly. “You 
told me the truth.”

Emma smiled. “Sometimes we don’t need to see 
something ourselves to trust the people who care 
about us.”

Lucas nodded, watching the bird take flight.

From that day on, whenever the friends felt worried 
or alone, they remembered the song of peace, and 
Lucas remembered to trust, even before seeing.

Moral: True peace comes from God, and we are 
called to believe, even when we have not seen for 
ourselves.

The Tree Fort and the 
Song of Peace

Inspired by John 20:19–31.
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