
The N�ghtly Adventures of Trevor the Tree

Every n�ght, when the c�ty was fast asleep, someth�ng mag�cal happened. Trevor the Tree,
an old oak that stood tall �n the c�ty park, would come to l�fe. As the clock struck m�dn�ght,
h�s roots loosened from the ground, and he stretched h�s branches l�ke a person wak�ng up
from a long nap.

Trevor wasn’t just any tree—he had a spec�al m�ss�on. He loved the c�ty and wanted to keep
�t clean for all the people who l�ved there. So, w�th h�s long, leafy branches, Trevor would
wander through the empty streets, sweep�ng up rubb�sh and leaves. H�s branches worked
l�ke g�ant brooms, gently brush�ng away l�tter and mak�ng sure the paths were clear.

He v�s�ted every corner of the c�ty, from busy markets to qu�et ne�ghbourhoods, clean�ng
up after the day’s mess. No one ever saw Trevor on h�s n�ghtly rounds, but every morn�ng,
the people would wake up to f�nd the�r c�ty spotless and fresh.

As the f�rst rays of sunl�ght peeked over the hor�zon, Trevor 
would return to h�s spot �n the park, plant�ng h�s roots f�rmly 
back �n the ground. He stood st�ll, just a regular tree once 
aga�n, pat�ently wa�t�ng for n�ght to fall so he could cont�nue 
h�s secret, noble work.
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