
Lesson 5 Writing sections 5, 6 and 7 of the story. 

This lesson, we are going to write sections 5, 6 and 7 of the story. This is the build up to solving the 

problem, solving the actual problem and then ending the story. 

I know from my plan that in section 5, I’ve got to get Precious to think of an idea about how to stop 

anymore of Mr. Motsweu’s crops from being eaten. 

In section 6, Precious has to put her plan into action and actually stop the crops from being eaten. 

In section 7, I’ve got to end the story with a happy ending. 

Read through your plan to work out what you have got to do in the next three sections. 

Read mine on the next pages and then write yours. 

After that, check through your writing for grammar, spelling and punctuation. 

Your summer project can be to publish your book by giving it a front and back cover! 

We’d love to see your finished stories. As always, please share them at: 

lowerschool@pocklington.juniors.co.uk 
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 Chapter five  
Later that night, after she’d written a letter to 

the president of Botswana about Baruti’s family, 

Precious lay in bed fitfully sleeping. She had 

several strange yet wonderful dreams. One was 

of the moon and stars. One involved Justice 

screaming about football, in the school 

playground, at a goal that should never have 

been allowed. Another involved her just walking 

to school as normal along the dusty track but 

then there being no crops in the fields. Suddenly, 

an earthy smell in her dream woke her up. She 

sat up, bolt upright, then leapt from her sleeping 

mat and shook Justice awake. “Justice, quick, 

wake up!” whispered Precious urgently. “I know 

who’s been eating the fruit trees and the crops!” 
“What?” said Justice with one eye wide-open. 

“I know where all the crops have gone!” 

“Where?” 

“When we walked to school this morning, did  

 

You smell that earthy smell?” asked Precious. 

“No, I was too busy trying to dribble the ball like 

Dipsy Selowane.” Justice admitted. 

“That earthy smell smelt stronger on the way 

home. You must have noticed it!”  

“Sorry. It completely passed me by.” Justice said, 

shaking his head. 

“That was ELEPHANT DUNG!” exclaimed Precious. 

“So?” 

“Don’t you see? The elephants have been eating 

all of the crops. I bet that they’ve wandered down 

here because of the drought up north!” 

“You clever detective!” smiled Justice. 

“Now the question is, how are we going to prevent 

the elephants from eating any more of Mr. 

Motsweu’s crops?” 

“That’s easy!” 

“What?” 

“Chilllies!” 

 



 

Chapter six 
All through the night, Precious and Justice had been 

very busy making posters. They looked like this: 

                         

                         WANTED! 

 

 

 

                          Chilli Plants 

           Please help us to save Mr. Motsweu’s 

           crops by bringing your plants and planting 

           them at his farm at 6.00p.m.today! 

 

As the sun rose, they crept out of the house and 

pinned up the posters all around Monchudi. 

All day at school, they couldn’t concentrate on their 

work. They were so excited for 6.00p.m tonight.  

By 6.00p.m. that evening, what a sight was to be 

seen by the sign for Mr. Motsweu’s farm! There 

were hoards of people, young, old and in 

between, laden with chilli plants. Mr Matsweu 

was there, amid all of the confusion, with 

everybody standing around waiting for 

instruction. 

Precious and Justice climbed up onto the gate. 

Justice made this great trumpeting sound just 

like an elephant and the crowd turned. 

“Thank you so much for coming and bringing 

your chilli plants.” hollered Precious. 

By this time, everyone had realised what the 

problem was and that elephants were the 

culprits! 

“The real work is about to begin. We need you 

to plant your chillies all of the way around the 

perimeter of Mr. Motsweu’s fields.” 

“Everyone knows that elephants hate chillies!” 

yelled Justice. 

Everyone cheered and disappeared with their 

plants.  

 



 

Chapter seven 
It was a week later that Mr. Motsweu finally got over 

the unbelievable act of kindness that the community 

had shown. He invited the whole town of Monchudi 

over to the farm to celebrate the fact that the 

elephants had soon hot-footed away when they got 

their first sniff of chillies. Mr Motsweu’s wife said that 

he hadn’t stopped weeping with joy for three whole 

days.  

Everybody had brought cake to share and Precious 

had brought her own speciality, Malva pudding, her 

favourite especially with cream. Justice and she were 

just enjoying a delicious mouthful of pudding when 

Baruti jumped on Justice’s back. 

“Hey, watch it!” shouted Justice. “I don’t want to lose 

my delicious pud!” 

“Just the person!” said Precious as she retrieved an 

envelope from a large pocket stitched on her dress. 

“A personal letter, from the president of Botswana 

himself. Take it to your father.” urged Precious. 

 

Once again, the crowd was turned by an even 

louder trumpeting sound than Justice’s. It was 

Baruti’s father signalling for the crowd to listen. 

He held a letter in the air and was shaking it 

wildly. 

 “You will not believe what I am holding in my 

hands. The president of Botswana has written to 

me expressing his condolences to me and my 

family for our loss of fruit crop. The government 

are going to help us by giving us the money to 

replace our lost income.” Everyone cheered. 

“Not only that, they are sending a lorry full of 

infant peach trees to increase our earnings.” He 

started to cry with joy. He looked up at the sky 

and said, “Botswana is truly a blessed place. 

Peace be with you all, always.” 

“And also with you,” the crowd replied. 

Everybody hugged with joy and partied and ate 

cake until they couldn’t do either anymore. 

Obed picked Precious up to carry her home 

because she was exhausted. As she glimpsed 

the moon and the stars, he kissed her lightly and 

whispered, “You truly are precious.” 





 


