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Lesson Plan
	Document type
	
	Subject :
	The Baobab Tree

	Grade
	
	Theme
	Trees

	No. of pupils
	
	Leaders present
	

	Location
	

	Learning objectives

	· 

	Key Concepts
	Trees can be more useful than we think

	
	

	Materials
	The Old Baobab Tree story, Baobab tree poster, String, Animal cards, books or info sheets on animals in the story

	School resources  
	

	Language
	· 

	Activities

	Time(mins)
	Leader: what the leader does
	Pupil: what the learners do

	5min
5mins
10mins
20mins
10 mins

5mins

5mis
	Welcome 
Game/ Icebreaker 

Ask the children if they have ever seen a baobab tree and let them share a little about it.

Ask them to pay attention as you read/tell ”The Old Baobab Tree” because you will use the story for the activity.

Ask : What animals are mentioned in the story
Divide children into groups and give each group book/info sheets animal cards. The children find information about the animals they have (feeding habits, habitat, etc) and where it would be found around the baobab, e.g. sitting on branch.
The groups then come together.
Put up the Big Baobab poster. The groups then one by one stick the animal cards on the tree where the animals would be found.

When all the animals are on the tree, use the sting to make a food chain and discuss it with the children.

Rap up and finish
	settle
Play
Listen
Answer
research

Paste & explain
Discuss

	
	
	


THE OLD BAOBAB TREE
Let me tell you a tale about a tree- a tree so old that people said it has been there since the beginning of time. Long, long ago when the world was still young, God called all the animals and gave to each one a different seedling to grow. Last of all came the hyena, and as usual he hadn’t been listening. He looked around to see what to do, but all the other animals had already planted their seedlings. So without bothering to check, the hyena stuck the seedling in the ground upside down. Into the soil went the branches and the roots stuck up in the air. After that the animals said that the hyena was stupid and called the tree the up-side-down tree.
The tree had other names too. In ancient times Arab traders came in search of herbs, spices, fruit and precious stones. They sampled the tree’s fruit, and took it back   and sold it in the spice markets of Cairo as ‘bu hibub’, which in Arabic means ‘the fruit with many seeds’.

The up-side-down seedling grew fast and strong, except for its braches which remained spindly and still looked like roots. But instead of growing tall, the tree grew fat. The smooth, grey bark filled out until great folds appeared and it looked as if it would burst. For 2000 it grew until it was 28 metres round and 19 metres high.

The tree was happy. It lived on the slopes of a rocky outcrop where it was hot and dry. Animals came often to feed on the fallen leaves and the fruit, so it was never alone.

Then people came. They built their huts on the plains, kept cattle and goats, and planted crops. They learned the secrets of the tree, such as if you cut open a root, clear water would flow out, and that the leaves could be cooked and eaten like spinach. They tasted the fruit and found it sweet and a refreshing drink. They learned that the roots could be eaten and the bark could be crushed to make a tea for sick people. The women wove baskets and floor mats from the fibres of the bark, and men made ropes and fishing nets.

The older the tree grew, the more it seemed to provide. Over time its base became hollow and the roomy inside made a safe, dry storage place. Goats could even be kraaled there when wild animals threatened. The tree was also used as a prison when a stranger stole some goods and was caught. Then there was the man who, while running from a lion, heard a voice call his name and he swore that he saw the tree waving its branches! He scrambled himself up the rocks and threw himself into the trunk, pulling a thorny barricade behind him to close the entrance. On warm summer nights, fruit bats pollinate the huge white flowers of the baobab and the sticky pollen could be used to make glue! Truly the Baobab was a magic tree, a part of every celebration and ceremony. 

But things change and people move on. War came to the plains and the villagers fled their land. Then strangers arrived to prospect for gold in the hills. Overnight a mining town sprang up and on their way home in the evenings the miners stopped to rest beneath the tree to drink and talk and dream of the fortunes to be made. When winter came with a nip in the air they sheltered inside the hollow trunk. They hid barrels of beer behind a makeshift counter and the tree rang with the sound of laughter and song.

But the fortunes were short-lived. The gold ran out, the men moved off and the town died as suddenly as it had been born. But the tree remained and so did the counter and the empty barrels of beer.

Then came a time when the tree was under threat. War broke out again and the people who lived in the towns suffered and were short of many things. As people have always done, they looked to the plains to meet their needs. They looked at the tree, its fruit, its bark, the roots and the wood. Paper!, they said. ‘We can make paper from the wood. This tree is big: it will yield so much.” They got out their axes and sharpened their blades, and the tree trembled.

But an old man who had played as a child around the roots of the tree, and dreamed in its branches, shook his head. “Not this tree”, he said. He told the people of its birth, its great age and the many lives it had touched. The people listened and looked with awe at the tree. “let us not be the ones to end its life,” they said, and they passed a law to protect it. So today the Baobabs are protected, and you can still see the tree that was once a miners pup, just off the road near Gravelotte.

Story by Sally Argent

These stories about the baobab are based on fact.

