
 

STRUCTURING  
THE BODY 

 

LESSON 7 
What’s Really Important?:What’s Really Important?:What’s Really Important?:What’s Really Important?:    
Sometimes one of the hardest thing for younger writers to do is determine what’s really important.  
When telling a story, most students have a hard time eliminating unnecessary details and elaborating 
on what’s really needed in the story.  This messes up pacing and makes for some boring stories.  That’s 
what we’ll work on today. 
 
What you do:What you do:What you do:What you do: 
1. Take a look at the outline below.  Notice that every step of the “memorable day” is treated equally 

in the outline—the boring stuff and the exciting stuff get the same amount of space.  This needs to 
be fixed. 

2. Revise the outline.  Elaborate on the important parts.  Eliminate or combine the unimportant parts. 
3. Write the story.  Make it exciting by getting right to the heart of the story, not dawdling around 

with the boring bit.  End the story when it ends, don’t linger around after the “real” action has 
ended.  Notice how the author of the example paragraph focuses on the major events and flies by 
the minor details.   

 
Example: “My Memorable Day” 
1. I got up. 
2. I got dressed. 
3. I put on my black shoes. 
4. I went downstairs to eat breakfast. 
5. I ate a bowl of Cheerios because we were all out of Wheaties. 
6. I read the sports page of the newspaper. 
7. A truck came barreling through the front yard and crashed into the kitchen. 
8. Nobody was hurt. 
9. I talked to the police and filled out paperwork for them and for the insurance company. 
10. I waited for a ride. 
11. I went to school.   

 
Here’s an example of the story written much better.  Don’t copy this, make your own story.Here’s an example of the story written much better.  Don’t copy this, make your own story.Here’s an example of the story written much better.  Don’t copy this, make your own story.Here’s an example of the story written much better.  Don’t copy this, make your own story.    
  The day started in the usual fashion; I got up, got dressed, and went downstairs for my usual 
bowl of cereal; today’s choice — Cheerios.  My daily routine took an unexpected turn, however, when I 
heard the sound of a large truck, first rumbling down our quiet residential street and then getting louder 
and louder as I realized it was right outside the kitchen window.  The “Beth’s Floral Shoppe” delivery 
truck slowed a bit as it hit the curb but continued right across the front lawn.  It was now heading right 
toward me at the kitchen table at about 25 miles an hour.  I barely had time to grab my shoes, jam them 
on and run like crazy out the front door — the opposite direction of the impending truck which was just 
about to crash headlong into the kitchen right where I had been sitting just a few minutes before.  As I 
ran out, I heard a thunderous CRASH — and the sounds of destruction.  The truck had finally stopped,  
embedded in the side of my kitchen.  No one was hurt, thankfully, but I was pretty shook up.  After filing 
a police complaint, I went to school, armed with a story to tell my students for the day’s writing lesson.   


