Sample Conclusions and Strategies 

Bumper Cars

As we left Coney Island my mind reviewed everything that had happened that day. Bumpy cars, roller rides, hot dogs, crazy ladies with foot problems, and Mommy still yelling – wow what a day, I thought. 


“HURRY UP!” my mother cried. “Let’s go home.” 


On the train ride home, I fell asleep, my cotton candy plastered cheeks resting lightly on my mother’s shoulder, her hands resting lightly on mine. 

· Strategies Used: 
· Is this an effective ending? 
Footprints in the Sand


I was so sad, sad to be leaving, sad to be going back. I would long all winter for the beach house. I remember sitting in the car and feeling this. Feeling this pain as we pulled out of the driveway for the last time this year. My eyes filled with tears. My mom and sisters said “Goodbye beach-house! We love you!” They waved. I tried not to cry, but a silent tear slipped down my cheek. My mom wiped it off and smiled at me. I knew exactly what she was thinking; I’m going to miss it too. I looked back. “Goodbye beach house. I love you,” I sad, half whispering. As we drove away I realized that we just drove away from an amazing summer. As we drove away I felt like I had left part of myself with the beach house – my beach spirit. I figured it would keep it safe for me until I came back next summer. Until then, it would keep it safe. 

· Strategies Used: 
· Is this an effective ending? 
Fear and Desire


Most gymnasts would have quit from this. Instead, I didn’t let this injury take over my gymnastics career. This injury was a life lesson. It taught me that if you really want to do something then do it. It also taught me about working hard. 


Ever since I had this injury, I accomplished so much in gymnastics. It taught me about desire and if you really want something, you strive for it. Slacking will not get you anywhere. You cannot let negative energy or fear choose your future. With desire, you can achieve many things even if there are barriers in your way. My desire earned me a 12th place medal on the uneven bars at the New York State Gymnastics Championships on April 17, 2004. 

· Strategies Used:
· Is this an effective ending? 

Lonesome Number One


Family was seated in the first rows, which included Gabysia, her daughter, and her family. Then came grandfather, grandmother, and me. Gabrysia was wiping her tears with a white handkerchief, for she had lost a husband. Her daughter was comforting her daughter, for they no longer had a father and grandfather. Grandfather was quiet, for he had lost a brother. I was the youngest, experiencing death for the first time. 

· Strategies Used: 
· Is this an effective ending? 
Change


I, the Sweet Magnolia Tree was trying to fit in and get adjusted to an environment that was completed “American.” It’s as if I was trying to turn the cement I was re-planted on, into the type of soil I knew before. 


Change was what placed me in the situation I once was in. I now have change to thank for my open mindedness and acceptance of others unlike myself. From change, I learned to be strong, to stay afloat and not get lost. I, the Sweet Magnolia Tree began to beautifully flower and thrive from my new environment. 

· Strategies Used: 
· Is this an effective ending? 

Stirred, Not Shaken


We arrived at the bus station and my father came inside to wait with me. Standing awkwardly in front of the ticket counter, I put down my bags and looked outside to see if it was time to board the bus. 


“Thanks for seeing me off.” 


“You know,” he said slowly, “I’m jealous of you right now. I wish I had done something like this after college. What an incredible experience you’re going to have.” 


“What, dodging spitballs and breaking up fights?”


He smiled. “It’s a terrific thing you’re doing. I can’t wait to come visit you in New Orleans when we get back from Israel.”


“Hard to believe I’ll be more than halfway done with my first year by then.” 


I reached into my pocked for my pack of Certs as a woman’s voice announced that it was time to board the bus. The sun was just beginning to rise as I stood in the station and hugged my dad goodbye.

· Strategies Used: 
· Is this an effective ending? 

