
ENDING WITH A SENSE 
OF RESOLUTION 

 

LESSON 2 
Types of Endings (Nonfiction Edition):Types of Endings (Nonfiction Edition):Types of Endings (Nonfiction Edition):Types of Endings (Nonfiction Edition):    
When you take the time to look at great endings from professional writers, you make abstract ideas 
more concrete.  When you see these writers use different techniques to end a piece, you become more 
inclined to try something new yourself.  So, let’s do just that.  Here are some different types of endings 
writers use in nonfiction pieces: 

SummarySummarySummarySummary        rounds up the pieces main points 
CallCallCallCall----backbackbackback        refers back to the lead/intro/hook as a reminder of the main points stated 

 at the  beginning   
Thematic repriseThematic repriseThematic repriseThematic reprise    reflects on the piece’s meaning and provides the take-away message 
Encouraging messageEncouraging messageEncouraging messageEncouraging message concludes with a “pep talk,” making the reader feel optimistic 
QuotationQuotationQuotationQuotation        concludes with a direct statement that sums up the piece’s message or 

 theme 
TaTaTaTa----da!da!da!da!        uses a grand statement that provides the reader with closure 
 

What do you do:What do you do:What do you do:What do you do:    
1. Read these sample nonfiction endings from professional writers. 
2. Decide which “type of ending” they are.  Some may be a blend of more than one type. 
3. When you’re done with these ones, your teacher has a few more for you to try out.   
 
From “Someone to Lean on” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Someone to Lean on” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Someone to Lean on” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Someone to Lean on” by Gary Smith (2001)    
 Summers, though, are still the most difficult time for Radio.  Should a traveler ever get lost in 
upstate South Carolina some July or August day and find himself wandering near the railroad tracks 
in Anderson and happen to notice an old boarded-up school with a FOR SALE sign planted in the 
weeds out front, he ought to take a little look at the abandoned McCants Junior High football field just 
behind it.  He might just see a man with sprinkles of white hair gesturing wildly at thin air, screaming, 
“All wight, tomowwow’s Thuhsday, dat’s a light day! You wear yo’ shorts an’ T-shirts, no pads, an’ be 
on da fiel’ at four o’cwock on da nose, you got dat, boys?” 
 Just smile and wave.  It’s only Radio, living the dream.  
 
From “Shadow of a Nation” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Shadow of a Nation” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Shadow of a Nation” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Shadow of a Nation” by Gary Smith (2001)  
(first paragraph of article) Singing.  Did you hear it?  There was singing in the land once more that 
day.  How could you not call the crows a still-mighty tribe if you saw them on the move that           
afternoon?  How could your heart not leave the ground if you were one of those Indian boys leading 
them across the Valley of the Big Horn? 
(last paragraph)  He wants to go back to the reservation someday and help kids to take the risk, to see 
both the beauty and the danger of the circle.  But he may never live there again.  He rolls down the car 
window.  He    listens to the air.  There is no singing in the land.  There is only a quiet, sad-happy song 
inside a young man’s heart.   
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From “Eyes of the Storm” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Eyes of the Storm” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Eyes of the Storm” by Gary Smith (2001)From “Eyes of the Storm” by Gary Smith (2001)    
 It’s midday in the dead of summer.  Amanda starts running and realizes after three laps that she has almost    
nothing left, and three's only one way to come close to Michelle’s seven-minute mile.  Her face turns scarlet, her body boils, 
her stomach turns.  Nature screams at her to stop.  Instead she sprints.  She sprints the entire last lap. 
 The watch says 7:05 as she crosses the line.  Amanda can’t believe she ran that fast, and she laughs as she reels 
and vomits near the flagpole.  She laughs. 
 
From “As Time Runs Out” by Gary Smith (2001)From “As Time Runs Out” by Gary Smith (2001)From “As Time Runs Out” by Gary Smith (2001)From “As Time Runs Out” by Gary Smith (2001)    
 “My own team — everybody can join.  This is it, baby, my ultimate pregame talk.  I need this one, gotta have it.  
Gotta have so many people calling my answering machine each day that they can’t get through.  Gotta have people all 
over the country opening their windows and shouting it out: ‘JIMMY VEEEEE! DON’T GIVE UP!’” 
    
    
From “An Unknown Filly Dies, and the Crowd Just Shrugs” by William C. Rhoden (2007)From “An Unknown Filly Dies, and the Crowd Just Shrugs” by William C. Rhoden (2007)From “An Unknown Filly Dies, and the Crowd Just Shrugs” by William C. Rhoden (2007)From “An Unknown Filly Dies, and the Crowd Just Shrugs” by William C. Rhoden (2007)    
 One animal broke an ankle on national television in a Triple Crown race and sets off a national outpouring of    
emotion.  A four-year-old collapses and dies in full view on a sunny afternoon an not many seem to notice.  Or care. 
 As they say, it’s the business. 
 But what kind of business is this? 
 
From “What Keeps Bill Parcells Awake at Night” by Michael Lewis (2007)From “What Keeps Bill Parcells Awake at Night” by Michael Lewis (2007)From “What Keeps Bill Parcells Awake at Night” by Michael Lewis (2007)From “What Keeps Bill Parcells Awake at Night” by Michael Lewis (2007)    
 What this is, he can’t — or won’t — specify.  But when your life has been defined by the pressure of competition 
and your response to it, there’s a feeling you get, and it’s hard to shake.  You wake up each morning knowing the next 
game is all that matters.  If you fail in it, nothing you’ve done with your life counts.  By your very nature you always have 
to start all over again, fresh.  It’s an uncomfortable feeling, but it’s nonetheless addictive.  Even if you have millions in the 
bank and everyone around you tells you that you’re a success, you seek out that uncomfortable place.  And if you don’t, 
you’re on the wrong side of the thin curtain that separates Cyclone Hart from Vito Antuofermo.  “It’s a cloistered, narrow 
existence that I’m proud of,” says Parcells.  “I don’t know what’s going on in the world.  And I don’t have time to find out.  
All I think about is football and winning.  But hey,” he sweeps his hand over his desk and points to the office that scarcely 
registers his presence. “Who’s got it better than me?” 
 
From “Baseball for Life” by Sara Corbett (2007)From “Baseball for Life” by Sara Corbett (2007)From “Baseball for Life” by Sara Corbett (2007)From “Baseball for Life” by Sara Corbett (2007)    
 I thought back to an earlier conversation we’d had, as Jarrod and Jesse tried to describe all the ways in which 
they were different from each other, despite being best friends. 
 “He likes rap and I don’t.” 
 “He’s neat and I’m messy.” 
 “I hate the Red Sox,” Jesse announced. 
 “I hate the Yankees,” Jarrod responded. 
 Jesse lifted his chin defiantly. “Someday I’m going to hit a home run off of you,” he said.   
 “Ain’t gonna happen,” said Jarrod.  Then both boys started to laugh. 
 I then asked them what they thought was the best part of playing elite baseball.  Jarrod stared at the sky for a 
moment, appearing to think.  Jesse looked sideways at Jarrod, as if seeking permission.  “I’m gonna say it,” Jesse said.  Then 
he turned to face me.  “It’s about winning,” he said. “But not just about winning — it’s fun too.  I want to do it for the rest of 
my life.” 
 He paused and looked to his friend. 
 “Same as Jess,” Jarrod said solemnly.  He added, “Baseball for life.” 
 Jesse understood this to be a pact.  He looked back at Jarrod.  “Baseball for life,” he said.   


