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Correspond, Don’t Compliment!
This isn’t supposed to be just a fan letter  -- like this:
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I am writing this letter to you as a pleased reader.  As I dove into your book, Sea Jade, I felt both humbled and inspired.  Sometimes I feel confused at how an author can pack to much emotion into one small book.  It’s like a new world is opened at just the flipping of a page.  Speaking from a future author’s point of view, I can tell you your book was a great creation.  Yours was truly a wonderful tale of adventure, excitement, and wonder that I found incredible.  Good job!  Keep writing!

? What is reader’s response?   ?
A response can be many things: a feeling not felt before, a memory, or an action taken as a result of reading.  It can also be a sudden understanding or insight.  The author’s words pull the chain on the light bulb inside your head and you go, “aha!” 
 ?  What if I didn’t have a strong response to my October Book?  ?
	


1. I have always read your books and love them dearly.  It’s unbelievable to me that in your lifetime you wrote so many books that are so good.  They recently came out with the movie, The Grinch, after one of your books.  Your books are so funny!  I love how you make up words instead of using plain words. (to Dr. Seuss)

2. Your diary has become a world classic.  It has enriched us with human spirit.  It reminds the people of the terrifying horrors that the Jews faced in 1942 and how bleak their future was. (to Ann Frank)  
3.  Your book The Last Shot was the most intriguing book of the inner city that I have every read in my life.  The plot was spectacular and I could see the scene in my head.  You described the characters with absolute perfection.  I never thought that someone could make a book about recruiting high school players in an inner city of New York so fascinating.  (to Darcy Frey)
4.  My cousin died six years ago at the age of 11 from cancer.  He was my best friend, hero, and companion.  We were close cousins, and I always thought that we would be together.  This left me devastated for months.  I kept all of my feelings concealed as if I caught a firefly, put it in a jar, and never let it fly.  Six years later, my feelings were still as raw and painful as the night I got the call.  When our teacher explained what the book Bridge to Terabithia was about, I knew it would bring back many sad, depressing, and awful memories, but I had to be strong.  We started reading your book that day. (to Katherine Paterson) 
National Honor, Level 2 by Abby Tillotson
Dear Jerry Spinelli, 
Your book Stargirl changed my life. When I started reading it, it was just another book, but as I kept reading, it really made me think. When I finished, I decided that I should be more like Stargirl. I wanted to make an impression on people's lives, make them better. But where to start?
I decided on a few girls at my school. You wouldn't think there was any problem at first, but a day with them would show that these girls were really nasty. They weren't the normal type of mean person, Jerry Spinelli, they were worse. They wouldn't tell someone that they thought they were dorky, they would stare at them, then laugh or scoff. This is much worse than it seems, it feels more personal than ordinary insults, which they also threw into the mix. . . . 

Things were getting worse, Jerry Spinelli. Those girls were merciless. I decided that I wouldn't only have to help the mean people, but also the people they were mean to. This was a very large project, and I knew it wouldn't be easy, but I thought of Stargirl and how kind she was. It really made me sad that she was so nice, and did so much, but people didn't understand. I was certain that I could try. I could try to make other people happier. 
I began with those girls whose wrath was feared by all. I would smile at them, tell them that I thought their book report was cool; sometimes I went as far as to sit with them at lunch and keep things from gossip. That part was the worst. They sort of ignored me, but you would be amazed at how kind people can be if you give them your cookie. I tried to give them positive things to talk about, too. That got easier with practice. I learned to direct a conversation to something everyone thought was nice. 
The victims were easier because they were less hostile. A lot of them were friends, and that made it better. However, they were still tough because they had become so used to what the others said, they believed it. For instance, when they said things like "I'm so fat" I told them they were great and most certainly not fat. They often talked about their dislike for the other group, and I told them what was nice about them. Nobody's completely mean. That was a quality I liked about Stargirl, she saw the beauty in everything. 
You wouldn't believe it, Jerry, you really wouldn't. After a while, people joined me, because they were tired of it all as well. Finally, my project paid off! It wasn't happily ever after, but it was happy. The meaner girls weren't as mean any more, and the people they victimized started to see themselves with more confidence. It wasn't like we were all best friends, but we all seemed to appreciate each other more. It seemed that there were lots more pebbles in everyone's happy wagons. 
Even today, I keep Stargirl in mind. I try to make friends with people, even if they aren't that affable, because everyone deserves a friend. I'm working on practicing random acts of kindness, like cheering for the other team. Being caring is lots more fun than people think. Oh, and if you were wondering how many pebbles are in my happy wagon: mine's full. 
Sincerely,  Abby Tillotson
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