Saving Winslow
By Sharon Creech

In the laundry basket on the kitchen floor was a lump.  Louie’s mother stared down at the basket that her husband had brought into the house.  “What have you brought home this time?”

Louie knelt beside the basket.  A small grey head with black eyes and feathery eyelashes and sticking-up ears emerged.  Attached to the head was a trembling thin body and four long spindly legs.

It was not a dog or a cat.  It was a pitiful-looking thing and it was gazing at Louie.  He felt a sudden rush, as if the roof had peeled off the house and the sun had dived into every corner of the kitchen.

“It’s a mini donkey,” his father said.  “Born last night.  It’s mother is sick and can’t take care of it.”
“Why did you feel you had to bring the donkey home?”
“I don’t know,” his father said.  “I felt sorry for it.  I thought we could look after it.”

The donkey made a small noise that sounded like please.

Louie lifted the donkey from the basket and held it close.  It smelled of wet hay.  It put its face against Louie’s neck and made that noise again.  Please.

“Okay,” Louie said.  “I accept the mission.”
“What mission?”
“To save this pitiful motherless donkey.”

His parents stepped outside to ‘discuss the situation.’  Louie could see his mother waving her arms here and there, and his father nodding helplessly, shrugging his shoulders, as if he realised he had not thought this through.  And then Louie saw him waving his arms and smiling and making a cute donkey face.

The pitiful donkey was trembling in Louie’s arms, his wee head nuzzling Louie’s neck, his long, spindly legs folded up awkwardly.  By the time his parents came inside, Louie had a plan.
