





Flo and I would never forget her for that. The woman
who had been on a fast to the death—Jane Imler—gave
me a framed goose tile one day after I had told her the
story.

I went to see Florence for the last time. I wanted to
show her the tile. She looked sad.

I said “What’s the matter Flo?”

She said she would like to do something for the
homeless.

“Well, vou have, Flo.” I said. “All the work I have
done T owe to you. I wouldn’t have done it without
you.”

“Sure, fine,” said Flo. “But I want to do something
on my own. You didn’t bring them here for me to greet.
I never got to tuck them in at night. So I still want to do
something. I have an idea. I'm going to make them a
pillow. I can save enough feathers to stuff a pillow. You
can give it to someone homeless from me. You must
have a favorite.”

“Yes, Florence, I do. Her name is Jean.”
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“You can give it to Jean.” said Flo.

“T’'ll do that, Florence. She would like that.”

“I can push out feathers with my beak and when I
have enough I will stuff a pillow.”

“Okay Flo,” T said.

“Would you bring me a pillow case?”

“Okay, Florence, I'll be happy to.”

I brought Florence a pillow case and she made a
pillow for the homeless.
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Florence preening herself to collect feathers
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