
y father, Jack Leech was the kindest man I have ever 
known. Losing him in January has made 2020 the 

most emotionally challenging year of my life. At least my 
family and I were able to be with Dad and make lasting 
memories together during his final months. I can't even 
begin to imagine the pain felt by those who couldn't be 
physically present to say goodbye to a loved one due to 
COVID-19. If you are among this group, you are in my 
prayers. 

I am not only a grieving daughter, but also a hospice 
professional. Since 2017, I have had the privilege of 
working at St. Francis Reflections Lifestage Care (formerly 
Hospice of St. Francis). Late last year, my family and I 
turned to St. Francis Reflections to care for my beloved 
father. The experience showed me how much it means to 
receive the gi� of hospice. In this letter, I would like to 
share with you my family's story with the hope it will 
inspire you to renew your support of this special 
organization. 

In May 2019, I was wrapping up my workday when the 
phone rang. "Citrus County EMS" flashed on the caller ID, 
and my heart fluttered. Dad had been rushed to the 
hospital. I drove almost four hours across the state to 
reach him. Throughout the drive, I prayed he wouldn't 
su�er. My brother and I met in the parking lot, locked arms 
and walked into the hospital together, terrified. Although I 
have worked in healthcare for nearly 20 years, nothing 
could have prepared me to see Dad in an ICU bed, 
breathing on a ventilator. It was a life-altering moment. 

In the days that followed, Dad's condition improved, but the 
diagnosis was di�icult to pinpoint and he endured an 
extraordinarily complicated hospitalization. My brother and I 
vowed to care for Dad as a family and decided he would come 
to live with my husband and me in Brevard County. Over two 
months later, we were finally able to bring him home … with a 
diagnosis of stage IV cancer that had spread to his brain. 

Dad o�en talked about the aspects of his life that were most important to him: his faith, his family 
and his favorite foods. Staying in our home, he was overjoyed to go to church for the first time in 
months and to spend time with my husband, our puppy and me. He had even made a list of a couple 
dozen restaurants he wanted to visit — we began working on that list right away! 

We quickly settled into a weekday routine of endless doctors' appointments, infusions, scans and 
physical therapy. Weekends were reserved for faith, family and food. It was certainly a relief to know 
Dad was safe, comfortable and happy, and I treasured the opportunity to care for him. However, as 
his mind started to fade from the tumors and the side e�ects of treatment, the caregiving role 
became all-consuming.

While we were prepared for the medical 
needs that accompany a cancer diagnosis, 
we didn't realize how much his cognition 
would change or how much planning and 
attention would go into his care. Finally, I 
asked for a consultation with the St. 
Francis Reflections Palliative Care Service. 
Our nurse practitioner helped me 
understand what to expect and how best 
to support Dad's needs and wishes. She 
provided encouragement and 
reassurance, both of which my husband 
and I truly needed as caregivers.

As Dad began his first course of chemotherapy, his energy waned. 
Soon he confided that he didn't want to continue spending his 
precious hours at the doctor's o�ice. My brother and I agreed with his 
decision to discontinue treatments and discussed whether it was the 
right time for hospice. We talked for hours about what we wanted for 
Dad, and the conversation kept coming back to what he valued most: 
being with family, going to church and eating his favorite foods. 

We decided hospice was the right fit for our family and enrolled Dad in 
St. Francis Reflections Hospice a few days later. St. Francis Reflections 
professionals were already colleagues whom I valued dearly. However, 
when they were in my home caring for my father, they also became 
part of my family.

A�er months of caregiving, my husband and I were tired and in need 
of more support. It was such a relief knowing I didn't have to call 911 
or go to the emergency room if Dad had a medical issue. I could simply 
call hospice, and a nurse would come and check on us, any hour of the 
day or night. 

A few days a�er beginning hospice, Dad fell on the bathroom tile. I 
was guilt-ridden and nearly hysterical when I saw the cut on his 
forehead. I called hospice and a nurse came out right away. She was 
so kind and cheerful and immediately put all of us at ease. Dad was 
delighted that he didn't have to go to the hospital, and my husband 
and I felt so supported. 

Hospice made everything so much easier. My husband and I were 
grateful we could spend more quality time with Dad instead of 
managing every aspect of his care and running countless errands. Our 
nurse arranged to have his equipment and medications delivered, and 
she visited us regularly. She would make an extra visit anytime I was 
worried about something, even if it was minor. Dad appreciated the 
companionship, conversation and especially the massage therapy 
visits. I was amazed at how much the human touch could alleviate his 
pain for long stretches. 

The first three months Dad was on hospice were fairly routine. He 
went through several weeks in which each day he wanted to eat bacon 
for breakfast and pie for lunch and dinner. We gladly indulged every 
request. Then, in early December, his strength and stamina started to 
decline. He began sleeping longer each day but was still jovial and 
engaged while awake. He became more and more creative as his 
cognition continued to deteriorate. He told us the most fascinating 
stories that gave me the peace of mind he was happy. These days were 
hard, but they le� me with some of my fondest memories. 

Tisa

Though Dad had grown quite confused, he recognized his time with us was nearing an end. One 
morning as I helped him get dressed, he told me he wanted to see his grandchildren. I recognized he 
needed our family to be together so he could have total peace in his heart. My brother, his wife and 
their children came over to visit just before Christmas, and Dad had a ball enjoying our holiday 
dinner by the Christmas tree. 

The next day, we ordered pizza at his request and opened gi�s with the grandbabies. It was a magical 
day, and we captured wonderful photos that I will cherish forever. Dad loved to rhyme when he was 
happy about something. That evening when I tucked him into bed, he told me he was "comfortable 
and cozy, snug as a bug." 

A�er our family Christmas weekend, Dad faded away. On New Year's Eve, he fell into a deep sleep. He 
was comfortable, but I was scared. Two nurses from hospice spent most of the day with us. Dad had 
very few needs by that point, but I needed comfort and reassurance. The nurses were so patient and 
kind and talked me through an emotionally draining day. 

The next morning — January 1, 2020 — as my father slept soundly in his bed, I kissed him on the 
cheek and announced, "Dad, it's 2020!" A half hour later, he quietly took his last breath, and our 
world became still. It was the most peaceful ending I could have envisioned for my sweet father. 
A�erwards, a hospice nurse came by and took care of all of the arrangements with the funeral home 
as our pastor prayed with us in the living room.

St. Francis Reflections Hospice was truly a gi� to Dad and the rest of our family. Every year — in 
private homes, nursing homes, assisted living facilities, our inpatient facility and hospitals — 
hundreds of patients and their families throughout Brevard County experience this gi� for 
themselves. I am proud to be part of an organization that provides such an essential service at the 
most sacred time in people's lives. 

As Brevard's only independent, not-for-profit comfort care resource, St. Francis Reflections Hospice 
relies on the partnership of loyal donors like you to make such a meaningful impact. Won't you 
please join me in supporting our wonderful mission of upli�ing lives by giving again to the St. Francis 
Reflections Foundation today? On behalf of all patients and families who will benefit from your 
continued generosity, thank you for caring. 

With gratitude, 

Cami Leech Florio
Daughter of Jack Leech
Interim Executive Director
St. Francis Reflections Foundation
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Dear [Salutation],

y father, Jack Leech was the kindest man I have ever 
known. Losing him in January has made 2020 the 

most emotionally challenging year of my life. At least my 
family and I were able to be with Dad and make lasting 
memories together during his final months. I can't even 
begin to imagine the pain felt by those who couldn't be 
physically present to say goodbye to a loved one due to 
COVID-19. If you are among this group, you are in my 
prayers. 

I am not only a grieving daughter, but also a hospice 
professional. Since 2017, I have had the privilege of 
working at St. Francis Reflections Lifestage Care (formerly 
Hospice of St. Francis). Late last year, my family and I 
turned to St. Francis Reflections to care for my beloved 
father. The experience showed me how much it means to 
receive the gi� of hospice. In this letter, I would like to 
share with you my family's story with the hope it will 
inspire you to renew your support of this special 
organization. 

In May 2019, I was wrapping up my workday when the 
phone rang. "Citrus County EMS" flashed on the caller ID, 
and my heart fluttered. Dad had been rushed to the 
hospital. I drove almost four hours across the state to 
reach him. Throughout the drive, I prayed he wouldn't 
su�er. My brother and I met in the parking lot, locked arms 
and walked into the hospital together, terrified. Although I 
have worked in healthcare for nearly 20 years, nothing 
could have prepared me to see Dad in an ICU bed, 
breathing on a ventilator. It was a life-altering moment. 

In the days that followed, Dad's condition improved, but the 
diagnosis was di�icult to pinpoint and he endured an 
extraordinarily complicated hospitalization. My brother and I 
vowed to care for Dad as a family and decided he would come 
to live with my husband and me in Brevard County. Over two 
months later, we were finally able to bring him home … with a 
diagnosis of stage IV cancer that had spread to his brain. 

Dad o�en talked about the aspects of his life that were most important to him: his faith, his family 
and his favorite foods. Staying in our home, he was overjoyed to go to church for the first time in 
months and to spend time with my husband, our puppy and me. He had even made a list of a couple 
dozen restaurants he wanted to visit — we began working on that list right away! 

We quickly settled into a weekday routine of endless doctors' appointments, infusions, scans and 
physical therapy. Weekends were reserved for faith, family and food. It was certainly a relief to know 
Dad was safe, comfortable and happy, and I treasured the opportunity to care for him. However, as 
his mind started to fade from the tumors and the side e�ects of treatment, the caregiving role 
became all-consuming.

While we were prepared for the medical 
needs that accompany a cancer diagnosis, 
we didn't realize how much his cognition 
would change or how much planning and 
attention would go into his care. Finally, I 
asked for a consultation with the St. 
Francis Reflections Palliative Care Service. 
Our nurse practitioner helped me 
understand what to expect and how best 
to support Dad's needs and wishes. She 
provided encouragement and 
reassurance, both of which my husband 
and I truly needed as caregivers.

As Dad began his first course of chemotherapy, his energy waned. 
Soon he confided that he didn't want to continue spending his 
precious hours at the doctor's o�ice. My brother and I agreed with his 
decision to discontinue treatments and discussed whether it was the 
right time for hospice. We talked for hours about what we wanted for 
Dad, and the conversation kept coming back to what he valued most: 
being with family, going to church and eating his favorite foods. 

We decided hospice was the right fit for our family and enrolled Dad in 
St. Francis Reflections Hospice a few days later. St. Francis Reflections 
professionals were already colleagues whom I valued dearly. However, 
when they were in my home caring for my father, they also became 
part of my family.

A�er months of caregiving, my husband and I were tired and in need 
of more support. It was such a relief knowing I didn't have to call 911 
or go to the emergency room if Dad had a medical issue. I could simply 
call hospice, and a nurse would come and check on us, any hour of the 
day or night. 

A few days a�er beginning hospice, Dad fell on the bathroom tile. I 
was guilt-ridden and nearly hysterical when I saw the cut on his 
forehead. I called hospice and a nurse came out right away. She was 
so kind and cheerful and immediately put all of us at ease. Dad was 
delighted that he didn't have to go to the hospital, and my husband 
and I felt so supported. 

Hospice made everything so much easier. My husband and I were 
grateful we could spend more quality time with Dad instead of 
managing every aspect of his care and running countless errands. Our 
nurse arranged to have his equipment and medications delivered, and 
she visited us regularly. She would make an extra visit anytime I was 
worried about something, even if it was minor. Dad appreciated the 
companionship, conversation and especially the massage therapy 
visits. I was amazed at how much the human touch could alleviate his 
pain for long stretches. 

The first three months Dad was on hospice were fairly routine. He 
went through several weeks in which each day he wanted to eat bacon 
for breakfast and pie for lunch and dinner. We gladly indulged every 
request. Then, in early December, his strength and stamina started to 
decline. He began sleeping longer each day but was still jovial and 
engaged while awake. He became more and more creative as his 
cognition continued to deteriorate. He told us the most fascinating 
stories that gave me the peace of mind he was happy. These days were 
hard, but they le� me with some of my fondest memories. 

Though Dad had grown quite confused, he recognized his time with us was nearing an end. One 
morning as I helped him get dressed, he told me he wanted to see his grandchildren. I recognized he 
needed our family to be together so he could have total peace in his heart. My brother, his wife and 
their children came over to visit just before Christmas, and Dad had a ball enjoying our holiday 
dinner by the Christmas tree. 

The next day, we ordered pizza at his request and opened gi�s with the grandbabies. It was a magical 
day, and we captured wonderful photos that I will cherish forever. Dad loved to rhyme when he was 
happy about something. That evening when I tucked him into bed, he told me he was "comfortable 
and cozy, snug as a bug." 

A�er our family Christmas weekend, Dad faded away. On New Year's Eve, he fell into a deep sleep. He 
was comfortable, but I was scared. Two nurses from hospice spent most of the day with us. Dad had 
very few needs by that point, but I needed comfort and reassurance. The nurses were so patient and 
kind and talked me through an emotionally draining day. 

The next morning — January 1, 2020 — as my father slept soundly in his bed, I kissed him on the 
cheek and announced, "Dad, it's 2020!" A half hour later, he quietly took his last breath, and our 
world became still. It was the most peaceful ending I could have envisioned for my sweet father. 
A�erwards, a hospice nurse came by and took care of all of the arrangements with the funeral home 
as our pastor prayed with us in the living room.

St. Francis Reflections Hospice was truly a gi� to Dad and the rest of our family. Every year — in 
private homes, nursing homes, assisted living facilities, our inpatient facility and hospitals — 
hundreds of patients and their families throughout Brevard County experience this gi� for 
themselves. I am proud to be part of an organization that provides such an essential service at the 
most sacred time in people's lives. 

As Brevard's only independent, not-for-profit comfort care resource, St. Francis Reflections Hospice 
relies on the partnership of loyal donors like you to make such a meaningful impact. Won't you 
please join me in supporting our wonderful mission of upli�ing lives by giving again to the St. Francis 
Reflections Foundation today? On behalf of all patients and families who will benefit from your 
continued generosity, thank you for caring. 

With gratitude, 

Cami Leech Florio
Daughter of Jack Leech
Interim Executive Director
St. Francis Reflections Foundation
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Dear [Salutation],

y father, Jack Leech was the kindest man I have ever 
known. Losing him in January has made 2020 the 

most emotionally challenging year of my life. At least my 
family and I were able to be with Dad and make lasting 
memories together during his final months. I can't even 
begin to imagine the pain felt by those who couldn't be 
physically present to say goodbye to a loved one due to 
COVID-19. If you are among this group, you are in my 
prayers. 

I am not only a grieving daughter, but also a hospice 
professional. Since 2017, I have had the privilege of 
working at St. Francis Reflections Lifestage Care (formerly 
Hospice of St. Francis). Late last year, my family and I 
turned to St. Francis Reflections to care for my beloved 
father. The experience showed me how much it means to 
receive the gi� of hospice. In this letter, I would like to 
share with you my family's story with the hope it will 
inspire you to renew your support of this special 
organization. 

In May 2019, I was wrapping up my workday when the 
phone rang. "Citrus County EMS" flashed on the caller ID, 
and my heart fluttered. Dad had been rushed to the 
hospital. I drove almost four hours across the state to 
reach him. Throughout the drive, I prayed he wouldn't 
su�er. My brother and I met in the parking lot, locked arms 
and walked into the hospital together, terrified. Although I 
have worked in healthcare for nearly 20 years, nothing 
could have prepared me to see Dad in an ICU bed, 
breathing on a ventilator. It was a life-altering moment. 

In the days that followed, Dad's condition improved, but the 
diagnosis was di�icult to pinpoint and he endured an 
extraordinarily complicated hospitalization. My brother and I 
vowed to care for Dad as a family and decided he would come 
to live with my husband and me in Brevard County. Over two 
months later, we were finally able to bring him home … with a 
diagnosis of stage IV cancer that had spread to his brain. 

Dad o�en talked about the aspects of his life that were most important to him: his faith, his family 
and his favorite foods. Staying in our home, he was overjoyed to go to church for the first time in 
months and to spend time with my husband, our puppy and me. He had even made a list of a couple 
dozen restaurants he wanted to visit — we began working on that list right away! 

We quickly settled into a weekday routine of endless doctors' appointments, infusions, scans and 
physical therapy. Weekends were reserved for faith, family and food. It was certainly a relief to know 
Dad was safe, comfortable and happy, and I treasured the opportunity to care for him. However, as 
his mind started to fade from the tumors and the side e�ects of treatment, the caregiving role 
became all-consuming.

While we were prepared for the medical 
needs that accompany a cancer diagnosis, 
we didn't realize how much his cognition 
would change or how much planning and 
attention would go into his care. Finally, I 
asked for a consultation with the St. 
Francis Reflections Palliative Care Service. 
Our nurse practitioner helped me 
understand what to expect and how best 
to support Dad's needs and wishes. She 
provided encouragement and 
reassurance, both of which my husband 
and I truly needed as caregivers.

As Dad began his first course of chemotherapy, his energy waned. 
Soon he confided that he didn't want to continue spending his 
precious hours at the doctor's o�ice. My brother and I agreed with his 
decision to discontinue treatments and discussed whether it was the 
right time for hospice. We talked for hours about what we wanted for 
Dad, and the conversation kept coming back to what he valued most: 
being with family, going to church and eating his favorite foods. 

We decided hospice was the right fit for our family and enrolled Dad in 
St. Francis Reflections Hospice a few days later. St. Francis Reflections 
professionals were already colleagues whom I valued dearly. However, 
when they were in my home caring for my father, they also became 
part of my family.

A�er months of caregiving, my husband and I were tired and in need 
of more support. It was such a relief knowing I didn't have to call 911 
or go to the emergency room if Dad had a medical issue. I could simply 
call hospice, and a nurse would come and check on us, any hour of the 
day or night. 

A few days a�er beginning hospice, Dad fell on the bathroom tile. I 
was guilt-ridden and nearly hysterical when I saw the cut on his 
forehead. I called hospice and a nurse came out right away. She was 
so kind and cheerful and immediately put all of us at ease. Dad was 
delighted that he didn't have to go to the hospital, and my husband 
and I felt so supported. 

Hospice made everything so much easier. My husband and I were 
grateful we could spend more quality time with Dad instead of 
managing every aspect of his care and running countless errands. Our 
nurse arranged to have his equipment and medications delivered, and 
she visited us regularly. She would make an extra visit anytime I was 
worried about something, even if it was minor. Dad appreciated the 
companionship, conversation and especially the massage therapy 
visits. I was amazed at how much the human touch could alleviate his 
pain for long stretches. 

The first three months Dad was on hospice were fairly routine. He 
went through several weeks in which each day he wanted to eat bacon 
for breakfast and pie for lunch and dinner. We gladly indulged every 
request. Then, in early December, his strength and stamina started to 
decline. He began sleeping longer each day but was still jovial and 
engaged while awake. He became more and more creative as his 
cognition continued to deteriorate. He told us the most fascinating 
stories that gave me the peace of mind he was happy. These days were 
hard, but they le� me with some of my fondest memories. 

Though Dad had grown quite confused, he recognized his time with us was nearing an end. One 
morning as I helped him get dressed, he told me he wanted to see his grandchildren. I recognized he 
needed our family to be together so he could have total peace in his heart. My brother, his wife and 
their children came over to visit just before Christmas, and Dad had a ball enjoying our holiday 
dinner by the Christmas tree. 

The next day, we ordered pizza at his request and opened gi�s with the grandbabies. It was a magical 
day, and we captured wonderful photos that I will cherish forever. Dad loved to rhyme when he was 
happy about something. That evening when I tucked him into bed, he told me he was "comfortable 
and cozy, snug as a bug." 

A�er our family Christmas weekend, Dad faded away. On New Year's Eve, he fell into a deep sleep. He 
was comfortable, but I was scared. Two nurses from hospice spent most of the day with us. Dad had 
very few needs by that point, but I needed comfort and reassurance. The nurses were so patient and 
kind and talked me through an emotionally draining day. 

The next morning — January 1, 2020 — as my father slept soundly in his bed, I kissed him on the 
cheek and announced, "Dad, it's 2020!" A half hour later, he quietly took his last breath, and our 
world became still. It was the most peaceful ending I could have envisioned for my sweet father. 
A�erwards, a hospice nurse came by and took care of all of the arrangements with the funeral home 
as our pastor prayed with us in the living room.

St. Francis Reflections Hospice was truly a gi� to Dad and the rest of our family. Every year — in 
private homes, nursing homes, assisted living facilities, our inpatient facility and hospitals — 
hundreds of patients and their families throughout Brevard County experience this gi� for 
themselves. I am proud to be part of an organization that provides such an essential service at the 
most sacred time in people's lives. 

As Brevard's only independent, not-for-profit comfort care resource, St. Francis Reflections Hospice 
relies on the partnership of loyal donors like you to make such a meaningful impact. Won't you 
please join me in supporting our wonderful mission of upli�ing lives by giving again to the St. Francis 
Reflections Foundation today? On behalf of all patients and families who will benefit from your 
continued generosity, thank you for caring. 

With gratitude, 

Cami Leech Florio
Daughter of Jack Leech
Interim Executive Director
St. Francis Reflections Foundation
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Dear [Salutation],

y father, Jack Leech was the kindest man I have ever 
known. Losing him in January has made 2020 the 

most emotionally challenging year of my life. At least my 
family and I were able to be with Dad and make lasting 
memories together during his final months. I can't even 
begin to imagine the pain felt by those who couldn't be 
physically present to say goodbye to a loved one due to 
COVID-19. If you are among this group, you are in my 
prayers. 

I am not only a grieving daughter, but also a hospice 
professional. Since 2017, I have had the privilege of 
working at St. Francis Reflections Lifestage Care (formerly 
Hospice of St. Francis). Late last year, my family and I 
turned to St. Francis Reflections to care for my beloved 
father. The experience showed me how much it means to 
receive the gi� of hospice. In this letter, I would like to 
share with you my family's story with the hope it will 
inspire you to renew your support of this special 
organization. 

In May 2019, I was wrapping up my workday when the 
phone rang. "Citrus County EMS" flashed on the caller ID, 
and my heart fluttered. Dad had been rushed to the 
hospital. I drove almost four hours across the state to 
reach him. Throughout the drive, I prayed he wouldn't 
su�er. My brother and I met in the parking lot, locked arms 
and walked into the hospital together, terrified. Although I 
have worked in healthcare for nearly 20 years, nothing 
could have prepared me to see Dad in an ICU bed, 
breathing on a ventilator. It was a life-altering moment. 

In the days that followed, Dad's condition improved, but the 
diagnosis was di�icult to pinpoint and he endured an 
extraordinarily complicated hospitalization. My brother and I 
vowed to care for Dad as a family and decided he would come 
to live with my husband and me in Brevard County. Over two 
months later, we were finally able to bring him home … with a 
diagnosis of stage IV cancer that had spread to his brain. 

Dad o�en talked about the aspects of his life that were most important to him: his faith, his family 
and his favorite foods. Staying in our home, he was overjoyed to go to church for the first time in 
months and to spend time with my husband, our puppy and me. He had even made a list of a couple 
dozen restaurants he wanted to visit — we began working on that list right away! 

We quickly settled into a weekday routine of endless doctors' appointments, infusions, scans and 
physical therapy. Weekends were reserved for faith, family and food. It was certainly a relief to know 
Dad was safe, comfortable and happy, and I treasured the opportunity to care for him. However, as 
his mind started to fade from the tumors and the side e�ects of treatment, the caregiving role 
became all-consuming.

While we were prepared for the medical 
needs that accompany a cancer diagnosis, 
we didn't realize how much his cognition 
would change or how much planning and 
attention would go into his care. Finally, I 
asked for a consultation with the St. 
Francis Reflections Palliative Care Service. 
Our nurse practitioner helped me 
understand what to expect and how best 
to support Dad's needs and wishes. She 
provided encouragement and 
reassurance, both of which my husband 
and I truly needed as caregivers.

As Dad began his first course of chemotherapy, his energy waned. 
Soon he confided that he didn't want to continue spending his 
precious hours at the doctor's o�ice. My brother and I agreed with his 
decision to discontinue treatments and discussed whether it was the 
right time for hospice. We talked for hours about what we wanted for 
Dad, and the conversation kept coming back to what he valued most: 
being with family, going to church and eating his favorite foods. 

We decided hospice was the right fit for our family and enrolled Dad in 
St. Francis Reflections Hospice a few days later. St. Francis Reflections 
professionals were already colleagues whom I valued dearly. However, 
when they were in my home caring for my father, they also became 
part of my family.

A�er months of caregiving, my husband and I were tired and in need 
of more support. It was such a relief knowing I didn't have to call 911 
or go to the emergency room if Dad had a medical issue. I could simply 
call hospice, and a nurse would come and check on us, any hour of the 
day or night. 

A few days a�er beginning hospice, Dad fell on the bathroom tile. I 
was guilt-ridden and nearly hysterical when I saw the cut on his 
forehead. I called hospice and a nurse came out right away. She was 
so kind and cheerful and immediately put all of us at ease. Dad was 
delighted that he didn't have to go to the hospital, and my husband 
and I felt so supported. 

Hospice made everything so much easier. My husband and I were 
grateful we could spend more quality time with Dad instead of 
managing every aspect of his care and running countless errands. Our 
nurse arranged to have his equipment and medications delivered, and 
she visited us regularly. She would make an extra visit anytime I was 
worried about something, even if it was minor. Dad appreciated the 
companionship, conversation and especially the massage therapy 
visits. I was amazed at how much the human touch could alleviate his 
pain for long stretches. 

The first three months Dad was on hospice were fairly routine. He 
went through several weeks in which each day he wanted to eat bacon 
for breakfast and pie for lunch and dinner. We gladly indulged every 
request. Then, in early December, his strength and stamina started to 
decline. He began sleeping longer each day but was still jovial and 
engaged while awake. He became more and more creative as his 
cognition continued to deteriorate. He told us the most fascinating 
stories that gave me the peace of mind he was happy. These days were 
hard, but they le� me with some of my fondest memories. 

Though Dad had grown quite confused, he recognized his time with us was nearing an end. One 
morning as I helped him get dressed, he told me he wanted to see his grandchildren. I recognized he 
needed our family to be together so he could have total peace in his heart. My brother, his wife and 
their children came over to visit just before Christmas, and Dad had a ball enjoying our holiday 
dinner by the Christmas tree. 

The next day, we ordered pizza at his request and opened gi�s with the grandbabies. It was a magical 
day, and we captured wonderful photos that I will cherish forever. Dad loved to rhyme when he was 
happy about something. That evening when I tucked him into bed, he told me he was "comfortable 
and cozy, snug as a bug." 

A�er our family Christmas weekend, Dad faded away. On New Year's Eve, he fell into a deep sleep. He 
was comfortable, but I was scared. Two nurses from hospice spent most of the day with us. Dad had 
very few needs by that point, but I needed comfort and reassurance. The nurses were so patient and 
kind and talked me through an emotionally draining day. 

The next morning — January 1, 2020 — as my father slept soundly in his bed, I kissed him on the 
cheek and announced, "Dad, it's 2020!" A half hour later, he quietly took his last breath, and our 
world became still. It was the most peaceful ending I could have envisioned for my sweet father. 
A�erwards, a hospice nurse came by and took care of all of the arrangements with the funeral home 
as our pastor prayed with us in the living room.

St. Francis Reflections Hospice was truly a gi� to Dad and the rest of our family. Every year — in 
private homes, nursing homes, assisted living facilities, our inpatient facility and hospitals — 
hundreds of patients and their families throughout Brevard County experience this gi� for 
themselves. I am proud to be part of an organization that provides such an essential service at the 
most sacred time in people's lives. 

As Brevard's only independent, not-for-profit comfort care resource, St. Francis Reflections Hospice 
relies on the partnership of loyal donors like you to make such a meaningful impact. Won't you 
please join me in supporting our wonderful mission of upli�ing lives by giving again to the St. Francis 
Reflections Foundation today? On behalf of all patients and families who will benefit from your 
continued generosity, thank you for caring. 

With gratitude, 

Cami Leech Florio
Daughter of Jack Leech
Interim Executive Director
St. Francis Reflections Foundation
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We couldn't have asked for more support, compassion or love.

Cami


