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    To anyone who ever felt broken—

this is proof you can still become something beautiful.

      

    


THE ROSE MAN

Folding Kindness From a Broken Life

William R. Bailey

The Rose Man
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PROLOGUE
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The Giants Before Me

––––––––
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I’ve spent a lot of time reflecting on the giants whose shoulders I stand on.

In the Bailey–Newman bloodline there is a belief that runs deeper than words. It isn’t written down anywhere, but everyone in our family understands it.

A man’s integrity demands loyalty.

I saw it first in my great-grandfather, Guy J. Bailey, who helped lay the stones for the Meadow Glade Seventh-day Adventist Church. In those days, if you wanted a sanctuary for your faith, you didn’t wait for someone else to build it. You picked up the stones yourself.

I saw it in William R. Newman, who anchored our family with pioneer strength. He believed that character wasn’t something you talked about. It was something you built—brick by brick.

My grandmother, Betty Jo Newman Bailey, carried that same spirit. She served in the Grange for sixty-two years. To her, community wasn’t a slogan. It was a responsibility.

My grandfather Joseph Bailey was a six-foot-three tattooed giant who endured tragedies most people could never imagine. He lived through the 1950 murder of his fiancée and later survived the 1964 Gold Hill bus crash, the deadliest in Oregon’s history. Yet he continued to stand, serve his community, and lead his family.

Then there was my Uncle Jon, Howard Jon Bailey.

Six-foot-five and known to many as a gentle giant, he never met a stranger. He rose from washing dishes to becoming an award-winning executive chef, carving ice sculptures and greeting Japanese guests in their own language.

But his greatest victory wasn’t in the kitchen.

While cleaning equipment with a solvent, a spark ignited invisible fumes. The explosion should have taken his life—and his hands. Doctors said he wouldn’t survive the night. If he did, they believed he would spend the rest of his life in a wheelchair without the use of his hands.

Thousands of people prayed.

God proved the doctors wrong.

Jon not only walked again, he went on to work at Boeing, mastering functional testing and leading his team until his final days in 2025. His life became proof that prayer and persistence can rebuild a man from ashes.

My Aunt Ann Van Antwerp carried that same discipline. She became a Sergeant in the United States military and later served her community as a nurse for more than twenty-five years. Even after enduring the heartbreaking loss of her child, she continued to lead and serve others.

The Bailey–Newman heart can break.

But it never stops leading.

Most of all, I saw this strength in my father, Robert Bailey.

My father wore many hats in his life—businessman, provider, problem-solver, protector. He built businesses, worked long hours, and carried the weight of responsibility even while battling diabetes and constant physical pain.

But no matter how busy life became, he always made time to teach me how to work, how to carry responsibility, and how to stand by my word.

He never demanded loyalty.

His integrity commanded it.

Our greatest test came when I was eight years old.

Standing in the shadow of a gunpoint robbery, I saw the protector’s heart of my family firsthand. In that moment I realized something that would stay with me for the rest of my life.

The world is not always safe.

But there are people willing to stand in front of danger to protect the ones they love.

That lesson shaped the man I would eventually become.

The story you are about to read is not just about the roses I give away today.

It is about the people and the trials that forged the man who learned how to fold them. 
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Chapter 1
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The Roses

People ask me sometimes why I make roses out of napkins and hand them to strangers.

That’s the short answer.

If they stay long enough, I explain the rest.

Because the roses didn’t begin in a happy place. They didn’t begin in a garden or a flower shop.

They began in jail.

They began in a place where time moves slowly, where people sit with the consequences of their decisions, and where hope can sometimes feel very far away.

That’s where I first saw someone take something ordinary and turn it into something beautiful.

A rose made from toilet paper.

At the time I had no idea that a small skill learned in a jail pod would eventually become something much bigger.

I just knew that in a place where almost everything felt broken, someone had turned something simple into something meaningful.

And that idea stayed with me.

Because if a piece of toilet paper could become a rose, maybe a broken life could become something better too.

For the last eighteen years, I’ve carried napkins in my pockets and folded them into roses wherever I go.

Restaurants. Churches. Meetings. Waiting rooms. Airports.

Then I give them away.

Sometimes people laugh.

Sometimes they smile.

Sometimes they cry.

Some people keep the rose in their car so they see it every day.

Some place it on a shelf in their home to remind them that someone cared.

Some have even told me that receiving a rose changed the direction of their life during a dark moment.

Over time I realized something that humbled me deeply.

I may have given away more than ten thousand roses.

Ten thousand small reminders that kindness still exists.

When I first realized that number, it shocked me.

Because doing something for eighteen years is easy to overlook when you’re living it day by day.

But when you step back and look at it, you see something different.

You realize you’ve spent nearly two decades doing something most people wouldn’t do for eighteen days.

And that’s when I understood something important.

Kindness spreads the same way roses do.

One at a time.
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Chapter 2
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The Legacy Before Me

Long before I ever folded my first napkin rose, there were people in my family whose lives shaped the values that would eventually guide my own.

Every family carries a kind of legacy.

Sometimes it’s wealth.

Sometimes it’s struggle.

Sometimes it’s faith.

In my family, it was something harder to describe but easy to recognize.

Integrity.

Respect.

And a quiet expectation that a person should stand by their word.

Those lessons didn’t come from books.

They came from the people who came before me.

My grandparents.

My great-grandparents.

My aunts and uncles.

They were the kind of people who believed that your character mattered more than your reputation.

Because a reputation is what people say about you.

But character is who you are when nobody is watching.

Those values shaped my father.

And through him, they shaped me.

Even years later I would see something that proved how strong that legacy really was.

––––––––
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Everywhere my father went, people seemed to respect him in a way that is difficult to explain.

Not the kind of respect that comes from fear.

The kind that comes from honor.

Men who looked tough enough to scare most people would treat him with a quiet loyalty.

And that loyalty often extended to me.

It took many years for me to fully understand what that meant.

Integrity has a way of echoing through generations.

The life a person lives does not only affect their own story.

It influences the stories of everyone who comes after them.
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Chapter 3
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A Father’s Kind of Discipline

When I was younger, I had a lot of energy and not always the best judgment.

School wasn’t easy for me.

I got kicked out more than once, and eventually they placed me in a behavior disorder class because of my actions.

One day something happened that I was sure was going to get me into serious trouble.

There was a timeout room at the school.

A place they would lock students inside when they needed to calm down.

At some point during one of those incidents, I broke the door.

After it happened, I had to call my father.

As I waited for him to come pick me up, I was certain I was about to get the worst punishment of my life.

My mind raced the entire time.

When he arrived, he didn’t yell.

He didn’t threaten.

He simply drove for a while.

Then he asked a question I never expected.

“Do you want to go get donuts?”

That moment stayed with me for the rest of my life.

Because sometimes love shows up in ways you don’t expect.

And sometimes the moments where you expect anger are the same moments where someone reminds you that you’re still worth caring about.
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Chapter 4
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My Grandfather and the Grange

My grandfather was a military man.

I’m still working on learning exactly what branch he served in, but I always knew that part of his life mattered deeply to him. It showed in the way he carried himself.

There was a quiet discipline about him.

He wasn’t loud about it. He didn’t need to be.

Some people command respect without saying very much at all, and my grandfather was one of those people.

One of the places I remember most clearly from my childhood was The Grange.

My grandfather was involved there and at one point even served as a Master.

As a kid I didn’t fully understand what that meant. I just knew it was something important in the community and that my grandfather was respected there.

Sometimes my father would take me with him to visit.

My grandfather and grandmother would be there, and the building always had this feeling of community.

People gathering together.

Talking.

Sharing meals.

But as a kid, what I remember most wasn’t the meetings.

It was breakfast.

They would have these breakfast gatherings that I absolutely loved going to.

Tables full of food.

People talking and laughing.

The smell of breakfast cooking.

My favorite thing in the world at those breakfasts were the little round sausages.

I would eat as many of them as I could get away with.

Looking back now, those mornings were about more than food.

They were about community.

They were about people showing up for each other.

They were about the kind of life where neighbors knew one another and families passed values down through generations.

At the time, I was just a kid enjoying breakfast.

But now I realize I was also watching something important.

I was watching what it looked like when people lived with service, discipline, and connection to their community.

My grandfather had served his country in the military.

He served his community through The Grange.

And without realizing it, he was also teaching the next generation what it meant to be part of something bigger than yourself.
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