Do the Next Right Thing

In loving memory of Rose, who taught by living
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Rose was the oldest of six, which meant that before she was old enough to understand what
responsibility was, she already carried it. On the dairy farm in lowa where she grew up, there
was no such thing as a day off from the work of living things - cows needed milking, siblings
needed watching, and someone had to be the one who noticed what needed doing before it was
asked of them. That someone was Rose. It is not hard to imagine her there, in the gray hours
before sunrise, already awake, already useful, learning the quiet lesson that would shape her
whole life: that love often looks less like a feeling and more like showing up.

That early life on the farm never really left her. It settled into her hands, into the way she moved
through a kitchen like she'd been born knowing exactly what to do in one. It showed up every
Sunday, decades and a lifetime later, in the ritual she built for her grandchildren - the cinnamon
rolls, made from scratch, the whole house filling with the smell of them before anyone was even
fully awake. She would let the grandkids punch down the dough, small fists sinking into
something soft and warm and alive under their fingers, laughing as it hissed and settled. It was a
small thing, maybe, in the scheme of alife. But it was never really about the cinnamon rolls. It
was about Sunday being sacred, about the table being set, about children knowing that there was
aplace in theworld - her kitchen - where they would always be gathered in.

The Farmhousein Her

There is a particular kind of person shaped by growing up oldest, on a farm, with five younger
siblings underfoot - someone who understands early that the world runs on people doing their
part without being told, without complaint, without waiting for someone else to go first. Rose
carried that farmhouse practicality with her for the rest of her days. She was not a woman for
grand speeches or dramatic gestures. She believed, instead, in the accumulation of small faithful
acts - in getting up, in showing up, in doing the thing in front of you because it needed doing.

That belief had a name, a phrase she said so often it became a kind of family scripture: do the
next right thing. Not the biggest thing, not the easiest thing, not the thing that would earn her
praise or thanks. Just the next one. It was practical wisdom, farm wisdom really, the kind that
comes from a life where the work never fully stops and the only way through is one task at a
time - one more chore, one more meal, one more morning.

When It Mattered M ost

It is one thing to say words like that at the dinner table, offering them up as gentle advice to a
grandchild worried about a test or a decision. It is another thing entirely to live by them when
the ground falls out from under you. That test came for Rose when Grandpa got sick.



There is no dressing up what that season must have asked of her - the fear of it, the exhaustion,
the long stretches of not knowing, the days that surely felt too heavy to rise into. And yet she
rose into them anyway. She did not disappear into the hardship, and she did not perform strength
she didn't feel. She simply did what she had always done, what the farm had taught her long
before anyone she loved was sick: she did the next right thing. Whatever that meant on a given
day - sitting beside him, managing what needed managing, holding the family steady when it
would have been easier to fold - she did it, quietly, without asking for recognition, because that
iswho she had always been.

It is one thing to have afamily motto. It is another to watch your grandmother become the living
proof of it, to understand, even as a child, that you were witnessing something rare - a person
whose words and whose life were the same thing.

What Stayed

The grandchildren who punched down dough in her kitchen on all those ordinary Sundays did
not know, then, that they were being given something they'd spend the rest of their lives grateful
for. They were only aware of the yeast smell, the flour on the counter, the particular delight of
being trusted with something that mattered, even if it was just bread. But that is how the deepest
things are often taught - sideways, through flour and dough and repetition, through a hundred
Sundays that blurred pleasantly into one long memory of being loved on purpose, every single
week, without fail.

That was Rose's gift: she made devotion look like routine. She made showing up seem simple,
unremarkable, so that the people around her absorbed the lesson without ever feeling the weight
of the lecture. She did not need to explain why family gathered on Sundays. She simply made
sure it happened, year after year, so that "Sunday" and "Grandma's kitchen" and "cinnamon
rolls" and "belonging" all became, in the minds of her grandchildren, the same word.

And when the family faces its own hard seasons now - its own versions of Grandpa's illness, its
own mornings that feel too heavy to rise into - her words remain, plainspoken and sturdy as the
farmhouse she grew up in: do the next right thing. Not the whole mountain. Just the next step. It
is, perhaps, the most generous inheritance a person can leave behind - not a fortune, not even a
lesson exactly, but a way of moving through hardship that has already been tested, already been
proven, already been lived all the way through by someone who loved you.

Rose was the oldest of six on an lowa dairy farm, a keeper of Sunday mornings, a maker of
cinnamon rolls, a woman who met the hardest season of her life the same way she met every
ordinary one - steadily, faithfully, without fanfare. She is remembered in flour on small hands,
in the particular hush of a kitchen before dawn, and in a phrase that will outlive her, spoken now
by the very grandchildren she once let punch down the dough: do the next right thing. She did.
Every time. And so, in the truest way afamily can measure alife, she still does.



