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TRANSCRIPT FOR PODCAST EPISODE 24: Persist 
 
 

I'm Jill Baughan, and you're listening to the podcast called Find Joy...No Matter What. 
 
This is Episode 24.  
 
If you're in a tough place right now, your joy may seem like it's hiding--or gone. 
 
I understand. But it's still there, I promise, just waiting to be resurrected. And this podcast is 
designed to help you do just that...no matter what else is going on in your life. 
 
For just a few minutes each week, I'll tell you a story--one that just might inspire a way to 
uncover a piece of joy you might be looking for. Then, we’ll consider how it might speak to 
your life, because even though you’ll hear quite a few of my stories during our time together, 
I believe you’ll find your own in every one of mine. 
  
Finally, I'll offer a benediction to send you into your day--or into your night. 
 
So. If you're up for doing joy shots with a friend today...have a listen.  
 
When I was twelve, I read a book titled Fifteen by amazing author Beverly Cleary (who, by the 
way turned 104 this year). Equally amazing is the fact that this book was first released in 
1958 and continuously reprinted for almost 50 years!) 
 
It is a story about an ordinary girl named Jane with all the typical adolescent insecurities, 
who meets a new boy in town named Stan. After a few twists and turns in the plot, they, of 
course, end up together. Finally at the very end of the book, he gives her his identification 
bracelet, and they're going home after a school event. The last couple pages go like this: 
 
Stan started the car and headed toward Blossom Street. "Jane," he said urgently, above the sound 
of the model-A motor, "You know what it means to wear a fellow's bracelet?" 
 
"Yes," answered Jane, breathlessly. 
"It means you're going steady." 
"I know." Jane touched the bracelet. 
"You really want to?" 
"Yes, Stan. i really want to." 
 
Stan stopped the car in front of Jane's house. "I wish it wasn't so late," he said, and ran around the 
car to open the door for her. He took her hand in his as they went up the walk together. Halfway 
to the house Stan stopped and turned to Jane. He put his hands on her shoulders and drew her 
toward him. "I'm glad we're going steady," he whispered. 
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"So am I." In spite of the reassuring weight of his bracelet on her wrist, Jane suddenly felt shy. It 
seemed strange to be so close to Stan, to feel his crisp clean shirt against her cheek. She could not 
look up at him. Gently Stan lifted her face to his. "You're my girl," he whispered. 
 
...Then he hesitated and quickly bent his face to hers. Their noses bumped, but their lips met 
tenderly, clumsily, one side of his mouth against one side of hers. Jane had not known a boy's lips 
could be so soft. Stan's first kiss--it was a moment to cherish... 
 
When I closed the back cover, I thought,  "If this is what high school is like, sign me up!" I 
could hardly wait. 
 
Yeah, right.   
 
By the time I actually got to high school, I discovered that pubescent joy sometimes came at 
a cost: a cost that involved a fair amount of persistence. That it didn't just bubble up around 
you while you sat in a chair. That sometimes you had to actually practice over and over 
reaching for the happy ending. 
 
For some girls, that meant practicing their cheerleading moves over and over; for some it 
meant rehearsing songs on instruments over and over; for others it meant trying to perfect 
catches and pitches, kicks and spikes over and over. For me, however, it meant asking boys 
out over and over. 
 
Many mothers (maybe yours) have told their daughters that it's not ladylike to call boys on 
the phone and even worse to ask them out. Fortunately, I never considered myself 
particularly ladylike. I was forced to really work for just about every date I ever had.  
 
I actually got pretty good at it, since I was in a girls' club that had two functions every year--a 
banquet and a dance--and if you wanted to go, you had to do the asking. Starting my 
freshman year, I tried a variety of techniques; the first was to approach (and I'll name them 
Larry, Curly and Moe here) "Larry," a buddy, claim that I had two "extra" tickets to a banquet, 
and ask him if he wanted to go. It worked. 
 
For the next event, I worked up to asking "Curly," a guy I actually had a huge crush on. There 
is, of course, much more at stake when you put yourself out there for someone who makes 
your palms sweat, but I was determined to go to this dance with somebody I liked--and I 
mean "liked" liked. So I called him.  
 
I could tell that I caught him off guard, but he said yes. Ecstatic, I started making plans. Two 
days later he called me back, and said he couldn't go after all. Something about having to 
wash his hair. 
 
I was crushed, but not destroyed. 
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Determined to get back on the horse, I called "Moe." By this time, though, my self-confidence 
was waning.  I worked up the nerve to dial the number...but hung up after the first ring. 
Gathering myself together, I tried again...and hung up after the second ring. 
 
"Okay, this is just dumb," I told myself. "Do you want to go to this dance or not?" 
 
"Yes, yes," my wimpy self answered. 
 
"Then just do it," my brave self commanded. 
 
So I dialed the number. The phone rang once...then twice. Moe's little brother answered. 
"Could I speak to Moe?" I squeaked in a barely audible, not mention trembling, voice. 
 
"Surrrrrre," said Little Brother, who then covered the mouthpiece and, in an evil, singsongy 
little falsetto said, "Mooooooe! It's a girrrrl!" 
 
I couldn't help it. I hung up. And then I called Larry, claimed that I had two extra tickets to a 
dance, and asked him if he wanted to go. It worked again. Believe it or not, this went on for 
four years until the senior prom (which is another story you can hear about in Episode 12). 
 
At the time, I believed there was something terribly wrong with me; I was told (by Beverly 
Cleary, I thought) there would be a boyfriend in there somewhere.  
 
Now I see that I was gathering experience and courage for a shot at some joy that would 
change my life. 
 
When I got to college, I lived in an all-female dorm that--wouldn't you know it--had a dance 
every year. If you wanted to go, you had to ask. As in high school, I was determined not to let 
a little threat of rejection keep me from the fun of my own dance. In my junior year, I had a 
big crush on a friend--an adorable boy with long hair and ratty jeans (it was the seventies, 
remember)--and decided that I needed to go to this big event with him. 
 
So I began drawing on my past experience with such matters, working up the nerve to ask 
him. I actually worked on this nerve for a solid month, since attempting a leap from "friend" 
to "more than friend" is, as you know, very tricky. 
 
One evening, we were in a meeting together, when I decided to just pain myself into a 
corner. "When the meeting's over," I told him, "don't go away. I need to talk to you." Do I 
need to tell you that I had no idea what happened in that meeting? I just endured it, as I sat 
there with my palms sweating profusely. When the meeting finally ended, we went back to 
my friend's room in the grad house. 
 
By this time, he could tell I was nervous and, being a rather cocky boy, he was actually 
enjoying it. He took the only chair in the room (leaving no place for me to sit except the edge 
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of the bed), put his feet up on the desk, folded his arms across his chest, and said, 
"Now...what was it you wanted to ask me?" 
 
This irritating attitude actually made me a little mad, but I just told myself, "Play it off, girl, 
just play it off" 
 
So I said, "Buddy, I'm about to give you the opportunity of a lifetime." 
 
"And this is?" 
 
"To take me to a dance." 
 
He laughed. I laughed. 
 
And eight weeks later, he asked me to marry him. 
 
Of course, I said no. 
 
Then much later, I said yes. 
 
Then I said no again. 
 
Then I said yes again. 
 
But that's another story for another time. 
 
The point is, we've been married for 44 years. I've asked my husband, Ben, repeatedly why, if 
he like me enough to try to get me to marry him after eight weeks of dating, didn't he ever 
ask me out. He has never given me a satisfactory answer, which tells me, plain and simple, 
he was just chicken. Maybe afraid of rejection, like everyone else on the planet. 
 
But, you know what?  Some kinds of joy might require a little persistence, a little practice, a 
little risk of failure, a little "if at first you don't succeed, try, try again." 
 
Is there something you would like to do, just for the sake of joy, that might require a little 
practice, a little risk of failure, a little persistence? Maybe it would involve making music or 
art; maybe it would involve learning how to do something physical, like dancing or canoeing 
or dogsledding or some other sport; maybe it would involve trying  a new skill, like car repair 
or mastering a new language. 
 
Or maybe it would involve a lifelong pursuit of beating the bushes to know God--the Creator 
of joy--better. (Spoiler alert: That one will keep you busy all your life. Totally an exercise in 
Ultimate Persistence. And totally worth it.) 
 
And so, my friend,  
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May you never give up on your pursuit of joy, whatever it involves. 
 
And may you not lose heart when your initial attempts don't yield quite the ecstasy you were 
dreaming about. 
 
But may you be heartened, just knowing that there can be delight from a persistent pursuit.  
 
Thanks so much for joining me. 
 
If you know someone who needs encouragement today to stay the course in their search for 
joy, I invite you to share this podcast with them, and subscribe yourself on iTunes, or 
wherever you listen to podcasts. Or you can go to my website at jillbaughan.com, click on a 
podcast episode and sign up to receive episodes in your inbox.  Just don't miss an episode, 
because I so look forward to being with you again soon.  
 
Keep at it, my friend.  And always, always remember, if you go looking for joy, you'll most 
likely find it. 
 
Till next time... 
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