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Transcript for Podcast Episode 26: SCREW UP? LEARN YOUR LESSON 

 
I'm Jill Baughan, and you're listening to the podcast called Find Joy...No Matter What. 
 
This is Episode 26.  
 
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. (Music fades) 
 
We are all screwups. 
 
We're all experienced--dare I say experts--in making unfortunate decisions. What we 
may not be so expert at is figuring out how to engineer some joy out of an 
unfortunate decision. But it's not only possible...it can be life-giving...as in this: 

 
When I was in college, I had no idea what I wanted to do with the rest of my life. 
 
When I was finally forced to declare a major my junior year, pretty much all I knew 
for sure was that I required adequate amounts of fun, and that I loved school. So, I 
deduced, what career combines school with fun? Being a teacher, of course. That, I 
reasoned, sounded like a good safe bet. Lots of people did it; surely I could too. So I 
declared elementary education my major, thinking that I was officially set for life in a 
career that was so noble. So honorable. But so--as it turned out--not me. 
 
I took all the requisite classes, and by the time my senior year rolled around, I was 
all set to do my student teaching and enrich the minds, not to mention the entire  
lives, of young and impressionable fourth graders. 
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My first act as an official student teacher was to check out the (itty bitty) bathroom 
in the teacher's lounge on the first day. After my visit, I pulled on the doorknob to 
open the door and get out. It stayed locked. I pulled harder. Still locked.  I body 
slammed the door a few times and tried again. Nope. 
 
So I had no choice but to call for help, because the first bell was about to ring and 
time was a-wastin'. 
 
"EXCUSE ME?" I yelled. "IS ANYBODY OUT THERE? I'M LOCKED IN HERE!" 
 
Oh, there was somebody out there, all right. Judging from the laughter, I guessed 
the entire faculty was out there, and they were enjoying my problem a little too 
much.  
As it turned out, they--like me--appreciated fun too, and were making disparaging 
remarks about the "college kid" locked in the bathroom.  
 
Then some wise guy decided that a little imitation advice was in order, and yelled, 
"HEY, IT HAPPENS ALL THE TIME. JUST TAKE YOUR SHOE OFF AND BEAT IT AGAINST 
THE DOORKNOB!" 
 
Did I mention that I was also a tad naive? 
 
So I took my shoe off and beat the living daylights out of the doorknob, as all those 
people on the outside were rolling on the floor. I actually heard them doing this. 
 
As it turned out, though, the doorknob really was stuck, so one of them called the 
principal to come to the rescue. And the only way for him to the get inside of the 
bathroom was from the outside of the building. So Mr. Principal got a ladder, hauled 
it outside and proceeded to back in through the tiny window. 
 
Fortunately, he had a narrow backside. I know this because it was facing me for 
about sixty seconds, which was sixty seconds too long, as the poor man wriggled his 
way into that itty bitty space. 
 
Then he stepped onto the heating register attached to the wall. Of course, the 
register couldn't take the weight; it detached from the wall, and in slow motion, he 
hurtled toward me. I fell, and he fell on top of me, and we ended up in an intimate 
little pile on that bathroom floor. 
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As we lay there on the cold, cold linoleum, I stifled the urge to give him a desperate-
eyed look and shout, "We've got to stop meeting like this!" At least I had a modicum 
of discretion there. 
 
Imagine our grand exit from the loo. It certainly sealed my reputation as a bumbling 
blockhead.  
 
Incredibly, my career trajectory headed even further south from there. 
 
In the classroom, I soon learned that even very young children are quite intuitive, 
and know a pushover when they see one. Suffice it to say that I might as well have 
walked into their space in a clown suit with a "Kick Me!" sign on my back. 
 
About midway through the semester, my supervising teacher pulled me aside and 
said something like, "Listen, you're going to have to start acting like an adult teacher, 
or I'm going to have to fail you."  
 
So I started faking my delight in educating and herding large groups of young 
children. I did it for the A, which I got in the end. But it was miserable and painful, 
and so obvious that I had spent four years and a lot of money in college pursuing 
the wrong degree. 
 
There was, however, a glimmer of hope on the horizon. My minor in college was in 
English, and my degree would qualify me (on paper, anyway) to teach in middle 
school. I was to have a two-week stint at student teaching with them. 
 
Maybe, I thought, I'd do better with older kids. 
 
On the first day, my supervising teacher left me in charge of the class for a few 
minutes. In record time, the little gremlins had locked me in the media closet. 
 
Don't even ask. 
 
I had quite a bit of time in the solitude of that closet for some thoughtful meditation, 
and it was in that sacred space the Lord revealed to me that corralling and 
educating children was obviously not the path to living my best life. 
 
Mercifully, for the sake of students everywhere, despite my degree, I never taught 
the first day of elementary or middle school. 
 
And--this is so important--I learned my lesson. 
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Which was a good thing. 
 
Parker Palmer, in his book, Let Your Life Speak, says (and I agree) that there's as 
much guidance in the way that closes behind us as there is in the way that opens up 
ahead of us; that "...each time a door closes, the rest of the world opens up. All we need 
to do is stop pounding on the door that just closed, turn around--which puts the door 
behind us--and welcome the largeness of life that now lies open to our souls." (54) 
 
For instance, I learned that I still loved school--the rhythm of the school year, the 
environment of the classroom, the excitement of learning. Because a couple years 
later--that closed door eventually pushed me toward something that resonated with 
my heart: going back to school (of course) and teaching young adults. (They paid to 
be in that classroom! No corralling required!) 
 
I could have forced myself to teach children, beating on a door I was never meant to 
walk through--and it would have been tragic for them and me,  
 
But learning my lesson eventually led to writing and speaking, so my "classroom" is 
now non-traditional. But this is the truth: When I'm writing for you and talking with 
you, I do feel the "largeness of life" in my soul.  
 
And I feel like everything I've experienced in my life so far has been preparation for 
this...and after all this time, I have come home to what I was created to do. 
 
So what about you? 
 
Where in life have you messed up--in big or small ways? (Because, obviously, we all 
have to some degree, right?) 
 
Where have you messed up with words or relationships or choices that have led you 
to the wrong side of a closed door? 
 
Whatever your answers--even if your messups were very painful for you and others-
-please know that there is joy in learning your lesson and moving forward. 
 
And so, my friend,   
 
May you spend a little time locked in your own version of a media closet, thinking 
about where you might have slidden sideways.  
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And may you finally stop pounding on the door behind you and turn around to see   
God's hand reaching out to open up the world in front of you. 
 
Thanks so much for joining me. 
 
If you know people who need a little encouragement to stop beating themselves up 
for past mistakes, and a reminder that there can be joy ahead, 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 a single one, 
because I so look forward to being with you again soon.  
 
Learn your lessons well, my friends.  And always, always remember, if you go 
looking for joy, you'll most likely find it. 
 
Till next time... 
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