
 
 

TRANSCRIPT FOR EPISODE 27: 
TAKE A PLAYFUL RISK 

 
 

I'm Jill Baughan, and you're listening to the podcast called Find Joy...No Matter What. 
 
This is Episode 27.  
 
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) 

 
Many people--and maybe you're one of them--fancy themselves as adventurous risk 
takers. Unfortunately, most of us are really chickens at heart, a little bit (or a lot) 
afraid of risks. 
 
However, sometimes I am willing to take a risk just to get the feeling of having taken 
one (unless it involves jumping out of an airplane or spelunking. You can check out 
Episode 14 for that explanation). 
 
Such was the case when I signed up once for a program sponsored by our 
Department of Game and Inland Fisheries called Becoming an Outdoors Woman in 
Virginia. It was a weekend full of classes ranging from canoeing to pistol shooting, 
and I was convinced that it was time for me to add some excitement to my life by 
trying something a little risky. 
 
In anticipation of this event, i found it easy to drum up the excitement, with a dash 
of fear and trepidation thrown in. 
 
 



 
 
The day I arrived, I was ready to register for some canoeing and outdoor cooking, 
but was most intrigued by the description of the high ropes course: a series of wire 
configurations that you have to navigate about 30 feet off the ground. I could 
imagine myself having done this stunt and feeling like quite the brave one, so I 
signed on the dotted line for that one.  
 
I expected more problem-solving than risky behavior. I mean, how dangerous could 
it be, with all these people doing it? Besides, I'd heard of eight-year-old kids tackling 
low ropes courses, and what was a high ropes course but a low ropes course higher 
off the ground? 
 
I was actually looking forward to the experience until just a few hours before the 
class, when I talked to a girl about twenty years younger than me who had done it 
the year before.  
 
"Oh wow!" she practically shouted at me. "You'll love it! I had bruises all over my 
body, but it was awesome! You'll be so proud of yourself when it's all over! When 
you're up there, just keep repeating to yourself, 'Nothing's gonna happen to me, 
nothing's gonna happen to me.'" 
 
This was obviously more than I had bargained for.  That afternoon we met as a 
group and walked to the woods where the high ropes were...very high ropes. I never 
knew thirty feet off the ground could look so high. Greg, our instructor, showed us 
how to hitch ourselves into harnesses and onto hooks called carabiners, and then 
he let us practice a few safety techniques. 
 
After an hour of instruction, we assembled at the bottom of the first station. I did 
not volunteer to go first. I preferred to let my anxiety build while I watched other 
people brave the unknown.  
 
The first girl got around the course (four configurations) slowly and haltingly, but at 
least she made it, as did most other people. The closer my turn got, the harder my 
heart pounded. I wasn't too afraid of heights or even of getting hurt. I was just afraid 
that I couldn't do this thing--that I would fail and be what I most dreaded being in 
this life--a weenie. 
 
As I hooked up my belay line to a lady I did not know and who had never held 
someone's life in her hands before, I worried that I didn't even have the muscle 
strength or the balance to make the climb to the wires. The steps were two feet 
apart, and when I got to the top step, I had to get on my knees and hoist myself up 
to the platform. I stood up, shaking and out of breath. 



 
 
The first challenge was a single wire to walk on and two wires to hold on to about 
shoulder height. I wobbled and swayed my way across. (They really should pull 
those things tighter.) Feeling all alone in this world, I continued on. I made it to the 
second platform and contemplated the second station: the kitten crawl across two 
parallel wires. I was supposed to lower myself slowly to my hands and knees, walk 
my hands out on the wires and pray that my legs were following behind me--knees 
inside the wires, feet outside. At this point, all my confidence left me; I wanted to 
leap off the platform and run home. 
 
But there was nothing to do except keep going, so I got down on all fours, slowly, 
slowly...and started scooting, my knees waggling in and out, in and out. Halfway 
across, I was panting, cotton mouthed, and wondering why I did these things to 
myself; the end of the line looked a mile away, and my knees were moving in and 
out just a tad too much when--shoot! I flipped off the wires and, in an instant, found 
myself hanging upside down, suspended in the air from my belay line.  
 
And it was at this moment--gazing up at the blinding sun--that I recalled what Greg 
had told us from the beginning: "It's not important to be the best; it's not even 
important to be good. What's important is to be here." 
 
Yes, indeedy. And here I was, hanging upside down like a sloth in a tree. 
 
I had a little talk with Jesus right then and there. Certainly this was a good time to 
thank Him for the wires and hooks that kept me from plummeting to the ground. I 
was also moved to ask Him for help in getting out of this awkward--not to mention 
unnatural--position. He told me to look to my friends. 
 
"NOW WHAT?" I yelled at everyone below, suddenly aware that I had an audience. 
 
"GET BACK ON TOP!" they yelled. 
 
Right, I thought. Part the Red Sea! Walk on water! Get back on top! It's all the same to 
me! 
 
"HOW?" I yelled back down. 
 
Well, their instructions didn't help much, and I ended up using my arms to pull 
myself across, still inverted. Finally, I made it to the platform too weak to right 
myself, and Greg gave me a hand up. 
 
 



 
 
The next two configurations were easy in comparison, but I passed through them 
with shaky legs, flimsy knees, and a badly bruised ego. A reward was waiting for me, 
however, at the last station: the zip line. I was on a platform up in a tree. A wire 
extended from high up in that tree and descended into the woods about a quarter 
mile away. I was delighted to see that there was no challenge to this challenge: it 
was like swinging through the jungle on a vine.  
 
Greg hooked me up to the line and said, "Okay, jump when you're ready," and I had 
absolutely no problem leaping off that platform and sailing down into the woods 
with a Tarzan yodel and wild abandon. 
 
Was the risk (and reality) of failure and bruises worth the payoff at the end? Oh my, 
yes. 
 
Am I glad I did it all? Absolutely...because the most valuable lesson I learned from 
having taken this playful risk was that if I fail--or even look like a sloth in a tree--the 
exhilaration and joy of having stepped out on the wire to get to the reward is far 
more fun than standing on the ground wishing I had the nerve to play Tarzan. 
 
So what about you? 
 
Couldn't the same principle apply to adventures God might be nudging you toward, 
even when it comes to having fun?  
 
I believe we take playful risks far too infrequently, and as a result, miss out on much 
ordinary joy.  
 
Is there one that's been sitting around in your heart, waiting for permission to come 
out and play?  
 
And just so you know, playful risks don't have to be physical; they can also be 
relational, vocational, emotional, and spiritual--with their own versions of flipping 
upside down, okay, yes. But also with a promise of a jump out of a tree and a yodel 
of wild abandon. 
 
And so, my friend, 
 
May you listen to that restless heart of yours when it urges you to step out on a 
wire, 
 
 



 
 
And may you be willing to wobble a little bit just for the opportunity to take a chance 
on joy, 
 
And--most of all-- may you feel your soul expand at the end of a day well played. 
 
(Expressive Piano fades out.) 
 
Thanks so much for joining me. 
 
 
If you know people who need a little encouragement to take a little risk to have a 
little fun, I invite you to share this podcast with them, and subscribe yourself on 
Apple Podcasts, or wherever you listen to podcasts. Or you can go to my website at 
jillbaughan.com, click on a particular 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.  
 
Play on, my friends.  And always, always remember, if you go looking for joy, you'll 
most likely find it. 
 
Till next time... 
 
 
 


