
TRANSCRIPT FOR EPISODE 32-SAY "I LOVE YOU" 

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

This	is	Episode	32.		

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)	

It's	quite	possibly	the	weirdest	phrase	in	the	English	language.	

Because,	oddly	enough,	it's	a	non-question	that	demands	an	answer:	If	someone	
says,	"I	love	you,"	the	hoped-for,	appropriate	response	is--you	know	this--"I	love	you	
too."	

But	what	if	you	put	yourself	out	there	in	such	a	way,	and	get	something	else?	

When	my	then-boyfriend	Ben	first	said,	"I	love	you,"	that	phrase	(to	me)	meant,	at	
the	very	least,	a	BIG	commitment,	and	at	the	very	most,	"I	want	to	marry	you	some	
day,	if	not	sooner."	

And	I	was	NOT	ready	for	that	gig,	not	by	a	long	shot.	Personally,	I	was	afraid,	not	of	
being	vulnerable	or	being	hurt,	but	of	growing	up.	

Yes,	my	name	was	right	there	in	the	dictionary	beside	"Peter	Pan	Syndrome."	

I	was	that	person	in	college	who	lived	in	the	dorm	all	four	years,	even	though	my	
friends	wanted	to	get	an	apartment	because,	I	reasoned,	"Why	in	the	world	would	
you	want	to	start	having	to	grocery	shop	and	cook	and	clean	house	before	you	have	
to?"	



I	was	the	one	who,	when	I	walked	past	married	student	housing	at	Purdue,	actually	
shook	my	head	and	felt	sorry	for	those	poor	saps	who	were	stuck	with	just	one	
person	in	the	prime	of	life.		
	
So	marriage?	Yikes.	That	was	spelled	RESPONSIBLE	ADULT,	and	I	was	just	not	into	
that.	I	figured	that	the	beginning	of	responsible	adulthood	was	the	end	of	the	good	
life,	so	no	sirree,	I	wasn't	saying,	"I	love	you"	until	I	was	ready	to	grow	up,	and	God	
only	knew	when	THAT	would	be.	
	
So	in	response	to	Ben's	declaration	of	affection,	I	said..."I'm	glad."	
	
I	know.	So	lame.	
	
But	lest	you	be	judging	me	right	now,	not	the	lamest.	
	
If	a	short	Google	search	can	yield	an	article	called	100+	Alternative	Ways	To	Say,	"I	
Love	You,"	it	must	be	a	Thing.	
	
According	to	this	source,	methods	of	evasion	can	be	classified	into	a	few	categories.	
	
You	could	indicate	how	this	person	makes	you	feel,	and	say,	"I	love	spending	time	
with	you,"	or	"You	make	me	so	happy."	
	
You	could	say	something	light	and	breezy,	such	as,	"If	you	were	a	booger,	I'd	pick	
you."	(Yeah,	just	take	a	second	and	play	through	that	exchange	in	your	mind.)	
	
Or	you	could	go	the	movie	quote	route,	such	as,	"You	complete	me,"	from	Jerry	
McGuire,	or	Harrison	Ford's	famous	response	from	The	Empire	Strikes	Back:	"I	
know."	
	
Or	how	about	in	the	movie,	Ghost,	where	Patrick	Swayzee	can	only	respond	to	Demi	
Moore's	"I	love	you"	with	"Ditto"?	Or	in	Something's	Gotta	Give,	when	Jack	
Nicholson's	character	says	to	Diane	Keaton's,	"Erica,	you	are	a	woman	to	love"?	
	
What	does	that	even	mean?	
	
It's	something,	maybe	slightly	better	than	nothing,	but	it's	not	"I	love	you."	Any	more	
than	"Love	ya!"	is.	Or	"Back	atcha."	Or	the	hideous	"You	too,"	which	makes	no	sense	
at	all.	
	
Philosopher	Robert	Solomon	says	"I-love-you"	is	an	action,	not	a	word.	It	is	not	a	
short	sentence.	Of	course,	it	looks	like	a	sentence,	made	up	of	words,	but	sentences	can	
be	transcribed	and	transformed..."I-love-you"	has	no	parts,	no	words	to	be	rearranged	
or	replaced.	"You-I-love"	is	more	than	merely	clumsy,	like	"Me	Tarzan,	you	Jane."	It	is	
something	like	staking	a	claim.	"John	loves	Sally,"	said	by	John	to	Sally	is	absurd.	"I-
love-you"	allows	for	no	substitutions,	no	innovations.	It	stands	outside	the	language...If	



it	is	misunderstood,	it	cannot	be	explained.	If	unheard,	it	has	not	been	uttered.	And	
when	it	is	heard,	it	no	longer	matters	that	you	didn't	mean	to	say	it	in	the	first	place,	
that	you	"just	blurted	it	out."	You	did	it,	and	it	cannot	be	undone.		
	
And	even	beyond	romance,	"I	love	you"	can	be	tricky	and	hard	to	say--in	a	friend-to-
friend,	a	sibling-to-sibling	or	a	parent-to-child	relationship,	for	instance.		
	
Like	my	mom.	Though	she	never	said,	"I'm	proud	of	you,"	or	"I	love	you,"	I	always	
knew	that	she	was	and	she	did.	She	showed	me	in	other	ways.	But	her	silence	with	
those	words	made	me	gun	shy	about	saying	them	to	her.	
	
Oh,	she	knew	I	loved	her,	because	I	showed	it	and	wrote	it.	
	
And	there	was,	of	course,	that	one	time	I	actually	said	it.	
	
Her	response	to	my	"I	love	you"?	
	
"And	I	you."	
	
It	was	the	best	she	could	do.	
	
I	was	puzzled,	though.	No	stranger	to	loss	of	loved	ones,	she'd	had	twin	babies	who	
died	shortly	after	they	were	born,	and	she'd	been	widowed	at	46.	It	seemed	to	me	
that,	knowing	in	such	poignant	ways	that	it	could	be	too	late	at	any	time,	she	would	
have	been	eager	to	hear	and	say	those	words	to	those	closest	to	her,	but	it	appeared	
not.	
	
Why?	I	didn't	know	them,	and	I	don't	know	now,	but	I	do	know	this:		When,	at	99,	
she	was	very	near	death,	sleeping,	slipping	away,	I	held	her	hand	and	said,	"I	love	
you."	With	no	hesitation.	
	
And	I	wished	I	had	said	it	a	hundred	times	more	when	she	could	hear	me.	
	
If	you	are	privileged	enough	to	have	known	the	exquisite	agony	of	loving	someone	
for	the	long	haul,	and	you	haven't	actually	looked	them	in	the	eyes	and	told	them	(or	
aren't	in	the	habit	of	telling	them),	I'm	asking	you	to	consider	doing	so,	even	if	it's	
hard	for	you,	because:	
	
Maybe	your	friend	is	going	through	a	rough	time	right	now,	and	three	words	would	
be	an	incredible	lift.	
	
Maybe	your	parent	hasn't	heard	it	from	you	lately.	Or	ever.	And	hearing	it	from	you	
would	mean	so	much,	reassuring	her	that,	even	when	she	feels	lonely,	she's	not	
alone.	
	



Maybe	your	spouse--who	should	know	you	love	him,	since	you're	married,	for	
crying	out	loud--needs	some	affirmation	more	often--for	better	or	for	worse.	
	
Maybe	your	sibling	needs	to	feel	that	someone	is	in	her	corner--for	keeps.	
	
Maybe--especially	if	your	relationship	has	been	difficult	lately--your	child	needs	
reassurance	that	you	always	have	and	always	will.	No	matter	what.	
	
Such	powerful	words	that	can	lift	up,	inspire	confidence,	comfort	in	grief	or	failure,	
assure	forgiveness	or	even	heal.	Not	from	pressure	or	insincerity	or	obligation,	but	
rather	from...well...love.	
	
Because,	as	Robert	Solomon	also	wrote,	I	say	"I	love	you,"	and	I	no	longer	remember	
the	time	I	was	with	you	when	it	was	not	said.	And	we	will	never	be	together	again	
without	it.		
	
And	that,	I	say,	is	most	joyful.	
	
	
And	so,	my	friend,	if	you	love	someone...anyone,	
	
May	you	find	the	courage	to	say	those	three	words		
right	out	loud,	
in	that	order,	
	
And	in	so	doing,	may	you	offer	and	receive	the	joy	of	knowing	that	Nothing	says	"I	
love	you"	like	"I	love	you."	
	
Thanks	so	much	for	joining	me.	
	
If	you	know	people	who	need	to	say--or	hear--those	possibly	life-changing	words,	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	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.		
	
Just	say	it,	my	friend.		And	always,	always	remember,	if	you	go	looking	for	joy,	you'll	
most	likely	find	it.	
	
Till	next	time...	
	
	


