
 
TRANSCRIPT FOR PODCAST EPISODE 90-BE SOMEBODY’S HUCKLEBERRY 

 
 

I'm Jill Baughan, and you're listening to the podcast called Find Joy...No Matter What. 
 
This is Episode 90.  
 
 
Friends, Christmas is coming soon, and you might have-gift giving on your mind. If so, I 
have a gift for you that might help you with that: It’s a guide to making a Joy Box for 
someone you care about.  
 
Do you know someone who’s going through a hard time right now? Do you want to 
celebrate some goodness that’s happening in a friend’s life? Do you need to express your 
appreciation for a job well done or a kindness extended during this past crazy year? Or 
maybe someone needs to know that you love them? Or even like them? 

If so, this guide offers up some ideas for making a joy box that will definitely brighten the 
day--and maybe even the life--of someone you care about. I’ve saved you the headspace of 
trying to “think up” a special gift of encouragement.  

Just head on over to my website at jillbaughan.com, sign up for this free download and, as a 
bonus, you’ll also receive the podcast in your inbox every Monday morning--which can be a 
very good thing all year long, but especially during this season…because 

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.  
 
 



The phrase “I’m your huckleberry” became popular in the 1800s, used in a variety of ways, 
including as a response to anyone looking for help or someone to do work. Idioms Online 
says it could mean simply “I’m the man for the job.” It was made famous in modern times in 
1993 in the movie Tombstone. This movie was another in a long line of movies about Wyatt 
Earp and events in Tombstone Arizona during the 1880s, including the famous “Shootout at 
the OK Corral.” It was Doc Holliday who uttered the unfamiliar phrase to the character Johnny 
Ringo: “I’m your Huckleberry. That’s just my game.” 
 
For our purposes, today, during the next ten minutes anyway, we’ll use this definition from 
the uber-scholarly source, Wiktionary: “I’m your huckleberry”: I am your partner; I will join 
you; I will work with you; I will fight for you; I will dance with you. 
 
Every joyful life has at least one of these; and every joyful life needs to BE one of these. 
 
And what does being a huckleberry look like? 
 
--It looks like one rainy day, when my daughter was about four years old. I had a lot to do, 
and was cleaning house when she approached me with this perfectly ridiculous suggestion: 
 
“Mommy,” she said, “let’s put on our swimsuits and get umbrellas and go walking in the 
rain.” 
 
Let’s be clear: my first thought was, “This is wrong on so many levels.” 
 
For one thing, we lived in a neighborhood where the houses were close together, and very 
few people had garages, so we all knew everybody’s business. For example, one time, Ben 
had hemorrhoid surgery, and when we got home, he got out of the car walking all bent over 
and verrrry slowly. A neighbor from half a block away saw this, and yelled, “YOU GOT BACK 
TROUBLE??” to which my husband shamelessly yelled back, “NO! HEMORRHOIDS!!” 
 
And I’m sure there was a great chorus of “TMI, GUYS!” from everyone on the block as they 
slammed their curtains shut. 
 
Anyway, it was that kind of community, so everyone would be able to see Jamie and me in 
our swimsuits in the rain ambling down the street like it was perfectly normal behavior. I 
feared turning into a side show for the neighborhood circus. 
 
And I almost said no. But she looked at me with those big blue eyes… 
 
So we did it. We both put on our swimsuits, grabbed our umbrellas and she put on pink 
galoshes, and we went for a walk in the rain. Because I was her huckleberry--the one who 
would hang with her no matter what. (And for the record, 36 years later, she remembers 
that 20 minutes in the rain…) 
 
--A huckleberry also looks like this: Later that year, at Christmas time, a friend of ours 
made tree ornaments out of ginger snap cookies she had baked. We had hung them on the 



tree when one day, Jamie eyed them and asked, “Mommy, can I eat those?” And I said no, 
they were hanging there to make the tree look pretty.  
 
But she looked at me with those big blue eyes… 
 
So I said, “Okay. Two.” And she happily ate them up. 
 
Just a few hours later, I talked to the lady who made the cookies and told her that they 
looked so good, Jamie couldn’t resist sampling them. And she said, “She ATE them? I put 
three coats of shellac on those things!” 
 
Yikes. So, in a panic,  I immediately called the number on our Mr. Yuk sticker in the fridge 
Because, though I’m not perfect, I’m your Huckleberry, little girl--the one who calls poison 
control when you ingest inappropriateness. 
 
--It also looks like my friend, Sandy. We love to dress up. Not in a classy Audrey Hepburn 
way, but more like in a tacky Ronald McDonald way. And we’ve been doing this for the pure 
fun of it for years. Together we’ve been Lady Liberty and the American flag, and a country 
duo called The Haggard Sisters. One Halloween, dismayed that no one was inviting us to 
their parties, we dressed up like Lucy and Ethel in the candy factory and went reverse trick 
or treating, handing out treats to people who’d had a rough year. 
And we loved it so much, we decided to do it every Halloween. (You can read more about it 
in Episode 39), indulging our weird obsession with costumes by dressing up as Wonder 
Woman, Minnie Mouse, flamingoes…you name it. 
 
She’s my huckleberry, a partner in mischief.  
 
And there have been other huckleberries, like anyone who ever joined forces to toilet paper 
houses--especially the entire posse I rounded up to toilet paper the inside of our pastor’s 
house (Episode 13). 
 
Actually, my brother was the original huckleberry there, being the first person who not 
only taught me how to roll a house but also how to hide in the bushes so you don’t get 
caught.  
 
--A huckleberry looks like a friend who will keep your secrets, and will drive around a boy’s 
house just to find out if he’s seeing someone else. 
 
--A huckleberry looks like my sister-in-law, whose kitchen table is a sacred space, set with 
comfort food and plenty of time to talk.  
 
--It also looks like my sister-in-law who--at a surprise sighting of an enormous slide--would 
find a way to get my wheelchair to the top and greet me with it at the bottom. 
 
--A huckleberry looks like my husband, who came to my aid when I had my hip replaced 
then my other hip replaced then my knee replaced; when I broke my elbow, broke my leg; 



the one who hauled books and computers and set me up at the library and got me biscuits 
and in general  continues to worry over me like I’m his child because— well truth be told, 
stuff is always happening to me. I don’t know how. 
 
--A huckleberry looks like my friend, Sue. One time she and I were on vacation with our 
(left-brained, schedule-loving) husbands. On our last morning, we were finishing up 
breakfast and heading back to the room. We had about 45 minutes before we had to be in 
the hotel lobby to catch the bus to the airport. To the Engineers, this translated into “time 
to relax a little and to get to the lobby early.” But Sue and I took a look at the beautiful blue 
sky, and the big, inviting most beautiful pool we’d been enjoying that week and said, “Hey 
we could run back to the room, throw on our bathing suits and have a great fifteen-minute 
swim!” 
 
Of course, Ben in particular was mortified that we would even think of digging stuff out of 
an already-packed suitcase and cavorting around in a pool at that late hour. But Sue and I 
promised we’d be back soon. As Ben wore out the floor in the hotel room from pacing back 
and forth, we jumped in swam and enjoyed a few minutes of farewell freedom. In record 
time, we were in and out of that pool, dressed and on time…and it was so worth it. (Truth 
be told, it might have been worth it if we had actually missed the bus.) 
 
Yep, Sue is a huckleberry all right. 
 
Huckleberries are so very important to a joy-filled life. It’s worth asking yourself, “Who are 
mine?”  
 
But equally important is your answer to this question:  
 
Who needs you to be a huckleberry— 
 
a willing adventurer, 
a partner in crime,  
a safe space,  
a soft place  
a mischief maker,  
burden taker,    
a comfort giver? 
 
Go looking for some huckleberries. 
 
And as a result of your search, my friend, 
 
May you find those people who need you to ride with them; 
 
And may you find those people who need you to advocate for them; 
 
And may you find those people who need you to be there for them; 



 
And may you maybe join forces with them to get into a leeetle bit of trouble… 
 
 
 
 
Thanks so much for joining me. 
 
  
If you know people who someone who needs a Thelma to your Louise, 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.  
  
Be somebody’s huckleberry, my friend.  And always, always remember, if you go looking for 
joy, you'll most likely find it. 
  
Till next time... 
 
 
NOTES: 
 
FREE DOWNLOAD: Make a Joy Box for Someone You Care About: 
http://jillbaughan.com/joy-box/ 
 
“I’m your huckleberry.”  
https://en.wiktionary.org/wiki/I%27m_your_huckleberry 
 
https://www.idioms.online/im-your-huckleberry/ 
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