
 
TRANSCRIPT FOR PODCAST EPISODE 92-GIVE 

 
I'm Jill Baughan, and you're listening to the podcast called Find Joy...No Matter What. 
 
This is Episode 92.  
 
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.  
 
Remember in the movie, A Christmas Story, all Ralphie wants for Christmas is an “official 
Red Ryder, carbine action, 200-shot, range model air rifle, with a compass in the stock and 
this thing that tells time” ? That phrase was used 28 times in the movie, averaging once 
every 3 minutes and 20 seconds. We get the idea, no doubts. 
 
On Christmas morning, as everyone is tearing through wrapping paper at warp speed, and 
he opens up the pink bunny suit from Aunt Clara, his insides fairly fall out. And then, of 
course, his mom makes him put it on, and everyone laughs (except Ralphie) at his 
ridiculousness.   
 
But then, at the end of the present-palooza, his dad aims him at one last gift he missed:  
the “official Red Ryder, carbine action, 200-shot, range model air rifle, with a compass in 
the stock and this thing that tells time.” He is, naturally, overcome with joy. 

And honestly, don’t we shoot for moments like that at Christmas? We so often drive 
ourselves a tiny bit crazy,  trying to create the Red Ryder experience instead of the bunny 
pajama fallout. 
 
We just want to make everybody’s Christmas “special.”  



And that can be difficult. 

In my opinion, men are the hardest to create this magic for. Actually, I thought I’d found the 
magic in the drugstore a while back, and figured some marketer decided that most guys 
would enjoy an ego stroke from deodorants called “Captain” and “Ambassador” or  from the 
“Hardest Working Collection” of deodorants that include--no doubt for the outdoorsman on 
your list-- “Bear Glove” and “Wolf Thorn.”  
 
However, if your guy is the ultimate man-card holding epitome of masculinity, he might 
fancy himself needing the deodorant called “Swagger” and --if it’s possible that you’re even 
more of a man, you might need the one called “Stronger Swagger.”  
 
Or maybe he would just prefer the ultimate ego stroke of getting shampoo 
called…“Volcano.”  
 
Lots of deodorant options, which tells me that sweating is a very big thing for a lot of guys.  
All made by Old Spice. All on the drugstore shelf.  Go see for yourself. I am not making this 
up.  
 
I would love to be in a room where a bunch of people are brainstorming names for their 
newest line of men’s toiletries. What are they asking themselves? How do these names 
happen? Are they even men that do this brainstorming, or is it a bunch of women 
stereotyping men or trying to channel the masculine psyche? WHO KNOWS? All very 
entertaining, for sure. 
 
And sometimes, gift magic happens. 
 
One year when I was about ten, our family was in a department store when I spied a most 
beautiful jewelry box. It was huge and white, and had purple velveteen lining, and I couldn’t 
stop ooh-ing and ahh-ing over it. 
 
Later in the season, we were shopping at the same store again, and I went looking for it so I 
could drool over it one last time.  Of course, it was gone…only to show up under our tree on 
December 25--a gift from my brother, of all people. I still have it. 
 
But these occasions, let’s face it, are not generally the norm.  
 
Reality sets in after a few years:  
 
My mother-in-law bought all her own Christmas gifts, wrapped them up, put them under 
the tree and unwrapped them on Christmas Day. She also signed and dated the same 
Christmas card every year. Brilliant, because, fortunately, her feelings for her husband had 
not changed during the previous year. Hey, it worked for them. 
 



She in turn, unable to think of anything to give him that he wouldn’t make fun of (like an ice 
scraper with a built-in hand warmer), finally took to wrapping up supplies of things he 
loved and used all year long, like underwear and baby powder and giant Hershey bars, and 
giving them to him to unwrap on Christmas Day. He loved it.  
 
The truth is, though, one year later, few people remember what they received the year 
before. Like one particular Christmas when my husband was a boy: he has no memory of a 
single gift anyone received that year.  What he does remember is time together, joyful, 
sacred family time, as he and his brother and his dad shot the balls off the Christmas tree 
with dart guns. 
 
And maybe time--even crazy time--is the most excellent gift of all.  
 
Your presence. Your eye contact. Your conversation. Your words, written and spoken.  
Maybe, if you’re looking for a few great gifts this year, you could begin with a couple of 
questions: 
 
Who is lonely?  
Yes, seniors in assisted living residences. You could gather a group together, pop in, stand 
around awkwardly singing Christmas carols (where do you look?), and pop back out, and 
that is most certainly a joy shot. But also maybe consider a longer visit. Your presence. Your 
attention. Talking. Listening. Things that would fill a soul, bring deep delight.  A gift that 
might not be the most convenient. But is there any gift that would be more welcome, that 
would produce more joy? 
 
And maybe it’s someone who lives alone and is unable to get out much. Again, you could 
pop in and out and do the Christmas thing. But taking a pot of soup and sitting down and 
eating with them? Or bringing a game to play or photos to look at? And spending the whole 
afternoon or evening? Priceless. 
 
And here’s a second question to help you with gift ideas:  
 
Who needs you? 
Who has had a tough year? 
 
A spouse. A child. A friend. Someone who’s a caregiver.  Someone who struggles physically. 
Someone who has suffered a loss, for whom Christmas might be more a source of sorrow 
and stress than joy to their world. (I remember, the year Ben’s grandfather died, his 
grandmother once said to me, “If I hear Silent Night one more time, I’ll scream.”) 
 
Such a person might appreciate the gift of a change of scenery. A play date with you. Dinner 
at a favorite restaurant. A little road trip to somewhere charming. 
 
Or someone who’s had a tough year might just need a bit of fun.  
 



Right after Christmas one year, I’d had major surgery and was recuperating at home when 
our doorbell rang one evening. I opened the door to find two friends, Cindy and Angie, 
dressed like goofy elves, giving out leftover candy canes. Which was beyond delightful to 
me.  
 
But here’s what’s even more remarkable about their fun visit: Just months earlier--Cindy 
had given birth to Ashlynn, her baby girl who died just two days after she was born. It had 
been a terribly hard year for her, and she herself was still grieving, searching for a little 
therapy in the form of a little playfulness. 
  
Maybe you, too, have had a terribly hard year. Or month. Or holiday season.  
 
Maybe giving of yourself to someone else would be a gift to you both.  
 
And so, my friends, 
 
May you stay alert for the lonely in your life, 
 
May you search for someone--or even someones--who need you so much this time of year, 
 
And may you find that to them, the gift of you is even better than an “official Red Ryder, 
carbine action, 200-shot, range model air rifle, with a compass in the stock and this thing 
that tells time.” 
  
Thanks so much for joining me. 
 
  
If you know people who might need a little help in the gift department this Christmas, 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.  
  
Find delight in giving yourself, my friend.  And always, always remember, if you go looking 
for joy, you'll most likely find it. 
  
Till next time... 
 
 
NOTE: 
A Christmas Story. https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/A_Christmas_Story 

 


