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That Line: Do Not Be Afraid, I Am Here

The lights in the cinema were low, and the film told of a mother searching for
her child through a rainy night. In the last scene, the daughter was trapped under a
fallen shelf, and the mother crawled over and covered her with her whole body.
Through the dust, the daughter said she was afraid. The mother said only four words:
do not be afraid, I am here. The sound of weeping rose all around, and without

knowing it, I leaned toward my mother and gripped the hem of her coat.

On the way home I laughed at myself. I was in the sixth grade and still edged
closer to an adult in a movie. But that line kept turning in my head. When had my

mother started saying it? I thought backward, and I found several times.

In the winter of my fourth grade year, I ran a high fever at night. My head
burned like a fire, and everything swam before my eyes. My mother carried me
downstairs, stopped a taxi, and held me the whole time while I received an IV at the
hospital. I was afraid of the needle and turned my face away. She held my hand and
said, do not be afraid, I am here. Her palm was warm, and her voice was no different

from calling me to dinner, yet my hands stopped shaking.
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Last summer both my parents were away on business, and I stayed home alone for
the first night. Thunder came at night, the power went out, and the whole building
fell dark. I lit a candle and sat on the sofa, listening to rain hammer the windows,
and for the first time I hated the dark so much. I called my mother. She listened,
did not say there was anything to fear, and only said, do not be afraid, I am here;
count to thirty, and I will still be here on the phone. I counted to thirty, and sure

enough her voice was still there.

Later I understood. The line in the film moved me not because it was well
written, but because it was a thing mothers had said again and again. The mother in
the film shielded the child with her body; my mother held my hand at the hospital and
kept me company through the phone in the dark. The words are the same four, and every
time they were spoken they were true. Now when my little cousin is afraid of the dark
and will not let go of my arm, I pat her back and say, do not be afraid, I am here.

The moment the words left my mouth, I knew I had grown half a step up too.
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