
The night was quiet. Children asleep, phone silent, TV softly playing.  Then it was dark.  The 
absence of noise was like a vacuum.  I lay there waiting for the power to come back on.  It 
didn’t.  Stumbling out of bed, cursing to myself, I groped for the lanterns and the rechargeable 
flashlight.  
  
“I hope the children don’t wake up.” 
  
I thought they might be afraid in the silent dark.  Dialing and re-dialing the power company and 
finally getting through.  A line was down, someone was on their way.  
  
Standing in the kitchen, I heard a tiny whimper and turned to see a tousle-haired five year old 
wearing only bikini “Beauty and the Beast” panties.  
  
“What’s wrong Mama?” 
  
“Nothing baby, the power is just off for a little bit.  It will come back on soon.” 
  
“Mama, I’m scared.”  Her whimper turned to a soft cry.  In the light of a kerosene lantern I led 
her back to bed.  I felt her fear as she held my hand.  
  
“Don’t worry baby.  Mama will sit with you.” 
  
And so we sat.  She lay on her bed, I sat on the carpet beside her.  
  
“Rub my head please.’ 
  
I stroked her sweaty brow and she began to relax  We spoke softly and watched the shadows of 
the lantern dance across her room. 
  
We spoke of the next day, her first day of, “big,” school.  We spoke of her Bubba and how she 
loved him.  
  
“But he’s weird Mama, ‘cause he’s a boy, right? 
  
I chuckled quietly and agreed. 
  
We talked of everything and nothing.  I paused only to watch her eyelids grow heavy as she 
dozed into a dreamy sleep.  Each time I moved away from her bed her eyes would open and we 
would continue out discussion. 
  
Rubbing her small back I saw how my hand, when stretched out flat, almost completely covered 
it.  I saw her soft brown curls finally growing back from when she and Barbie had gotten a 



haircut on the same day.  I saw her long legs and pictured myself protecting her in ten or so 
years from young boys.  It seemed very far away, and at the same time, very close at hand. 
  
The minutes passed into an hour, then a half hour more.  As the lights came back on she said: 
“If you read me “Emily won’t take a bath” I’ll let you go to bed.” 
  
We laughed over the stubborn Emily and I talked about how she resembled another little girl we 
knew.  I kissed her goodnight and she turned over to go to sleep. 
  
I walked slowly back to my bedroom, unwilling to let go of the last 90 minutes.  
  
As an adult, I fancy myself somewhat important.  I have what I consider to be an important job, 
in an important place.  As I slid into my own bed with a sigh of exhaustion, a realization came to 
be like the sun bursting through a cloudy sky. 
  
There is nothing more important than sitting by my girl-child’s bed and comforting her. 
Discussion of all things great and small are important to her.  And to me.  Of all that I do, this is 
my importance. 


