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The Awe Of Four

My little girl can’t wait to turn 
five. Her anticipation is fuelled 
by excitement about the party 

that she’s been planning since the day 
after her last one. She is also eager to start 
school. The main theme of her enthusiasm, 
though, is connected to a conversation that 
occurred well over a year ago and involved 
my answering her question ‘How old do I 
have to be before I can have tap shoes?’ 
with the word, ‘Five’.  

I am not looking forward to her turning 
five. This has nothing to do with the party, 
as all her plans fall comfortably within 
my hosting capabilities. It is not related to 
school, despite my quiet anxieties about 
this transition, and it is independent of the 
tap-shoe promise.

Quite simply, I love her being four.  
Four seems to me to be the perfect 

age between babyhood and childhood,  
the perfect balance between innocence  
and interest.

My daughter happily alternates between 
being absorbed in an intricate game of 
imagination and collapsing in my arms for 
a power nap after a busy day. Her mind 
is opening up to the world without being 
unduly influenced by it. Her creativity is 
astounding, but she still loves input into 
her ideas. She has discovered the wonders 
of friends, but remains untouched by 
friendship-related hurts. She can make 
declarations such as, “Wow, Mum, your 
bottom is so big,” while having no concept 
of any negative connotations her statement 
might have. Her attending preschool means 
she has some time away from her family, 
but not in a way that exhausts her.

I first discovered the wonders of four 
after attending library storytime with 
my sister and her daughter who had also 
recently turned four. Our borrowing 
done, it was time to head home separately 
for lunch and naps, but my sister and I 
paused outside to have a quick chat. When  

I looked down to say, ‘Let’s go’, I found 
the two cousins engrossed in a game of 
digging up and replanting weeds. It was a 
game of their own making, one I’d never 
seen before, and the level of absorption that 
they had reached after only a few minutes 
was astounding. There was none of their 
usual quarrelling or possessiveness, and 
they chatted away happily as they played. 
There was simply no question of our 
dragging them away, so we stood and 
watched. I remarked to my sister (who also 
has an older child) how delightful it all 
was, and she replied simply, “Yes, they’re 
four now”. And so my love affair with  
four began.

Not that things will change the minute 
my daughter turns five. But it will signify 
a change; the beginning of a move away 
from innocence and towards the world.

There are potential benefits to her 
turning five. In the months leading up to 
her fourth birthday, she announced that 
upon her birthday she would no longer be 
scared of various things that were starting 
to become problematic in our lives, 

including Hairy Maclary and swimming. 
I didn’t believe her promises, and added 
no pressure towards their fruition, but to 
my pleasant surprise she was right! The 
first storytime after her fourth birthday 
she stoically listened to a rendition of 
Scarface Claw and even laughed at the end.  
As the weather warmed up, she mastered 
the art of floating in her rubber ring without 
needing to clutch at my side. Now, a year 
on, she has declared she will stop sucking 
her thumb the day before her fifth- 
birthday party. 

Of course, my daughter is not perfect, 
even at four. But overall she is compliant 
(much more so than in previous years), she 
can listen to reason, can happily entertain 
herself and will tolerate participation in 
a certain amount of pure adult activity  
when needed. 

The changes that my daughter’s 
growing up brings will come no matter 
what ‘number’ she is. I will embrace and 
enjoy them as they occur. In the meantime, 
I am determined to enjoy four and all its 
joy while it lasts.  n
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Vivienne Pearson celebrates a period of childhood in which 
there is a perfect balance between innocence and interest.
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