Health
Counsellor Amanda Goss
recalls children growing with
confidence in rural Thailand.
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consulting room I meet people
who tell me that they are not
intelligent, or clever. When I ask
them how they know that, it’s
usually because once upon a
time a cruel teacher or harrassed
parent told them they were
stupid, and they have carried
the message on throughout their
lives, never seeing the point of
trying because it was futile as
they were ‘thick’. More often than
not it was simply because they
had not thought of trying anyway,
convinced that their efforts would
be futile.
A client I worked with recently
told me that she had spent most
of her life doing simple work
because she thought she was ‘not
clever enough’ for anything else.
She has recently completed a law
degree.
I left school with no
qualifications, but completed my
Masters in my forties.
I guess the moral of the story
is to have confidence in yourself,
don’t be afraid to try new things
and don’t give your children or
grandchildren any limits. You
never know, they could be the
next Prime Minister!
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