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We spend much of our lives trying to make sense of ourselves. 

Sometimes we do this almost without noticing. We begin to tell ourselves stories 
about who we are and why we are the way we are. We might come to believe 
that we're too anxious, too emotional, too independent, too needy, or simply "the 
sort of person who always...". At first these are only attempts to understand our 
experience. Given enough time, however, they can begin to feel less like stories 
and more like facts. 

There is something deeply understandable about this. Life asks us to make sense 
of what happens to us. We need explanations. They help us feel that the world is 
predictable, and that we know our place within it. Yet I sometimes wonder 
whether the explanations that once helped us can quietly become the very 
things that prevent us from seeing ourselves afresh. 

Perhaps that is where curiosity begins. 

Not with the search for a better answer, but with a willingness to stay alongside 
the question a little longer. 

Curiosity, as I mean it here, isn't simply about asking more questions. Nor is it 
about endlessly analysing ourselves. It is a way of paying attention. It is the 
decision, however tentative, to become interested in our experience before 
deciding what it means. 

Imagine someone saying, "I'm hopeless at relationships." 

There may be truth in that sentence. Perhaps relationships have been painful. 
Perhaps they have ended in disappointment often enough that the conclusion 
feels unavoidable. But I wonder what happens if, rather than accepting the 
sentence as the final word, we become curious about it. 

What has led you to believe that? 

When did that story first begin? 



Does it describe all of your experience, or only the part that has become most 
familiar? 

How does it feel to say those words aloud? 

None of these questions are intended to prove the statement wrong. They 
simply make room for something else to emerge. Sometimes that "something 
else" is another memory. Sometimes it is a feeling that has remained unnoticed 
for years. Sometimes it is the quiet realisation that the story we have been telling 
ourselves has become smaller than the life we are actually living. 

I've often been struck by the fact that meaningful change rarely begins with 
certainty. More often, it begins with a moment of hesitation. A moment when 
someone pauses and says, "I've never thought about it like that before," or, "I 
wonder why I always do that." 

Those moments can seem remarkably ordinary. Yet they often mark the 
beginning of something important. 

Perhaps this is because curiosity asks very little of us at first. It doesn't demand 
that we become different people. It doesn't insist that we abandon everything we 
believe about ourselves. It simply asks whether there might be more to discover. 

That is a surprisingly generous question. 

For many of us, certainty feels much safer. If life has been painful or confusing, 
arriving at a firm conclusion can bring relief. We decide who other people are. 
We decide what we can expect from the future. We decide what kind of person 
we are allowed to be. These conclusions often have good reasons behind them. 
They may even have protected us at times when we needed protection. 

The difficulty is that certainty has a habit of becoming rigid. It leaves very little 
room for surprise. Once we believe we know exactly who we are, it becomes 
difficult to notice the moments that don't quite fit the picture. 

Curiosity softens that certainty. 

It doesn't take it away, nor should it. Some things we know because we've lived 
them. Some experiences deserve to be trusted. But curiosity reminds us that our 
lives are usually richer and more complicated than any single explanation can 
contain. It invites us to approach ourselves with the same patience and 
openness that we might offer someone we care about. 



Perhaps this is one of the reasons I value therapy so deeply. At its best, therapy is 
not a place where someone else tells us who we are. Nor is it simply a place for 
advice or solutions. It is a place where we can think together. A place where 
experiences that have long felt settled can be looked at again with fresh eyes. 
Not because the past changes, but because our relationship with it can. 

Over time, something subtle often begins to happen. We may find ourselves 
reacting differently in situations that once felt impossible. We notice feelings 
without immediately trying to escape them. We become less interested in 
judging ourselves and more interested in understanding ourselves. The changes 
are often so gradual that we barely notice them while they are happening. 

Looking back, however, we may realise that something fundamental has shifted. 

Not because we finally found the right answer. 

But because we discovered that our lives were never meant to be reduced to 
one. 

 

July 2026 

 


	Why Curiosity Matters 

