Some years ago I taught a boy who I shall call Rex (because that was his name).   Rex was insignificant in his class.  He was smaller than most; not a very good reader; had difficulties with his maths; contributed little to the life of the class; wasn't particularly liked by the other kids; had no friends; just sat quietly at his desk and did what he could with little enthusiasm etc etc.
During the year I took the class for a week to a standing camp (where all the tents were set up and there was a shed with all the equipment we might need.   In the shed were hurricane lamps and fuel for them.   The group that had used them before us had (nastily) wound all the wicks down so they had fallen into the fuel container below.   We couldn't manipulate the wicks out of the containers because the hole where you poured in the fuel was too small.  Then Rex had a try.  In no time at all he had manipulated all the wicks out and fixed them as they should be.   The other kids and I were astonished.   I even wound a couple down again so that Rex could show us all how he had done it.   We followed his example and tried again ourselves but only Rex had the dexterity to do it.  During the week the now respected Rex had friends, was invited to join in all the activities and he joined in with enthusiasm.   When we got back to school Rex was no longer insignificant.   Everyone was told how clever he was.   Rex grew in his own self worth.
Incidentally when he left school a year and a half later he got a job in the Jewellery Quarter in Birmingham (and lived happily ever after possibly)
 

Everybody has something at which they are at least better than average and sometimes the best.   Rex informed the rest of my teaching career.
