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Juliet the Black Swan had lived in the President’s Secret Garden for as long as anyone could remember.
She was the only swan who lived there. She ate the grass and sat in the shade of the tall, old walls and
walked between the flowerbeds.
The trees changed every season and new visitors came and went but Juliet kept to herself. She had become
accustomed to her solitude, and she was proud to be the Garden’s Swan. She liked to think she was the
most beautiful of all the Secret Garden’s inhabitants.
One day, on her usual walk around the Secret Garden, she overheard human voices at the President’s
Foundation for the Wellbeing of Society. A group of children sat at a small table under the loggia.
They were talking in excited voices.
Juliet recognised the grownup standing beside them, because she had seen this person playing with the
children who visited the President’s Secret Garden. She knew that this person was called Angie,
a colourful character with a loud laugh and a brilliant smile.

“We need to show one another
just how important wellbeing is in our lives”,
said Angie, and all the children agreed. Juliet felt a question bubbling up in her mind, taking shape inside
her. As she walked away to continue her daily walk through the Secret Garden,
the question began to take shape.
It was like another voice inside her, saying,

“Wellbeing must be very important if Angie and the children think it is...
but what, I wonder, is Wellbeing?”
Time passed and seasons changed. It was summertime and the Secret Garden was heavy with heat and the
deep smell of flowers.
A fat little skink was sprawled out on one of the benches, his scales shimmering in the sun. Juliet approached
him, nervous at first. She had never spoken to the other inhabitants of the Secret Garden, preferring instead to
keep to herself.

“ Excuse me,”
she said,

“I wonder whether you could tell me…
what is Wellbeing?”
The skink flicked out its long tongue and twisted its neck, so that the little black spots on its body seemed
to blink with surprise. It had certainly never spoken to the Secret Garden’s Swan before, and it had never
been asked such a question.

“ Well.”
it said, after thinking.

“ My wellbeing is the beauty of the Garden.
The environment that is open and green,clean and free.
My wellbeing is the health of the grass and the warmth
of the stones, which I love. That is my wellbeing.”
Juliet arched her long black neck and snorted, with a noise that sounded like a trumpet blaring out of tune.
If that was wellbeing, it certainly wasn’t worth much! Without another word, Juliet turned away and
continued her walk around the Secret Garden.
A few weeks later, with the Garden still thick in the warmth of summer, Juliet was dozing near the pond.
She had almost fallen asleep, when a dragonfly skimmed across the blue-green surface of the water and
landed on her nose.
Juliet was about to shake it away and let out a snort, when suddenly the voice returned.
Gentle like a breeze, which cuts so pleasantly through the summer heat,
the voice whispered inside her, with its question about wellbeing.

“ Excuse me,”
she said,

“I wonder whether you could tell me…
what is Wellbeing?”
The dragonfly observed her with its diamond eyes, and folded its wings thoughtfully.

“ My wellbeing is the sound of the water and the gentle ripples when I dance on
its surface. It is the clean, cool rain in the middle of summer. It is the respect
that I give and receive from my companions who protect this Garden.
That is my wellbeing.”
Juliet shook her bill and the dragonfly darted away. So far, the creatures she had spoken to said that the
natural world was the source of their wellbeing. She agreed that the beauty of the Secret Garden,
of its stones and its grass and its water, were important… but the question had not yet gone away.
The hours slipped by, into days, into weeks. Juliet walked to the far edge of the Secret Garden, admiring the
beauty of her long black feathers in a puddle of water. She did not hear the Palace Cat approaching behind
her, on quiet, velvety paws. The Palace Cat watched the Swan for a moment and then yawned, stretching
out a long, tortoiseshell body.

Juliet turned with a start and took a step back, splashing herself in the puddle. The Palace Cat laughed.

“ Excuse me,”
said Juliet, regaining her composure,

“I didn’t notice you there. I wonder whether you could tell me…
what is Wellbeing?”
The Palace Cat, who was more used to such questions being asked by humans and not swans,
narrowed its large green eyes.

“What a curious question to ask,” said the Cat. “I walk across the Secret
Garden, much as you do, but I go beyond the Garden into the rooms and halls
and forgotten places of the Palace. I keep it safe and well protected, working
with all the strength of my body and my mind. When I fulfil my duties, I am
entirely and utterly myself. That is my wellbeing.”
Juliet had no time to react before the Palace Cat, with a swish of its tail, vanished up the Garden wall and
disappeared. The answer sat deep inside her, alongside the other answers she had received from the skink
and the dragonfly.
To love the place she lived, to take care of it, to be herself… were these the answers to her question?
Juliet continued on her walk across the Garden, lost in thought.
Time passed and seasons changed. Autumn brought musty smells and falling leaves, large and brown,
which clumped up in her path. Half-hidden in one of the Secret Garden’s hedges, behind a pile of leaves,
she saw a family of ducks bundled together to sleep.
Stretching out her long black neck, Juliet poked her head into the hedge.
She plucked up her courage, because she had never spoken to the ducks before.

“ Excuse me,”
she said,

“I wonder whether you could tell me… what is Wellbeing?”
The ducklings let out a series of quacks, surprised that the beautiful Black Swan had spoken. It was their
mother, a plump brown duck, who answered.

“ Hello Juliet, it is a pleasure to speak with you. We have shared this Garden
for such a long time but we have never talked before. I’ve lived here with my
many children, and my wellbeing is the warmth of my family. It is the delight
of my ducklings as they explore the mystery of life. That is my wellbeing.”
Juliet nodded her head, thanked the duck mother, and quickly walked away. She felt something
new inside her. The duck had said her family gave her love and wellbeing but Juliet felt alone.
A silent sadness appeared inside her.
After only a few footsteps, something hard and heavy tumbled out of the sky and bopped Juliet on the head.
Sadness, as it sometimes does, suddenly turned to anger. She looked up at the sky. Above her, the Secret
Garden’s Walnut Tree was gently swaying.

“ Forgive me,”
it said in the quiet, whispering voice of the trees

“I saw you looking sad and thought you might cheer up after a little meal.”

The leathery casing around the walnut had burst open, and the hard shell cracked to reveal the nut inside.
Juliet reached down and ate. It tasted delicious and her sadness and anger melted away.

“ Thank you,”
she said,

“I have been walking across the Secret Garden, trying to find an answer to my
question. I wonder whether you could tell me… what is Wellbeing?”
The Tree laughed, as only trees can laugh, and several other walnuts fell and cracked open on the ground.
The little ducklings appeared and began to peck at the nuts. They were soon joined by sparrows and
pigeons and the other small creatures of the Secret Garden.

“I share the goodness of the earth with others and I am pleased by their
pleasure. I am strong because the land where I live is well cared for. I know
myself by the care that I then share with others. I give myself to all of you,
because we are all included in the beauty of this Garden. That is my wellbeing.”
Juliet gasped to hear the Walnut Tree speak in such a way, surrounded by the joyful creatures, all eating
their fill. The Tree was part of the green, safe space of the Garden, and knew itself by what it did to share
comfort with others. It had made a family for itself, extending its roots into the warm soil of the Secret
Garden, but also into the hearts of its inhabitants.
It was many months before Juliet asked her question again. Bubbling out of her, she heard the voice inside
herself once again, gently encouraging her to explore wellbeing.
Winter had come into the Garden and Juliet was following a red-breasted robin, hopping from branch to
branch. She wanted to ask him where he found his wellbeing, before he left them and journeyed far beyond
the Secret Garden. Just as she was about to speak, the robin leapt up into the air and flew away.
Suddenly, past the sleeping flowerbeds, Juliet saw a human being seated on a stone bench.
Juliet recognised the person immediately. She knew that this was the President of Malta,
and that they all lived in the President’s Secret Garden.

Plucking up all her courage once again, Juliet walked over to the President.

“ Excuse me,”
she said respectfully,

“I wonder whether you could tell me… what is Wellbeing?”
Her Excellency the President smiled and stroked Juliet’s long, black neck.

“Wellbeing is different for each one of us, but there is something we all share in
common. It is a deep respect and sense of care for the natural world around
us. It is the wisdom to know our true selves. It is the dignity with which we
work to help one another. Above all, it is the love we give to our families, to our
friends, to our community, and to our society. That is my wellbeing.”
The voice inside Juliet whispered inside her

“Yes. That is my wellbeing, too.”
Juliet opened her wings and danced for joy.

“Does that answer your question?”
“Yes, oh yes,”
said Juliet.

“ Now you must go out into the world and live in a new way. If you have found
your answer, it will change you. You are a champion of wellbeing now,
my dear. And I am very proud of you.”
Juliet beamed with happiness and turned to look out across the Secret Garden. Her heart was singing with
the possibilities she now saw, looking at her fellow inhabitants of the Garden, to share and to nurture her
own wellbeing alongside theirs.
In the distance, Juliet could see Angie, from the President’s Foundation for the Wellbeing of Society,
just as she had seen her so many seasons ago.

Angie was welcoming a new group of children into the Secret Garden. Juliet knew that they were here to
learn about wellbeing, to experience it, and to discover it for themselves.
Juliet thanked the President. She smoothed down her feathers, folded out her wings, and walked towards
Angie and the children.
This time, Juliet the Black Swan would share the secret of her wellbeing with them, too.

The End
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explore wellbeing!
Fill in the blanks with your answers

When I feel sad, 					

makes me smile.

When I feel happy, I share my joy with				

When I feel lost, I think about 			

When I feel angry, I do					

When I am					

.

and I am found!

and the anger disappears.

, I feel full of wellbeing!

