
My own personal epiphany 
This time of year is 
pretty much a 
moment for 
reflection. Knowing 
that the calendar 
year is about to see 
its end and the fact 
that it is the holiday 
season makes it a 
good moment to 
think back on the 
past twelve months. 
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LJ
ke every other person, I 

would balance out a 
number of achievements 

feel I have attained and 
m proud of with some 

disappointments that occurred 
on the way. Unfortunately, 
with the plusses we always get 
some minuses and the worst of 
all is when you let people close 
to you down. But I have al
ways believed that life is all 
about resilience and about recu
perating from the mishaps you 
are faced with or find yourself 
in. I am of the belief that the 
greatest skill a person can have 
is that of standing up again 
after a let-down, a disillusion
ment or a disenchantment. 
Now this is not always an easy 
thing to do, rather quite the op
posite. It is such a difficult and 
complicated chore at times to 
sit up straight after you have 
endured or caused pain. But I 
suppose that is life because liv
ing is about 'new starts' and 
'new beginnings'. Every time 
we fall, we need to jump start, 
and every time we rise it's 
guaranteed that we grow and 
once we develop, we realise the 
mistakes done. The same 
process of realisation that you 
have erred is a life lesson and a 
learning curve. 

Together with personal reflec
tions we learn best when we 
care to listen to the narratives of 
those around us, the stories that 
encompass us. Narratives are 
such an opportunity to learn. 

For example, last March we 
witnessed the passing on of a 
lovely little angel called Leah. 
This beautiful being, with her 
expressive smile, shining eyes 
and who's gestures were com
forting to the soul moved on, too 
early on in life for sure but she 
has most definitE>ly arrom
plished her mission to love with 
so much intensity. Like most of 
the citizens in Malta and in 
many other places, I followed 
Lcah's slnry l lo11t-ly . BE'111g a 
member on LhE: l,uruJ uf Llte 
Malta Community Chest Fund I 
also saw at close proximity the 
immense commitment and work 
accomplished by the govern
ment, her family, supporters 
and the MCCF to ensure she 
gets all the treatment she re
quired and was available. For 
once I could see that the State's 
'heart' came before the bureau
cracy. The Minister of Health, 
the Prime Minister were in com
plete sync with the impeccable 
work of President Emeritus 
George Abela at the time. As I 
read the emotionally-laden 
book' co-authored by Zayna, 
Leah' s mum and Maria Mifsud, 
a close family friend' it tran
spired that so many people in 
their own different ways sup
ported this beautiful girl and her 
family. Leah was in fact soon to 
be adopted by all. I encourage 
you to buy this book (proceeds 

will go to a good cause [Kite 
Publishers]) and read this im
mensely thorny story to see the 
powerful journey of pain that 
Leah went through accompa
nied all the way by her mother 
Zayna and her dad Jonathan. 

As you might envisage, it is 
bad enough for adults to be in 
excruciating pain let alone to try 
and explain it to a two-, three
and four-year-old girl who is 
pretty much unable to under
stand why she has to endure 
this suffering, pain and agony. 
Not only that, hnt to thi~ clay I 
ask why should children and 
their families have to stomach 
snrh pain whE'n I believe that 
there is a God of love, of com
pa8slu11 allJ uf mercy. I'm no 
&allll, fa1 fium ll, uul I Ju find 
myself at a crossroads when I 
witness such sorrow. 

Just to give you an example of 
a single event from the many 
she had to go through and of 
what Leah had to endure, the 
operation that she had to do in 
Houston in the USA, where she 
was operated on for not less 
than 13 hours. The surgeon re
moved over 400 pieces of cancer 
from her tiny body. Imagine 
what this little girl had to suffer 
during her post-op recovery and 
she fought the pain with a lot of 
soreness but with so much char
acter and strength. 

Whilst I was interviewing 
Zayna, her mother, for an inter
view that will be featured dur
ing Ghandi xi Nghid (Radju 
Malta) next Saturday I could 
sense the atrocious sorrow this 
family had to bear. There cannot 
be greater pain than seeing life 

Too many children and 
young people all over 
the world are suffering; 
children who are 
experiencing the brunt 
of tha war in Syria and 
other places in the 
world, children being 
physically, mentally or 
sexually abased and so 
many young paopla who 
have lost all hope to live 
and 1abelot 

slip out of your children. 
Sad indeed and this is not only 

about Leah. 
This year we have witnessed 

so many fatal accidents that in
volved our little ones, children 
and young persons. Some 
might not have died but have 
been injured seriously. While I 
do appreciate that by and large 
Maltese and Gozitan people 

treasure their offspring we still 
need to strengthen our precau
tions, provide more resources 
and educate our children and 
carers on health and safety. 

During these festive days my 
thoughts also go to those chil
dren, young people and their 
families who are recovering at 
Mt Carmel Hospital due to 
mental health issues they might 
be struggling with, young peo
ple who are in our prisons pay
ing for crimes they most 
certainly did maybe because 
along the way they were ab1m 
doned by the system, children 
in orphanages discarded for one 
rca£Jon or other by their families 
and unarrompaniE'<l migrants 
who are in Malta without their 
families to comfort thE'm 

Too many children and young 
people all over thQ world are 
suffering; children who are ex
periencing the brunt of the war 
in Syria and other places in the 
world, children being physi
cally, mentally or sexually 
abused and so many young peo
ple who have lost all hope to 
live and subsist. 

As words fail me, I quote from 
'Leah' the book written by her 
mum; 

'Although her life was short, it 
was still precious. She was an in

spiration to many. We all got 
stronger than ever because of our 

little one. She changed so many peo
ple's lives, first and foremost mine 

and Jonathan's .... We thank God for 
the love of her heart, her beautiful 
smile, her strength and happiness. 
T1rnnk you, Leah, for having been 

our daughter.' 




