
A Healing Metaphor 

 

This is a nice metaphor in story form that is very useful to help people who have just split up 

with partners/husbands/wives, etc. or who are struggling to come to terms with some other 

sort of loss situation.  

 

The lake was a beautiful place, calm and tranquil, with lilies growing at the edge and birds 

fluttering gently between the tall trees that lined its banks. The sun would shine through the 

branches of  the trees sending little shafts of light angling through water so clear that you 

could easily make out the languid forms of fishes swimming lazily amongst the weed at the 

bottom; sometimes there were baby fishes, too, swimming close to each other and forming 

little silvery shoals that flicked and swirled just beneath the surface as they learned how to 

feed and hide. They would dart from one place to another, at one moment streaming towards 

the centre of the lake, their world, then all turning at once to head for some unseen hidey hole 

before breaking in disarray, sending a thousand speckles of silvery light scattering in all 

directions at once….  

 The child would sit by this lake day after day, absorbing the feel of nature and 

revelling in the sense of complete beauty and harmony. Sometimes, he would draw pictures 

that seemed to flow gently and effortlessly from the tip of his pencil onto the paper, 

sometimes just sit and watch and listen in wonderment to the sounds of this idyllic place; 

always, he would take home with him each day, scenes in his mind’s eye, scenes which he 

would later review in the comfort of his bedroom in the cabin, until he would drift into a deep 

and relaxing sleep, the sleep of one whose world is safe, happy and complete. Years passed 

and the child went to school, but the lake was still there for him every morning when he got 

up, and every evening when he returned home. Always there, reliable, abiding, comforting. 

And even when the child became a young man and began to work in the city, the lake was 

still there, as it always had been; the birds still fluttered and sang, the little shafts of sunlight 

still angled through the surface and the little silvery shoals still darted unpredictably between 

weed and submerged rock. Nothing ever changed and it always seemed that this place would 

be the same forever, always there, always seemingly magical in its presence. 

 But one night, as he lay in his bed, the ground began to shake… imperceptibly at first 

but then quickly increasing until it was heaving with a violence that seemed almost 

malevolent; there was a roaring that filled his ears with a terrifying loudness which forbade 

all thought; and worse, there was a fear that he had never before experienced, a fear… and a 

feeling of being truly alone. 

 At last, the shaking abated and became just a gentle tremor until it stopped altogether, 

the quietness that followed making it seem, for a few moments, as if some god somewhere 

were holding his breath. When the young man was sure that calm had returned, he 

tremulously went outside to look for the lake, his lake; but it was gone. There was no more 

lake and in its place was a huge mountain, as bleak and as silent as the grave. In the morning, 

it was no better; where there had once been beauty, there was ugliness; where there had been 

the sounds of birds, there was silence; where there had been tranquil waters, there was now a 

dark, brooding presence, unfriendly, morose and black, like coal. His parents, heartbroken by 

the experience, left him soon afterwards, departing for a better place. He had never been 

alone, and now he retreated into the safety and comfort of his own mind, where he would 

sometimes remember the beauty that had been his lake. 



 Time passed, and the elements robbed the mountain of its sharpness; the birds came, 

flying over and around it, dropping seeds from their beaks as they called to each other; and so 

it was that trees and shrubs soon grew, summer by summer softening the brooding presence 

and creating the freshness of a young forest spreading along the rocky slopes. The mountain 

became less sombre, more inviting, and the man, who was still young, ventured forth one 

morning in early Spring and began to climb. He clambered over rocks and gullies that 

glistened with dew in the warm sunlight, weaving between trees, brushing aside occasional 

fronds of foliage and swishing through long grasses until, at last, he reached the summit.  

He came out from the forest and stood staring in awe and wonderment. For there, at 

the very top of this mountain, once so unfriendly and forbidding, was a lake… a beautiful 

tranquil lake with lilies growing at the edge and birds fluttering gently between the tall trees 

that lined its banks…. 
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