
 

THE HEAVY HEART 
By Greg Atkins 

 
He didn’t mean to hurt the tree, as a matter of fact, he went out of his way to be gentle. In years past he 
would have just pulled out his pocketknife and carved the initials in it, but now that just seemed 
barbaric and more like vandalism than romantic. So on his daily walk around Rush Park he would stop at 
his favorite tree, a tree that had not the good sense to grow straight and tall. Its trunk and limbs 
meandering every which way like an explorer who was over-taken with wanderlust. That is why he loved 
that tree. It reminded him of his life. Other trees grew straight up, with branches that were evenly 
spaced and symmetrical…like a life well-planned and predictable. His tree was more improvisational, 
with twists and turns and branches going in all directions…exactly like his life. It was a unique tree. A 
tree with character. A tree that didn’t take itself too seriously in a park where the other trees seemed a 
little too smug for his taste. 
 
His heart felt lighter as he walked around the park for the second time that day. He knew he was going 
to have to go back to the hospital where his wife lay, recovering. Three surgeries in 10 months. The 
weight of that hit him on a daily basis. Her strength during these operations reminded him of how 
women were so much stronger than men when it came to physical pain. Still, the trio of times where her 
body was cut open takes its toll and it was, hopefully, coming to an end. 
 
He felt the marker in his pocket, taken from the Art Box that was a constant in his daughters childhoods. 
It was a scented marker that no longer had a scent. Licorice? He knew they meant black, but if you really 
thought about it, it could have been red. Someone in charge of names at the marker company took the 
easy route. 
 
He took off the cap and, after a quick, furtive look around, drew on the bark of his favorite tree. “G+D.” 
And then drew a heart around the letters. He was proud of his handiwork, yet he still felt a little pang of 
guilt. He patted the tree. No scars on his tree. He wished he could say the same for his wife. 
 
Later, on the way home from the hospital, he pulled the car over along Silver Fox Road. His wife, still 
aching, but willing to indulge her husband, allowed him to help her out of the car to see her anniversary 
surprise. He led her around the tree and she stopped. Her eyes filled with tears and she turned to him, 
simply saying, “You!” 
 
For the next week, while she recovered, they rarely left the house. A well-needed storm hit Rossmoor 
and that gave them every reason not to go outside anyway. 
 
And when the rain stopped, the gangly tree, once somewhat upright, leaned forlornly on its side, 
uprooted where it stood. But he knew it wasn’t the storm that toppled the tree. He had drawn their love 
on that tree. It was the heavy heart that took it down. He thought, now it’s time to find a new favorite 
tree and draw another “G+D”… but this time with a much lighter heart. 


