
 

 

Weeds: Nonfiction by Adrienne Cooley 
Dirty feet, half buried in the dark, cool soil, steady her aching legs. Dirt crusted finger 

nails snatch young and old weeds away from sprouting tomatoes, cucumber, and other 
produce, all of which will probably be eaten by wildlife before she has a chance to harvest 
them. Groaning, she stands and straightens. She feels the crack of a back that has been 
hunched for too long and squats down again to continue her work. A pair of old gardening 
gloves have been discarded a few feet away, their flower print fading and dirty. They only make 
her fingers clumsier. Beside the gloves sits a growing pile of weeds, waiting to be tossed in 
brown lawn bags and discarded at the side of the road. She keeps working, methodically 
grasping, shaking out, and tossing the pesky weeds.  

The sun is ferocious today, and she pauses several times to wipe sweat from her 
forehead, managing every time to smear dirt on her face. She pauses again to smack a 
mosquito resting on her calf. And again, to shake off some tiny ants that have somehow made 
their way up to her elbow. Maybe if there was no heat and no bugs and no dirt, this would be 
much more enjoyable, she thinks to herself. One more pause to check her progress—not even 
half way yet. Discouraged, she continues, her pace slower and less determined than before.  

Her mood brightens when an iridescent blue and green dragonfly lands softly on her 
arm. Taking care to stay still, she smiles at the way the sun catches on its wings. She imagines 
that if fairies were real, their wings would look like these. The vein-like webs of black held in 
place by a delicate, clear film remind her of a shattered mirror. They reflect the shades of green 
in her cucumber, the glaring red of ripe tomatoes, the various blues and purples of blueberry 
bushes. Each color takes its turn to glimmer as the insect moves. Her dragonfly flutters its wings 
once more, bidding her farewell as it finally flies off.  

A while later, her work is finally finished. She proudly looks over the even lines of young 
plants that, in a couple of months, will be full of bright fruits and vegetables. The rosemary, 
thyme, and basil plants, having been disturbed, release their spicy fragrances and remind her 
that it’s just about time for dinner. At last she heads inside, dirty, itchy, sore, and satisfied.  


