
Picking Pole Beans – by Zoe Dillard 
 
In our small, but nurturing, backyard garden, I planted a few pole beans for the 
first time. They began climbing our four foot chicken wire fence when cucumbers 
were at their height, bearing beans long after their garden partners had become 
ghostly dried threads. I’m a military brat with little vegetable gardening 
experience, and readily admit my incompetence. But the beans knew their 
business, and quickly expanded beyond fence, pot and trellis, exploring any nearby 
structure for growth, exploring the branches of an adjacent crepe myrtle tree, as if 
pursuing Jack and his giant. 

Picking pole beans in the green anarchy of stems 
and leaves is a journey of 
wonder. As I carefully tread into this corner of the 
garden, I lift vines gently, 
searching for this evening’s dinner side dish. My 
eyes are constantly adjusting to 
what is near or a few feet away. Basil scents the 
air in a pot near our dreary chain-link fence, 
which is thankfully, barely visible here. I pick up a 
section of bean vine 
and attempt to train it off the basil, onto the fence, 
peering over to see if any beans 
have mutinied past the chain link. After lifting 
different sections of the vine, 
overwhelmingly entwined, but alive with hidden 
blossoms and beans, I turn to take 
the few steps required to leave this productive, 
messy corner. This is when 

discovery is almost magical. Retreat reveals bean treasures I somehow missed on 
my way in, but are readily apparent on the way out. Just a few steps changed my 
perspective, showing me new items, invisible moments before. 
 
Discovery requires multiple perspectives and patience – the latter not being one of 
my strengths. But the garden is teaching me. Returning to the same space a few 
moments later, it is not the same place. In those few minutes, I have changed my 
view; my mind is reborn. I am looking at the same plant differently, and it finds me 
anew. It has also changed – the breath of a breeze, a scurrying insect or drop of 
rain, shift the leaves in miniscule angles that reveal or obscure bean treasures. 
 
Exiting the bean jungle, I cannot believe I did not observe the vine over my head, 
beans practically touching my gardening hat as I look upward into the crepe 
myrtle. Tenderly, I harvest the low-hanging fruit initially hidden from my gaze, 
wondering what else I have ignored, depriving myself of needed nourishment. But 
I cannot live in regret; I’m grateful for today’s discoveries. I pick up my gatherings 
for dinner and head inside. 


