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Song and Dance

Matt Blasi

fiction 

Congressman Pechoni
City Hall
West Plain, NB 40406

DEAR CONGRESSMAN PECHONI,
There is sick and tired, and then there is this, and this is another level 

below sick and tired. There ain’t no stairs and the elevator is broke. If  
you had a map of  sick and tired, this would fall somewhere under the 
desk or snagged in the carpet or stuck between the wall and baseboard. 
I would put good money it’s covered in dust and food crumbs. I don’t 
presume on the capability of  your cleaning staff.  

I refer you to the utility pole at 11 Bramble Wood Court, my very 
address, and the unending torment it inflicts upon my person. Mind 
you, there’s always been a pole there, just not an evil one. The old 
pole was there when I moved in and withstood two twisters, which is a 
testament to whatever you hew them poles out of. Miss Marguerite, the 
Italian lady a mile down, lost two roofs that year, one after the other, yet 
that pole stood its ground and took it. It was a good pole, a quiet and 
saintly pole. It never buzzed or clanked or vibrated or made devil noises. 
It never, never fell on anyone or made dogs howl or babies screech. 
I’ve read stories of  poles doing all sorts of  mischief. In New York, a 
pole put some kid blind. A pole in Washington told a single mother to 
microwave her husband’s shoes. A pole in Wyoming spoke in tongues 
and gathered a congregation and bade them bathe in chemicals from 
the power plant runoff. And let me tell you, Wyoming ain’t so far away 
that I’m not worried. 

So I ask: If  the old pole was fine, why did it have to be changed? 
Lance says it was on account of  termites but I never did see a single hole 



8   |   arroyo

Song and Dance

and even he admits he was mostly guessing. They put the pole in while 
I was at work because when I come home it was there all right. And it 
was buzzing. I’m a night nurse at Sainted Presbyterian and used to all 
kinds of  noises and hollers and fluids, but nothing grates the nerves like 
a constant buzzing. And that’s what the pole did. I went in and tried my 
best to drown it out. I could hear it over my HD Discovery Channel and 
the washing machine. I revved up the food processor and the blender 
and the very large microwave my son gave me last Valentine’s, but I 
was a little afraid of  what kind of  rays all the machines might be giving 
off  together, and anyway it didn’t matter. I could still hear the pole out 
there doing its buzzing chirp. It’s not a noise you can ignore.

I called Nebraska Utilities and Lance came out the next day. He said 
it was just the transformer, not the actual pole, and he shimmied on up.  
When he got to the top, he fiddled with a wrench and yelled down.  

I said, what?  
He banged around for a while and yelled something else. I still 

couldn’t hear him and he shimmied down a ways and yelled, did I still 
hear the buzzing, but I didn’t say nothing because I was starting to feel 
silly what with all the yelling, so I nodded and pointed at my ear. Lance 
shimmied back up. He banged around and yelled some more but by 
that point he wasn’t yelling at me. I think he was yelling at the pole or 
the transformer. After a while he came down and scratched and had a 
cigarette and wanted to know how long the pole had been buzzing. 

I said, always.
He said, like since they installed it?  
I said, likely before, in the pole yard or wherever they keep them, but 

I didn’t know for sure. I asked if  it was the transformer gone bad and 
he said he’d checked the output and it was working just fine. It might 
not have been the transformer but he didn’t know yet. He looked real 
thoughtful for a while and smoked his cigarette and said he’d check 
the line down to the junction and come back the next day if  it wasn’t 
sorted. I liked Lance. I could tell he was an honest young man trying 
to do an honest job and the pole had the look about it like it would do 
everything it could to thwart him.

The next day Lance came back. He climbed the pole again and 
did some more wrenching and yelled at it a little. It didn’t make no 
difference. He came down and talked on his radio to dispatch or 
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whoever. When the static crackles answered, he looked serious. He said 
he wasn’t sure and shut the radio off  and went back up the pole. He was 
up there attached by his spiky boots and a big yellow strap, and he was 
quiet for a while. Then he started speaking to the pole.  

I asked what the durn thing said.  
Nothing, he said. It don’t say nothing. He threw up his hands and 

shook his head at the pole. I was more than a little peeved at the thing. 
Lance was a nice boy and the pole had no right confusing him as such. 
Lance said a number of  curious things, I think out of  frustration. He 
said didn’t get the hurt. He said the whole world might be a festering 
sore and he wasn’t sure, was he supposed to pick the scab or let it heal? 
He wanted to know which. He wanted to know what had gotten into the 
pole and how it was going to go. I said that’s what I wanted to know, too. 
Lance got this look on his face, real determined, and said, all right, then. 
All right. He set to whacking the transformer with his wrench, which I 
don’t think he was supposed to do, but it seemed good for him because 
after he climbed down and walked around and around the pole, he 
looked calmer. He said, Miss McIntyre, I aim to fix it. He said, I’ll get 
her. Mark my words. She’s mine. Then he got in his truck and drove off. 
I almost asked him to stay for supper.

The next day Lance came back with a dog. This old mutt hopped 
out of  the cab and ran right up to the pole and circled it twice and lifted 
a leg. Then it started whining. Lance watched it real close. His face was 
shiny with sweat.

I said, is that a pole dog?  
He said, what? 
I asked if  it was like an official pole dog and he said we ought to 

let the dog work. Well, I watched that dog close. It circled and circled 
and barked, and when it laid down and stared up whining at the wires, 
Lance got his gear and climbed the pole and hung there on his harness 
face-to-face with the thing. I gave the dog a bowl of  water and that 
sweet thing licked my hand almost raw. I asked Lance where he’d gotten 
the dog and he yelled something down I couldn’t hear on account of  
the buzzing. He took out a little pad of  paper and scribbled a note and 
let it fall. The dog ran up and snatched the note and brought it to me. It 
read, take the dog in the house. I don’t want you to see this. Where did 
they train them kinds of  pole dogs? I wondered.



10   |   arroyo

Song and Dance

I left Lance on the pole and took the dog in and that sweet thing 
went through a whole row of  Saltines before Lance came through the 
door, dusty and sunburned, and set his plastic hard hat on the table and 
stood before me. His face was creased and the dust had made little white 
moons around his mouth. I asked him how it went.  

Stonewalled, he said.
You gave it a good go, I said.
I ain’t through, he said. He called his supervisor. His supervisor came 

out. He was a tubby man with a thick beard and he didn’t look like he’d 
be able to make it up the pole, but up he went, slow and steady. He hung 
there on the harness and ran his gloves over some of  the dents Lance 
had put in the transformer, then he came down and made an evening 
of  taking off  his gloves.  

How’d it get dented? he said.  
The weather, said Lance.
What about the buzzing? I said.
Nothing I can do, said the supervisor.  
I asked what he meant, there was nothing he could do.
It’s working, he said.
Can’t you take it away and get me one that don’t buzz?
He said he’d put in a ticket but it wasn’t likely. Not much call to fool 

with rural lines. He stared hard at Lance’s dog and asked whose dog was 
that peeing on the pole.  

Dog, I said. Never you mind that dog. You fix my pole! You fix it 
so it don’t buzz or I’ll call and call and get your supervisor and his 
supervisor and so on.  

The supervisor shrugged. He said it was my right if  I wanted to call 
and I started to right then and there, but I got stuck in the machine talk 
and pressed four and then six and ended up talking to someone in credit. 
I don’t need no extension, I told them. Get me a man in charge. And 
while I was on the phone I saw Lance take his supervisor off  to the side, 
one hand on his arm, and have a long, serious talk. Lance made gestures 
at the pole, serious gestures. The supervisor looked unimpressed. He 
shrugged again and gave Lance’s wrench the eye and said something 
that I could tell was low and mean because Lance’s face changed and 
went pale under the dust. Then the tubby man got in his truck and 
drove off  in the dust. I was still on hold and just didn’t have the heart 
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to listen to any more flute music. I went over and touched Lance on the 
shoulder and said it was a damn shame, what with the fat man cutting 
him down and Lance just trying to do an honest job. 

No, said Lance. It’s me. It’s me and I got to figure it out. He went 
over and stood under the pole, looking up at its buzzing evil. His dog 
came and laid by his feet. It looked scared.  

I’ll figure it, Lance said. Tomorrow.
The next day Lance came back with three Mexicans in flannel shirts. 

They had a quick conference under the pole before the Mexicans put on 
the gloves and harnesses, and all three went up the pole in a row. Once 
they got up there, the oldest-looking fellow takes out a crucifix and starts 
whacking the pole. The other two lit candles and started singing.  

What are they doing? I asked Lance.
Communicate, he said.
I asked, what were they all trying to communicate with.
Demons, if  any.
I asked, was there demons in my pole. Did Lance really believe that?
He said he didn’t think so but better safe than sorry.  
The Mexicans were up there almost an hour, singing and holding 

them dripping candles and whacking the transformer, and when they 
came down, the pole was still buzzing and their crucifix was all bent 
and busted up. Nebraska Utilities builds them tough, I’ll grant that.  
Lance loaded the Mexicans in his truck and stood there a while talking 
Mexican with them. The Mexicans sounded very sad and Lance kept 
nodding and saying, si, si, pero donde puedo encontrar anguilas tantos?

The Mexicans looked confused. Lance looked confused.
He turned to me and I swear he looked so sad and busted up inside 

and dry and pruned with sun and burnt dark that I wanted to cry. He 
waved goodbye and drove off.

The next day he came back with two Indians. They sat in a ring 
around the pole and smoked a pipe and chanted a while. One of  the 
Indians got up after a little while and threw a medicine bag at the pole 
and did a dance real slow, talking all sorts of  Indian gibber-jabber. Lance 
said he was the medicine man and they were trying to communicate 
with the spirits of  the pole.

I said I thought the pole had demons.
Probably not, said Lance. He said it was probably a wood spirit.  
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Maybe a pollywog. He knew an Irish folk healer who was dying to come 
out and take a crack at it.  

I told Lance it was getting where I couldn’t take no more days off  
work, and Lance sat down in the bed of  his truck and wouldn’t say 
nothing the rest of  the day. The Indians did their dance and sang their 
songs. The pole kept on buzzing. At the end of  the day they all looked 
tired and worn out. The young Indian went and had a cigarette on my 
lawn. The old Indian sat in the bed of  Lance’s truck and drank a bottle 
of  mineral water and ate two jelly donuts. He offered one to Lance but 
Lance shook his head. When the sun went down, the Indians rolled up 
their blankets and threw everything in the back of  Lance’s truck, even 
the cigarette butts, which I thought was a kind gesture.  

I asked if  I had a wood spirit.
The old Indian shook his head.
I asked if  I had a pollywog.
Do we look Irish? said the young Indian. 
They waited for Lance, who stood under the pole, touching the circle 

the Indians had drawn in the dust with the toe of  his boot. I’d never seen 
a man look so defeated, so lost and alone. I wanted to say something and 
maybe invite him and the Indians to stay for supper but they looked 
ready to go and I didn’t think Lance would do it. His shoulders were 
squared and set, and there were dark crescents of  sweat under his arms. 
Finally he came over to me and held out his wrench.

What for? I said.
I’m a failure.
Lance, you stop!
Since I wouldn’t take the wrench, he set it on my patio table and got 

in the truck and drove off. The Indians in the truck bed waved goodbye. 
I waved after them.   

Lance didn’t come back the next day so I went after work and bought 
a generator and the nice boy from Hank’s on 50 dropped it for me with 
a jug of  gasoline. Just as I got in and started to make my Lipton noodles, 
Lance called. He sounded funny and there was the kind of  noise in the 
back that made me think he was in a bar. He said the company wouldn’t 
let him file another ticket for the pole. According to Nebraska Utilities, 
the pole didn’t buzz, never had, never would. They told him he couldn’t 
come back out. The pole was off-limits.

Song and Dance
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It’s tied up, Lance said. He slurred a little and said, they got a bow on 
this one, but I don’t care. Because I know. We know.  

We certainly know it buzzes, I said.
They’re in on it, he said.
The buzzing?
Listen, he said. He told me he wanted to bring the Irishman out the 

next day, and he had an African lined up after that, a certified chicken 
man. If  it wasn’t pollywogs, it might be lion spirits. If  neither panned 
out, there was a slim chance it was magnetic harmonics or residue 
auras. He knew a guy whose back molars vibrated whenever the Earth’s 
magnetic field was disrupted, and that was worth a shot.  

Don’t you think that’s a bit much? I said.
It was the wrong thing to say. I knew it when I heard Lance groan. 

He said he was sorry and that all he ever wanted to do was his job. He 
hung up. He didn’t come out the next day, nor did a chicken man or a 
man whose teeth felt rays. I called Nebraska Utilities and a girl in the 
service department who wasn’t supposed to say anything told me Lance 
was on leave. She said it in a whisper so I’d know what kind of  leave she 
meant and I said I was sorry. I asked if  she knew Lance and she said yes. 
She said he was the nicest boy working at Nebraska Utilities. She said 
he was the only fellow there who cared. 

The next morning an Irishman knocked on my door and I asked if  he was 
there for pollywogs, and he said no, he was there for bogsnatches.

What’s a bogsnatch? I said.
He said I’d know if  I had one.
I told him no thank you and sent him off. Since then I’ve received calls 

from several people interested in taking a look at my pole to see if  it contained 
various sundry entities. I believe that Lance sends them. I think that girl was 
right. He does care. 

This morning I decided I had enough. I went to the big Lowe’s off  50 
and bought one of  them very serious chainsaws with an electric starter. Then 
I called Nebraska Utilities and told them, did they think I wouldn’t do it? I 
certainly would. I told them I would do it in the name of  Lance. I would do 
it for the good man they silenced. I meant every word. I set the phone down 
so they could hear it and revved that sucker up and accidentally sawed my 
coffee table in two. They’re getting the bill for that, too. The effect, I trust, 
was worth it.

Blasi
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So I ask you, Congressman Pechoni. Is it going to come down to this? This 
letter will go right in the post and I’ll give you three days, just three. Then I’m 
going out to the pole, and it and me and the power tool will have a stern sit-
down talk. We’ll do my dance. We’ll sing Lance’s song.

In truth, I hope the post loses this letter. My roses need mulch.

Sincerely,

Barbara McIntyre
11 Bramble Wood Court
West Plain, NB 40405

Song and Dance
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