
Call Betsy
a very short misanthropic story by Jonathan Semple

Another shitty town, another shitty motel, another shitty meal. We have 
breakfast in a truckstop and eat greasy eggs with greasy bacon and greasy 
homefries. So much butter on the toast that it's all grease too.

Graffiti on the bathroom wall says Call Betsy for a good time.

Then we're on the road again, driving to fuck knows where. Elsewhere. 
Somewhere. Anywhere. Not here.

Not there, either.

Not where we were.

Not where we're going.

Stop, sleep, eat. Shit room. Shit meal. Shit bathroom, the kind you don't want 
to shit in.

Call Betsy for a night of pleasures.

The car's shit too. Every few cities it starts breaking down. Falling apart.

Shitty garage with shitty mechanics and shitty car parts and their own shitty 
washrooms. Another hole in the wall with a hole in the wall.

Call Betsy for satisfaction.

Each time we stop, more people. And when we don't stop there's people 
passing by.

The people are as bad as the places. A parade of failed abortions, shat out of 
their mother's vaginas. 'cause it's all the same, right?

Product of their father's unwanted sperm.

Call Betsy for someone who'll listen.

Sterilise every last one of them. No more gene pool. No more mucus sliming 
its way out of some genetic puddle like we live in the waste disposal of the 
universe.

It's the backwaters of the country, the backwaters of the planet. But 
everywhere's the backwaters. Wherever we go, the same polluted human sea.



Call Betsy for someone who cares.

A splash of shit in the water and the drink's ruined. Vomit the water, vomit the 
coffee. Vomit the greasy eggs and greasy bacon and greasy homefries.

Vomit the greasy toast.

And it's all the same.

More shit that won't flush.

Call Betsy for companionship.

Maybe there's clean water. Somewhere.

Call Betsy for significant conversation.

We want to believe that. I don't know if I do.

Maybe I used to, but we've been on the road a long time. With the grease and 
the vomit and the shit.

Call Betsy for someone who'll love you. Like your parents should have.

If there's somewhere the water's clean. If there's somewhere without the human 
sewage. Foetuses that should have been flushed down broken toilets with blood 
and wire coat hangers.

If there's somewhere good.

Call Betsy for love and get a busy tone.

We'll find it. We'll keep driving until we do.

Or we run out of road.

Call Betsy and get voice mail.

When we stop it's shit, grease, vomit, blood. All over again.

And then we find another backalley abortion that should have happened, but 
didn't.

The toilet's jammed and there's not enough coat hangers.



Call Betsy, but she's never there.

So we keep driving.

The more we drive the more the car breaks.

Another garage, another mechanic and the next breakdown's sooner.

Call Betsy, but she can't fix anything.

And the last breakdown's just around the corner. Us or the car.

And we'll be stranded in shit and abortions.

Or the car will be. And we'll be gone.

Call Betsy because we've run out of road.


