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MAKING DEATH
YOUR BITCH

By Professor
Philo


INTRODUCTION

Well you knew
it was inevitable but you still thought you might somehow tactfully
elude it, or at least prolong it for a few more precious years.
You've always heard that the two absolute certainties in life were
death and taxes, though both should both be avoided at all costs.
You had no luck with the taxes of course, but managed to stave off
death for as long as possible, but here you are now, the unwitting
guest of honor at your own wake. You've been to countless other
ones before of course, but now it feels more than just a bit
unnerving to see that it's YOU lying peacefully in that shiny pine
box. Questions stream rapidly through your mind at this morbid
time.

Some
of them quite profound: “This can’t
be all there is to it. Life must still continue on even after
death, and if it does, I wonder where this never ending journey
will take me?”

Some NOT quite
so profound: “Why do they always have the right side of the face
facing the mourners at these shindigs? My left side’s always been
my good side? Damn, I never knew my nose was slightly crooked
before. It always looked straight in the mirror. I guess I just
never looked at myself from that angle before.”

Not only is
death not the end, it’s not even close to it. In fact, not only
have you died before, but you've died many, many, many times
before. Much more on this a bit later.

The fear of
death is something that has been instilled in us from a very early
age. Despite its inevitability, we have a cultural aspect to fear
death. It’s seen as the ultimate, knuckle-dragging junior high
school bully, waiting to pounce and pound on some poor unsuspecting
victim at a designated time. What makes Death even scarier is that
it’s the ultimate bounty hunter. It has never failed to bring back
whoever it set out for. Since the beginning of time it’s yet to be
defeated, so why try and delude ourselves into thinking that maybe
you or I will somehow be the lucky one who gives it the slip. As
much as we’d love to deceive ourselves, even we’re not going to
fall for that heaping serving of bullshit.

That means you
have two courses of action when you come face to face with the Grim
Reaper. You can either lose your bowels and go out kicking and
screaming, as you’re pulled out from underneath your bed, which is
not only undignified, but robs your demise of the tragic gravitas
you feel it deserves. Or you can recognize the fact that you’ve
already met this particular foe numerous times before in the past,
and he’s not quite as big and bad as his reputation makes him out
to be.

Then there’s
the other extreme. People who not only refuse to fear death, but
are almost ready to embrace it, and welcome it with open arms.
During the height of the spiritualist movement in the early part of
the twentieth century, Sherlock Holmes creator, and part-time
spiritual investigator, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, painted such a rosy
glow of the beauty and wonders of the after-life that a number of
people were actually killing not only themselves, but their spouses
and kids as well, in order to avoid the long wait. The public
outcry that soon followed caused Doyle to retract some of his
statements, and while he never wavered from his statements on the
unimaginable beauty and experiences that waited for us on the other
side, he made it a point to assert he wasn’t trying to encourage
anyone on heading there prematurely, and always spoke out against
suicide in all his subsequent lectures.


After nearly
two decades of carefully researching all aspects of the occult I
can truthfully say that I don’t fear death in the slightest
anymore. Not only is death something not to be feared, but
something that can be de-cloaked with humor as well to help take
away some of its menace and mystique. Don’t get me wrong here. I’m
not saying that I'm ready to hurl myself in front of a speeding
eighteen wheeler in order to prematurely experience all the
festivities and adventures which await us on the other side.
However when the time does come to check out, and separate myself
from these Earthly ties, I'm more than ready for it.

Most books on
life after death tend to be written in an overly pompous,
posturing, pretentious manner, where the author tries to intimidate
the reader with professorial arrogance, but I’m happy to say that
isn’t the case at all with this book. I’ve written this in easy to
understand, everyday language, especially designed to keep things a
bit more lighthearted, and help take the sting out of a really
morbid subject.

I’ve included
numerous cutting edge concepts, mixed with new age beliefs and
science, in an effort to come up with the most conclusive and exact
answers to the age old question which is: What happens to us when
we finally die? I’ve even included some truly twisted, grotesque,
bizarre, and laugh-out-loud absurd ways that people have died over
the years to show that even in death there’s always someone worse
off than you.

In addition,
I’ve also included some incredibly easy, but highly effective
experiments in which to make contact with the other side just as
well, if not better than any medium, in case you’re dying to make
contact, but without actually dying to do it. This way you can get
the lowdown on what it’s really like on the other side from those
who should know best, the dead themselves. My chief aim in this
book is to both demystify, and take much of the fear and terror out
of death, and instead infuse it with understanding, humor, and
cheer. In other words, we’re going to take the fear out of dying
and make Death our bitch!!!
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ROYAL
DEATHS


King Richard l
(aka Richard the Lionheart) pauses momentarily to admire an arrow
fired directly at him. It hits him in the shoulder. As he lies
dying of blood poisoning, he is classy enough to congratulate the
bowman on his marksmanship.

King Gustavus
Adolphus of Sweden, reportedly refused to wear any steel body armor
at the Battle of Lutzen, proclaiming, "The Lord God is my armor!"
Unfortunately for him he's killed shortly afterwards.

Richard Roose,
official cook to the Bishop of Rochester, poisoned the soup at a
formal banquet, killing seventeen guests. When King Henry Vlll got
wind of this, he had Roose slowly boiled to death in one of his own
stockpots.

King James ll of
Scotland, while inspecting one of his own cannons, had the top of
his head blown off when it suddenly exploded without warning.

Charles Vlll of
France, while entering a tennis court, fatally cracked his head on
a low wooden beam.

King Alexander l of
Greece, died of blood poisoning after being bit by his pet
monkey.

Czar Peter lll, while
imprisoned after a palace coup, was strangled in his own cell.

Emperor Maximilian l
of Mexico, while standing calmly before a firing squad of Mexican
revolutionaries, asked his executioners to shoot him cleanly so
that he may die with dignity. Unfortunately for him, they were
rotten shots, and the ensuing barrage of bullets that soon followed
blew off most of his face. Adding insult to injury, parts of his
body were later auctioned off to souvenir hunters. So much for
dying with dignity.


REALLY WEIRD
DEATHS


456 B.C. Aeschylus,
the father of Greek Tragedy, is killed when an eagle drops a
tortoise on his head. It seems that eagles would drop tortoises
onto large rocks from great heights in order to break the shell, so
they could get to the meat inside. Tragically for Aeschylus, his
bald head must have looked like a large rock to this particular
eagle.

54 A.D. Roman
Emperor Claudius, ever the epitome of class, chokes to death on a
feather he apparently had been using to tickle his gullet to induce
vomiting at a fancy banquet.

1649:
Arthur Aston, the Royalist commander
during the English Civil War, is beaten to death with his own
wooden leg by Cromwell's men during the Seize of
Drogheda.

1687: Jean Baptiste
Lully, the famous French composer, accidently stabs himself in the
foot with his baton, and dies soon after of gangrene.

1927: Famed
American dancer, Isadora Duncan, steps into her brand new Bugatti
racing car for the first time, waves merrily to her friends, and
speeds away. As she does her long red scarf becomes entangled in
the spokes of the rear tire, and snaps her neck, killing her
instantly.

1931: Arnold
Bennet succumbs to typhoid, after cheerfully drinking a glass of
tap water in a Paris hotel to demonstrate just how completely safe
it is.

1975: Claude
Francois, French singer, and co-writer of one of Elvis's most
popular songs, "My Way," accidently electrocutes himself while
attempting to change a light bulb, while standing in a water filled
bathtub at the age of thirty nine.

1980: Monica Myers,
mayor of Betterton, Maryland, considered checking the sewage tanks
at the municipal faculty as part of her duties. While she was at
the Betterton treatment plant to test it for chlorine and sediment,
she slipped on a catwalk, and fell into a huge tank of human waste
and drowned.

1982: Michael
Scaglione, twenty six, was playing golf with friends at a New
Orleans golf course. After missing an easy shot on the thirteenth
hole, he got pissed off, and in a fit of anger threw his golf club
against a golf cart. When the club broke, the club head rebounded,
stabbing him in the throat and severing his jugular. He somehow
managed to pull the metal piece from his neck, but wound up dying
anyway. Doctors say had he not pulled the piece out he might have
survived since the club head could've reduced the rapid loss of
blood.

1983: Mike Stewart,
president of the Auto Convoy Company in Dallas, Texas, was standing
on the back of a flatbed truck as it passed under a low bridge. He
was killed immediately. Ironically, he was there filming a TV show
about the dangers of low bridges.

1994: French clown,
Yves Abouchar, accidently choked to death after receiving a custard
pie to the face by a fellow clown.

1994: Ramon Barrero,
an entertainer famous for playing "the world's smallest harmonica,"
accidently chokes to death on it during a performance.

1995: Gina Lalapola,
an Italian stripper, suffocated inside a cake she was supposed to
jump out of at a bachelor party in Cosenza. Her body had laid
inside the sealed wooded cake for more than an hour before it was
discovered.

1998: Russell Shell
chokes to death on a miniature plastic penis in his cocktail while
at a night club in Fitchburg, Mass. His family later files a
wrongful death lawsuit against the club.

2005: Reverend
Kyle Lake, thirty three, while standing in a pool of water used for
Sunday baptism in Waco, Texas, reaches for a microphone, and is
promptly electrocuted.


FAMOUS LAST WORDS


"Doctor, I die hard,
but I am not afraid to go".......George Washington (1799)

"Thank God I
have done my duty".......Lord Horatio Nelson (1805)

"Sargent, the
Spanish bullet isn't made that will kill me"........William "Bucky"
O'Neill: American war hero (1898)

"Please put out the
lights".......Teddy Roosevelt (1919)

"I'm getting
better".....D.H. Lawrence: British author (1930)

"Get my swan costume
ready"......Anna Pavlova: Russian ballerina (1931)

"It is very beautiful
over there"........Thomas Edison (while in a coma) (1931)

"Curtain! Fast
music! Lights! Ready for the last finale! Great! The show looks
good"......Florenz Ziegfeld (1932)

"I've never felt
better"......Douglas Fairbanks (1939)

"Die? I should say
not, dear fellow. No Barrymore would allow such a conventional
thing to happen to him"......John Barrymore (1942)

"I have a terrific
headache"......Franklin Roosevelt (1945)

"Go away. I'm
alright"......H.G. Wells (1946)

"Sister, you're
trying to keep me alive as an old curiosity, but I'm done, I'm
finished, I'm going to die"......George Bernard Shaw (1950)

"Seventeen
whiskies....a record I think"......Dylan Thomas (1953)

"I want that fifty
bucks you owe me, and I want it now"......Carl "Alfalfa" Switzer
(1959)

"That was the best
ice cream soda I ever tasted"......Lou Costello (1959)

"Do you know where I
can get any shit?".......Lenny Bruce (1966)

"It
hurts"........Charles de Gaulle (1970)

"Yeah".......John
Lennon (to the cop in the ambulance, who asked if he was John
Lennon) (1980)

"I'm
losing".......Frank Sinatra (1998)


MORE WEIRD
DEATHS

Alexander the
Great (356-323 BC) Dropped dead after a drinking contest at the not
so ripe
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