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INTRODUCTION

Dearest modern women,

Today, you find yourselves faced with endless choices. Avocado on your bagel or smoked salmon? Cocktails at home or clubbing with your girlies? And do you think it’s better to block that walking red flag you’ve been speaking to or just silently ghost him?

When a guy gives us the ick, we can unmatch him on whatever heinous dating app he crawled out of and then laugh about it with our besties over a glass of wine. But back in times of olde, in order to get rid of a man, women had to get a little more creative. And thus, I proudly present to you Off With His Head: 100 Ways to Silence a Man (for good), where you can take inspiration from women of bygone days who wished to put a stop to the fuckwittage of knaves and manwenches alike.

From mysterious accidents to cunningly orchestrated catastrophes, it turns out that, historically, women probably did a lot more than just poison their misbehaving husbands.

We are much smarter than that, after all.




DEATH BY

Uncontrollable laughter

‘MEN DON’T rate women for funniness,’ they say when you turn up to the joust dressed as a cocktail olive.

Me personally? I jest too much. Force-feed him an entire goose (‘No, babe, that paltock doesn’t make you look fat!’) and crack a joke. He’ll die laughing.

DEATH BY

Rug

YE OLDE fuckboy cheated on you with sketty Sarah from the next village? Hark! Fear not. Bring a bestie and – instead of throwing glitter all over his carpet and keying his car – roll that man up in a rug and ‘accidentally’ leave him in the path of a herd of horses.

It’ll be like Ascot. Except, y’know . . . with more screaming.

DEATH BY

Wine

NOW, I love a piss-up as much as the next wench but sometimes the boysies take it too far.

First it’s all, ‘Oh, I’m just having a couple of pints of mead with the fellas,’ and the next thing you know, he’s waking up in ye olde Benidorm with Eleanor of Aquitaine’s hair extensions wrapped around his John Thomas.

Tell him that submerging himself in a barrel of malmsey wine for four hours will do wonders for his receding hairline and he won’t do that again in a hurry. (Note: This may take longer if he wants to get out and use the toilet.)

DEATH BY

Autoerotic asphyxiation

YOUR FELLA keeps his hat and tights on during sex and he won’t go down on you? Why not suggest a touch of autoerotic asphyxiation to spice things up in the bedroom? You get to strangle him to death; he dies with a massive stonk on. It’s a win–win.

DEATH BY

Sneezing

NOTHING pisses me off more than a loud man-sneeze. Who does he think he is, the town crier?

Gently encourage him to hold it in. You won’t get the ick again – because he’ll be dead.

DEATH BY

Lampreys

‘AND FOR the lady? Perhaps a salad?’ he says as he sits there stuffing his gob with an entire leg of roast ham.

Haha. Perhaps not.

Order a surfeit of lampreys and, because he’s a great, tyrannical pie shop on legs who doesn’t like seeing a woman who isn’t full after consuming half a pickled egg, he will inevitably eat the lot himself. With any luck, he’ll pull a Henry I.

DEATH BY

Boiling oil

IF HE SAYS anything other than ‘Yea’ to your inane ‘Wouldst thou still loveth me if I were a worm?’, he deserves to feel death’s gentle caress.

Take him on a little day trip to London’s Smithfield to watch the coin clippers and porridge poisoners boil in oil (fun for all the family). A gentle nudge while he’s peering over the edge of the vat and he’ll end up resembling a Cup-a-Soup.

DEATH BY

Lute

IS HE ONE OF those street interviewers who badgers fair maidens in the town with inane questions like ‘Would ye cheat on your man for twenty shillings?’ in the hopes of going viral on ye olde wretched clock app? Yeah, that would make me drier than a monk’s wine cellar, too.

Encourage him to start playing the lute to help lure unsuspecting women to him for questioning. Little does he know the instrument you’re gifting him has experienced a little wear and tear, and a splinter-related injury that is destined to go septic awaits.

DEATH BY

Boner

IF HE’S MORE interested in scrolling through OnlyWenches than giving you a good seeing to, obviously there are some issues going on in the trouser-snake department. So why not offer him some Spanish Fly as a little titbit? A popular – yet deadly – aphrodisiac used in many a love potion, this will make him stiff (but not in the way he might like).

DEATH BY

Throne

IMAGINE BEING told not to eat for three days by a man with C-cup breasts and a codpiece the size of a cornichon.

Plonk Mr Big Titties on a rickety wooden throne and, with the blessing of womankind, the entire structure will collapse beneath him. If the floor happens to be made from stone, he probably won’t get back up again.

DEATH BY

Mansplaining

PICTURE THIS: you’re on a first date at the local Wetherspoons tavern. You matched with this guy on ye olde Tyn’dre around a week ago and, sure, he didn’t ask you many questions about yourself, but at least he seemed funny.

Now, he’s yapping for England. Frankly, nobody wants to hear about the fact that he would have been a jousting champion if it wasn’t for his knee injury. And him (unnecessarily) correcting you – very slowly and loudly, as though you’re not even capable of milking a cow – on who won the Battle of Agincourt is becoming very grating. But if he mansplains for long enough, there is a slim chance that he may starve to death. All you need to do is smile and nod, since he won’t let you get a word in anyway.

DEATH BY

Chess

SO HE THINKS he’s cleverer than you just because he’s a man? Show him who really wears the tights and challenge the smug little toerag to a game of chess, then stress him out so much (while you beat his arse) that he has a stroke.

I call that women in male fields.

DEATH BY

Lead

IT’S ALWAYS the broke manwenches who are worried about the woman they’re dating being a gold digger. Take him out for a nice expensive meal (he’s so used to scoffing pottage and the McDungeon’s Saver Menu that he’ll inevitably order everything smothered in gold leaf). Then, when he pops to the loo, sprinkle a little powdered white lead across his plate.

Knowing him, he’ll probably think it’s Parmesan.

DEATH BY

Bacon

DID YOUR girls make fun of you because they saw your boyfriend doing cringy dances on ye olde clock app . . . unironically? The levels of ick must be off the Richter scale.

Encourage him to have a boogie a little too close to the fireplace – where you have, conveniently, hung an enormous flitch of bacon to smoke. All his jigging about should cause the rope suspending the bacon to snap, leaving him resembling a squashed cabbage.

DEATH BY

Orange peel

HE TOLD YOU OFF for saying ‘cunny’ on the first date and now you’re about to ask the tavern wench for Angela? Hark! Fear not, for I have a better idea.

Yes, yes – I know an orange is worth its weight in gold but hear me out: eat it on the sly and discard the skin somewhere near his absurdly long shoes. If he slips, he’ll (fingers crossed) develop a nasty case of gangrene and pop his clogs.

DEATH BY

Botched escape

AFTER HE’S exhausted himself thinking he’s performed valiantly in the bedroom, offer to fetch Sir Top Shagger a glass of water. He’ll be so busy flexing in the mirror, he won’t notice that you’ve taken the key and locked him in, leaving him no choice but to exit via the window.

Supply him with enough bedsheets, and I can guarantee he’ll tie them together and try to escape. A very nasty fall awaits . . .

DEATH BY

Cake

DISCOVERED him in Azure the Fair’s queue of 1,000 men? I think a touch of public humiliation should put a stop to his shenanigans.

When he trots down to church on Palm Sunday, secretly join the local children in their funny little tradition of throwing cakes at the congregation from the church roof (just make sure to lob a particularly stale one at his temple for good measure).

DEATH BY

Footstool

NOBODY LIKES a sentient peanut that moans about ‘females’ 25/8 and brags about how many wenches he’s clapped in Southwark’s stewes. Your best bet is to entice him into letting you use him as a human footstool by promising you’ll watch ye olde sheep racing with him. He’ll die of exhaustion, and you get to stuff him and leave him resembling a misshapen turnip.

Truly, you’d be doing all of womankind a favour (and saving quite a few of us a syphilis diagnosis).

DEATH BY

Stake

HE WON’T let you wear your favourite kirtle because he thinks it’s too low-cut? BURN HIM.

No, I’m serious. Tell the Bishop that he’s been spotted canoodling with the local witch and he’ll have him tied to a stake (and resembling a scrumptious Flat Iron wagyu) before you can say, ‘I bite my thumb at thee, thou great hairy cunny.’

DEATH BY

The Duke of Exeter’s daughter

WE HAVE ALL encountered a man who has lied about his height on OkCrossbowman, unfortunately. But fear not, baddies, wenches and witches alike, for the Duke of Exeter’s daughter exists for a reason.

Fool him into thinking that it’s a brand-new contraption that will spice things up in the bedroom, then simply secure his wrists and ankles to the rack and turn the handle, trying not to jump for joy as his joints dislocate and he screams in agony. But, hey – at least he’ll be a few inches

DEATH BY

Iron maiden



DEATH BY

Communion wafer



DEATH BY

Stag



DEATH BY

Gibbet cage



DEATH BY

Milk and honey



DEATH BY
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DEATH BY

Exploding bladder
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DEATH BY
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DEATH BY
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DEATH BY
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DEATH BY
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DEATH BY
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DEATH BY
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DEATH BY

Beard



DEATH BY

Ducking



DEATH BY
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DEATH BY

Toilet (option two)



DEATH BY

Indigestion



DEATH BY

Dancing plague
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Bird
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Bed sheets




DEATH BY
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Unpoisoned food
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Snakes
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Banquet
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