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My Not So Modest Proposal


We are living in the days of days. Financial analysts say the US economy is in a “financial crisis”.  It was declared a few years back that a recession had descended across the nation, from which we are slowly clawing our way out of. The housing market has crashed, with no upturn in sight. America is fighting two wars and is preparing to send more than 30,000 troops to Afghanistan, which will only increase the number of dead or wounded, already far above 53,000 people. Brillig.com has posted that the outstanding public debt of the United States as of December 3, 2009 at 07:01:16 AM, Greenwich Mean Time, is $12,094,559,640,040.55. The Bureau of Labor Statistics reports that unemployment is at an all time high, roughly 10.2%. That means that out of every 10 people, there is one person, and possibly a midget to make up the remainder, that is without a job. Prisons across the nation are overflowing with criminals who appear to have not been corrected by our “correction facilities”; more often than not coming out the other side even worse then they went in, thus perpetuating the “revolving door” syndrome that is becoming more and more apparent. More and more scientists are presenting information on how the environment is rapidly deteriorating, eventually leading to the death and demise of anything and everything living on this earth, and yet the US, one of the leading polluting nations in the world, is doing almost nothing. The state of the United States is deplorable, at best. 


But there is a simple, and elegant, solution to the nation’s growing problems. A resolution, which if implemented, would create jobs, increase consumer spending, promote a cleaner society, relieve some of the stress on prisons, and boost the overall strength of the nation, both economically and militaristically.  I am, of course, speaking of the most wholesome and historic of pastimes, necrophilia.


It would all be so simple. It would be very similar to the organ donor program the U.S. already has. After necrophilia is legalized, you would have the option of participating in the program. Upon your death, your body would be collected and tested for any and all infections or diseases that might hinder the process, such as obesity, Down Syndrome, or just a bad case of what I like to call the “ugly fuglies”. One of the perks of having sexual relations with the dead is that the possibility of catching a venereal disease is next to impossible. Then you would be transported to a place, organized much like a brothel, where you would have a short-lived second life as hooker, or if you would prefer the proper name of “expired escort”, only used for as long as your body’s condition is sufficient for such acts, with enough flexibility and give to satisfy the user, without many rips or tears, much like living “escorts” today. The public could come to these establishments, and for a nominal fee, varying on the condition and deterioration of the corpse, spend a little quality time with the recently deceased. This would create hundreds of thousands of jobs to help boost the economy and cut down on unemployment, not to mention the vast amount of income the institutions themselves would generate. It would also lead to an unexpected boost for the economy. Hot plate sales would skyrocket from all the people who prefer the DIY route. Not only that, but the legalization of necrophilia would help cut down on the number of sex offenders, as it would create a pathway in which they could channel and relieve their pent up hostilities and aggravation that would otherwise make them turn to other illegal, more lewd acts. Fewer prisoners means less frivolous spending on prisons, thus saving the nation ever more money. But the benefits are not purely economic.


As America is fighting in two other nations, we are always looking for the upper hand, from a new psychological tactic to the next generation of smart weapons. We may be fighting people who believe that if they make martyrs of themselves, they will get into heaven, but how would they feel if the people they were fighting willingly and openly have sex with the dead? Their enemies would not only kill them, but enjoy the fruits of their labor by getting physical with their remains after taking their life. The war on terror would be over in a matter of weeks.

I will admit, some might object to the idea of having intercourse with recently deceased, as the dead are meant to rest in peace after a lifetime of hardship and toil. I will admit, the act of slowly making sweet love down by the fire on a bear skin rug, staring deep into the milky-white glazed eyes of a cadaver as you softly whisper sweet nothings into its aged and inert ear, might upset and disturb a few. I will admit that bending a human carcass over, throwing its legs behind its head, and going to town on that puppy, might rub a few the wrong way. But riddle me this: is it no more offensive then an act commonly practiced today, that of donating your body to science? When someone donates their body to science, their corpse could be chopped up into little bits, dissected and observed, put through hundreds of questionable and unreasonable tests, left out in fields to see how it decays and decomposes, all in the pursuit of “knowledge”. How are these acts not desecrations of the bodies they are done to? Is a little posthumous intercourse any worse?

America’s problems could be solved if only necrophilia were common place. It would significantly boost the economy, lower the unemployment rate, and help put an end to America’s war on terror. But let’s apply a little science to nay-sayers. Using the transitive property, it can be reasonably inferred that anyone who is against necrophilia, is actually against the US getting stronger and winning against terrorism, the only people who want America weaker are Communists and Terrorists, and as we all know Communists and Terrorists hate America. So if you are against necrophilia, you are actually a terrorist who hates America. If you truly love your country, go out and have your way with the first dead person you find. Because as Eddy Dorantes said, “A little necrophilia never hurt anyone.”
