It doesn’t matter what you study, all forms of spiritual belief react to suicide…some more than others.  

Wrist Cutters is what it says it is, especially since it’s been touched by the quirkiness of Tom Waite.  

This movie is no joking matter and yet they turn a serious subject into a very lighthearted love story, a man and woman who meet after they’ve been off-ed.  Basically meaning fried the potato, took from the breath, swiped from the act of being.  How else can you say they committed suicide?  

It has an early seventies appeal about it but there’s no real romance to carry with you out the theater doors, especially if you’ve been confronted by or know of someone who is a cutter.  

Only one character in the movie is, the rest are the drug overdoses, gunshots, drunk drivers and an entire family which proves depression and a need to release is hereditary.  

I can’t recommend this movie due to a hidden fear that it might inspire the wrong idea.  This is an artful bewildered attempt at proving there’s an afterlife even for those who call it quits before their true number comes up.  The sad part is…the world they’re shot into isn’t heaven or hell…they’re just there with no place to go but there.  
