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Selfies and other suicides 
 
 
1. 
 
She cut off half her head 
but kept in both her knees  
 
She took a selfie on the crest of the Serpent Ride  
while over her shoulder 
an ancient man slid his brittle bones out from under his safety harness  
and gripping 
with a hollow thud 
his hat 
to his heart 
spilled like cow guts to the mud-churned 
fairground earth 
 
 
2. 
 
He put a gun to his temple 
and pulled the trigger 
 
the .38 calibre hot hard nipple exiting his head 
taking with it some brain matter seasoned with very last thoughts   
then out the window through a hole it made for that very purpose in the glass 
and across the street 
through the paper-thin walls of a bedsit 
puncturing the phone  
of a young man as he filmed himself attempting autofellatio 
and at the very moment the tip touched the lip 
the bullet ricocheting off a cast iron pan 
that once belonged to his grandmother 
to rebound through a skylight  
and losing energy 
to fall from the heavens 
and into the lap of a picnicking girl 
whose afternoon laughter dropped dead on her paper plate 
as she watched in horror 
her ex-lover’s Snapchat 
suicide post 
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3. 
 
They ate lunch together in a fancy restaurant 
the two couples by the window 
 
All four on their iPhones 
texting and surfing 
Taking snaps of their food 
Taking selfies with forks to their faces 
Posting on Instagram the snaps that they took of their plates 
Taking snaps of themselves from the food’s eye-view 
and a video from a cutlery perspective 
 
The woman on the adjacent table 
dining alone 
whiter then her napkin 
gagged a little 
as she slipped her smartphone endoscopic attachment 
into her mouth 
and then 
into her throat 
journeying down her oesophagus 
into her stomach 
where a hundred paracetamol lay slowly dissolving 
beneath the duvet of her squash gnocchi starter 
toxifying her liver 
The live Facebook feed of food to die by 
receiving over nine thousand 

 
from her 20,000 
- and counting - 
Friends 
 
 
4. 
 
The bipolar blindman 
took a selfie 
at an Exit members’ 
nighttime Beachy Head 
barbecue  
 
and survived 
 
to die another day 
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crushed beneath a number 12 
that swerved to avoid  
a Japanese tourist 
oblivious in the bus lane 
Big Ben in the background 
Bluetooth selfie stick 
aloft 
 
The blindman’s blood 
in the gutter 
later absorbed 
by a generous helping 
of traffic cop kitty litter 
 
 
5. 
 
As she took a Wish You Were Here selfie on the aft sundeck 
of the Spirit of Charon  
the wind blew hair into her face; 
 
a toupée from out of the blue 
striking her hard 
giving her a slight nosebleed 
 
And through warm liquid iron 
sneaked a familiar heady mixture 
of scalp grease and mild-bond hairpiece adhesive 
 
The smell of the package she’d recently received 
The smell in the cinema that time 
The smell that crept out of the dark 
 
Man overboard! 
came the cry 
drawing them to the railings 
 
to watch a floating figure tossed all dummy 
in the propellers’ foaming churn 
The midday sun blazing off his baldpate 
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6. 
 
They were in search of the perfect selfie 
the boy and girl who never met 
 
The boy and girl who loved  
each other 
’s selfies 
 
But not their own 
 
No matter how much they tried 
No matter how many they took 
Hundreds upon hundreds 
upon hundreds a day 
but none were the one 
 
lips wrong 
smile wrong 
eyes wrong 
hair wrong 
 
nose wrong 
everything wrong 
 
She killed herself first 
overdosing on her mother’s sleeping pills 
plus everything else she could lay her hands on 
in the family bathroom cabinet; 
 
pain killers 
antidiarrheal tablets 
travel sickness pills 
dad’s Viagra 
multi vitamins 
mum’s happy pills  
 
He lay in a warm bath and slashed his wrists 
and ankles 
Seneca stylie 
He’d seen it on the telly 
the warm water helping prevent coagulation 
and promote flow 
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It also had a comforting effect 
further enhanced by a liberal sprinkling 
of his sister’s Radox Muscle Soak Herbal Bath Salts 
 
The boy that is 
not Seneca 
 
Epilogue 
 
Lying in their open coffins 
a hundred miles and three days apart 
it was commented upon 
- by more than one mourner - 
just how perfect they looked 
  
 
7. 
 
No Superman  
No Spider Man 
just concrete caught her when she fell 
 
Landing with a matter-of-fact 
thud 
 
facedown 
spatchcock 
guts out 
skull a broken egg 
 
Office workers 
in offices 
opposite  
had taken selfies of themselves 
with her over their shoulders 
a mere street width away 
Teetering 
on a guano encrusted ledge of the fifties brick scraper 
seventeen stories up 
 
Down below 
the people looked like ants 
adding to her insanity 
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heads 
iPhones 
thoraxes 
Samsungs 
abdomens 
Huaweis 
 
No Superman  
No Spider Man 
just windows flew by her super-fast 
in slow motion 
into a microsecond of sidewalk 
 
her breakfast out of her arse 
  Oat bran porridge 
  Good for the health 
her brains spilling out over the Hello Kitty sneakers 
of a woolgathering Cosplay adultchild 
 
Down below  
the ants truly looked like ants 
 
foraging between smashed fingers 
that still held in their split-nail grip 
a part-eaten Thank Fuck It’s Friday donut 
 
 
 
8. 
 
I took a video selfie of myself committing myself to never killing myself 
 
I swore to my selfie self the promise my dear friend Dave 
made me make to myself 
not long before he killed himself 
in those instamatic days long before the advent of the pandemic selfie 
 
Never kill yourself because it will personally hurt me 
he said 
 
before he drank ten bottles of beer 
and then found himself too pissed to fit the hose to the exhaust 
 
I will never kill myself because it will personally hurt you 
I said 
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before he soberly fitted the hose to the exhaust 
and then drank ten bottles of beer 
 
Bingo! 
 
At his wake we took what he wanted 
 
I put on his Oxfords 
and for a whole year 
walked about town 
in Dead Dave 
dead man’s 
shoes 
 
 
 


