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A

s a society, mostly in the West,  

we have done this weird thing with 

death. Instead of seeing it as a  

natural part of life, we don’t like to 

talk about death, we avoid it, we 

rebel against it. We see the attrib 

utes of death — skeletons, the Grim 

Reaper — as symbols of rebellion, 

heavy metal music, Halloween.

Death used to scare me so much.  

In fact, when I was about eight years 

old, I had this devastating night-

mare about a skeleton chasing me. 

The concept of death was fright 

ening, electrifying in a way I still 

can’t tangibly explain. It reminds 

me of the magic of being able to feel 

wind, but not see it. You can see 

other objects moving the wind:  

the trees, people’s coats, the grass 

 — but wind itself is invisible. 

Death feels the same. Skeletons 

feel the same too. For the longest 

time I avoided these thoughts and 

conversations. The idea of not being 

around felt heartbreaking. But I 

only have life because of death. The 

cycle in which it all continues is as 

real as it is macabre. I only have the 

ability to type these words because 

of my skeleton, yet I can’t see it. 

There is magic in the invisible, and 

there is no need to fear what’s com-

ing, even if we never understand it.

But what if we could see skeletons 

for what they are? The very thing  

that upholds us, keeps us grounded, 

keeps us connected. What if, in-

stead of being terrifying, or overly 

cutesy, we recognised our skeletons 

for the poignant powerhouses they 

truly are: a normal part of our ev-

eryday life? At the end of the day, 

we’re all made from the same bones.

I first started drawing Mr Skelly  

for my children, as a way to talk to 

them about death, life and love. The 

character grew and grew in my mind 

and I decided I wanted to pair the 

drawing with a contrasting state-

ment: “Life is too short, to not be at 

peace”. I drew Mr Skelly lying on a 

field of flowers, surrounded by a 

beautiful sky. 







I removed his jaw because I’m miss-

ing a front tooth and I thought soft-

ening this feature made him feel 

more approachable. I shared the  

image online and before I knew it, 

tens of millions of people around 

the world had found solace in this 

pairing. 

Artists tend to create what they 

feel, and when something resonates 

with people, we listen. I had no idea 

how special Mr Skelly would become 

for me. 

So, I have set out on a funny,  

seemingly impossible, quest of re-

branding death as not scary, not 

something to glorify or seek out, 

but something to accept and em-

brace. A mission to see skeletons 

not as hardcore, death-bringing 

symbols, but as softened versions 

of who we are and who we are all 

guaranteed to become.

So that I can live better today, I try 

my best to recognise anything that 

could come tomorrow, and learn to 

make my peace with death. When 

you do, you’ll often find it’s the very 

thing that makes you realise how 

rich your life truly is, how lucky you 

actually are.

How lucky am I? It’s a question that 

calls my thoughts to action. To try 

to answer intentionally. In what 

ways can I count all the little, seem-

ingly unimportant, miracles that 

happen each day, often unnoticed, 

and make my day what it is? 

The hardships, the magic, the chal-

lenges   — how lucky am I to face 

them? How lucky am I to start a new 

day, to try and fail again? How lucky 

am I to have been here at all? 

How lucky. 

I hope so much that you find some 

comfort, joy and hope in the  

coming pages, as we go on this  

journey together. 



































EPUB/xhtml/nav.xhtml






		COVER



		TITLE PAGE



		INTRODUCTION



		HOW LUCKY AM I THAT THINGS DIDN’T WORK OUT?



		EVER FEEL STUCK?



		CHANGE DOESN’T HAPPEN OVERNIGHT



		IT’S ALL GOING TO WORK OUT



		HOW LUCKY AM I TO HAVE IMPORTANT DAYS?



		OUR TIME IS LIMITED HERE



		COPYRIGHT



		ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS



		ABOUT THE AUTHOR













		Cover



		Frontmatter



		Begin Reading













		Cover



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130











EPUB/images/cover.jpg
O Rl
- g -5*’ e . e 4 X “"9‘ »
27" BY CHRISTIAN WATSON.

e Mo Sweuy - 1924 0 o

- ot R

el S

s






