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It was sunny the day I died. 
 There was a slight breeze in the air  which carried the scent of flowers and pollen in the air. I had always assumed it would be raining when I died. It always rains in the films when someone dies. If I remembered right from when I was at school, it was called pathetic fallacy; when the weather matched the action of the story. It did not match in this instance.
 The sun was blaring down on me. I felt a bit like a fried egg on the side of the road, slowly bubbling away in the summer’s blistering heat. People kept passing my body and ignoring my strained pleas for help. The issue of the bystander or something like that; no one helps unless they’re singled out to help. Unfortunately, with the massive weight that was crushing my chest, I was in no fit state to ask for help. I knew that if the positions had been switched, I would have continued down the street ignoring the poor sod on the pavement, holding a horrible black coffee that I didn’t actually enjoy and pretending to take a phone call just to feign ignorance and relive some of the guilt that would have curled its fingers around my heart before being stomped out by the too hot, horrible coffee.	Comment by Paul Wright: Show rather than tell?
 Smoke clawed at the edges of my vision, scratching at my eyes until they blistered and my sight was lost completely. I wasn’t entirely sure whether the smoke actually existed or if it was Was it real or merely my mind’s last attempt to fight off delirium and imminent  death? Maybe the shadowy figure that was always described as Death, was in fact just a cloud of smoke that suffocated you while you died.  	Comment by Paul Wright: Make this part of the knowing commentary on convention?
The busy road faded around me, silence engulfing me until all that was left was the feel of the cold concrete digging into my skin. My knees were scuffed and my body was covered in bruises that I was sure would soon begin to bloom in various hues of decay.  	Comment by Paul Wright: How do we get from not be able to see to visual info? Switch around?
The complete lack of noise screamed in my ears. It pierced my brain like a banshee's screech and ran its spiny, poison tipped nails down my spine, playing the vertebrae like some sick version of a piano. 
 It was silent.
 Until it wasn’t. Until the soft timbre of a woman’s voice broke through the fog.
 “Ambrose…” The lilt to her voice was strange. An accent I wasn’t used to. A voice I didn’t know, and yet it oddly reminded me of my mother hushing me to sleep. 
The scratching of something along the concrete ground reached me, like hooves skidding along the road. The sickening smell of decay infested the air, like rotting flowers filled the air. 
 
My breath caught around the air, it was dense and coated my mouth with a thick haze that clogged my throat. 
 
“Ambrose…” There it was again. The woman. My eyes peeled open and before me was death. A figure cloaked in white with skin tearing from its body and eyes of glass staring down at me.

