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Preface


In the name of Allah, the Most Beneficent, the Most Merciful.


In the great cloth of human existence, death is the one inevitable string that connects all of us. It’s a subject we often fear, as it carries with it a weight of uncertainty and an instinctive worry of the unknown. However, from the moment of birth, death begins its quiet and certain approach. It’s like a bullet shot at each one of us from the moment we’re born into this world. Our lifespan is nothing but the time this bullet travels until it reaches its target. It’s a reality that stands behind every moment and every step we take, waiting for its time to strike.


Allah Almighty tells us in the Holy Qur’an that:




“Every soul will taste death. And you will only receive your full reward on the Day of Judgment. Whoever is spared from the Fire and is admitted into Paradise will ˹indeed˺ triumph, whereas the life of this world is no more than the delusion of enjoyment.”


(Soorat Ali’Imran 185)




Death and life are both creatures of Allah Almighty. This is what Allah Almighty also tells us in the Holy Qur’an:




“Who created death and life that He may try you as to which of you is most virtuous in deed, and He is the Mighty, the Forgiving.”


(Soorat Al-Mulk 1–2)




Life itself is a mission, and death is the moment that marks the end of that mission. What matters is how we live, how we strive to do good, and how we align our hearts and actions with the guidance of Allah Almighty. Each human soul passes through this worldly life for a short time, experiencing both the joys and the afflictions of life before it returns to its Creator.


Imagine that this creature, death, was not just an unseen force, but a human: a man walking among us, watching us, bearing witness to our last moments in life. What if death could speak? What if death as man was documenting the final moments of those humans he encountered during their final moments and reflecting on their deeds? This is the perspective from which we imagine death in this book. We imagine death as a human, a human who writes down the diaries of his encounters, documenting the moments human souls depart this worldly life and enter their life in the grave, the barzakh, until the judgment day.


In this book, Mr. Death is a witness documenting the human experience with mortality. Through his eyes, we’ll see the end of the lives of humans, the lives they lived, the outcome of their deeds, and the hearts that they touched. As he moves around, observing the departing souls, Mr. Death records their final moments with compassion sometimes and with regret at other times. He writes his diaries not to bring sorrow, but to help us reflect, remember, and always be careful and cautious of a visitor who’ll visit us all one day. Each chapter he writes is a reminder that life is an illusion that will surely come to an end at any moment.


In Islam, we are taught that death is not an end, but a return to the Creator, Allah Almighty. Allah Almighty tells us in the Holy Qur’an:




“Who, when disaster strikes them, say, ‘Indeed, we belong to Allah, and indeed, to Him we will return.’ Those are the ones upon whom are blessings from their Lord and mercy. And it is those who are the [rightly] guided.”


(Soorat Al-Baqarah 156–162)




In the chronicles written by Mr. Death, we witness some human souls greeting him with acceptance, having lived lives of faith and devotion, ready to meet their Creator with peace in their hearts. We also witness other human souls resisting, clinging to the world they know, and refusing to let go of the material matters that have defined their existence.


The Prophet Muhammad (peace and blessings be upon him) said:




“The most intelligent of you are those who remember death the most and prepare for it the most.” (Ibn Majah)




True wisdom lies not in avoiding the thought of death, but in embracing it and in preparing for it by living lives that are rich with faith, good deeds, and a constant awareness of Allah’s presence. It’s through remembering death that we gain clarity in our lives.


Ahmed Tolba









Chapter 1


The first dawn light softly flew through the small window, throwing a warm golden hue of light through the pristine cabin. Mr. Death stood in front of an old wooden mirror, his movements slow and deliberate, almost reverent. The cabin was impeccably clean, every corner neatly arranged and every surface untouched by dust, as if carefully coordinated by a person who cared so much about the act of life.


He reached out to his robe, a simple but elegant robe of pure white, the fabric glowing with a calm shine in the morning light. His fingers moved with gentle precision as he wrapped the robe over his shoulders, smoothing the wrinkles with quiet grace. His reflection in the mirror was calm, and his dull features were quiet and contemplative. It wasn’t the face staring at the face of a monster, but the face of a person who had long accepted the nature of his purpose.


With a soft sigh, Mr. Death turned from the mirror, his white robe flowing gracefully around him. His presence, despite his strength, carried a gentle silence and a quiet peace. As he faced your camera as a reader, his pale eyes were closed with yours, stationary and unhurried, as if inviting you into a space of quiet understanding.


“Ah,” Mr. Death said softly, his voice warm and rich with a sense of old reverence.


“You’ve come to find me, then.” He paused, an almost imperceptible little smile touching his lips.


“I’m Mr. Death. But you don’t have to be afraid of me. I’m just the many causes for the end of a journey, a natural, inevitable conclusion to a good or bad life. I don’t decide to come with malice or to bring cruelty. I simply come, as I’m ordered, to steer the soul forward.”


Mr. Death moved easily through the cabin, and stealing his soft robe was a pleasant sound in the stillness. The cabin was filled with the scent of fresh cedar and musk, and its faint glow provided a sense of comfort in the quiet space. Outside his cabin, the trees swayed in the breeze, and the forest around them was untouched by haste.


“The life of this world is nothing but a train station where every living soul spends a short journey in transit,” Mr. Death continued as he moved easily, his voice low but full of undeniable warmth, “however, in the context of human souls, we don’t know when we’ll arrive or when we’ll depart from this station. The only thing we know for certain is that in this train station, the moment a human soul arrives, it’s already inching toward its inevitable departure. How will it depart? By death, and that’s my job. Death is something that no living soul can truly grasp until it comes for it. And when it comes, there’s one who’s always present, one who witnesses the departure of the soul. That one is me. I’m neither an angel nor a devil. I’m neither divine nor cursed. I’m simply the cause. I’m the cause that watches and documents when every soul on this earth departs, one after another.”


His gaze softened as he turned back toward you, his eyes full of quiet wisdom.


“As Allah Almighty tells us in Soorat Ar-Rahman 26–27 of the Holy Qur’an,” Mr. Death said,


“Every being on earth is bound to perish. Only your Lord Himself, full of Majesty and Honor, will remain forever.”


“I’m not Azra’el, the angel of death, peace be upon him,” Mr. Death continued. “In Islam, Azra’el, peace be upon him, is the angel entrusted with separating the soul from the body. There are causes for this separation to occur. I’m these causes.”


“Allah Almighty tells us in Soorat As-Sajdah 11 of the Holy Qur’an:


‘Say, ˹O Prophet,˺ your soul will be taken by the Angel of Death, who is in charge of you. Then to your Lord you will ˹all˺ be returned.’“ Mr. Death said.


Mr. Death started moving softly again through the cabin.


“I’m the cause observing the soul’s final moments in this worldly life,” he said, “I don’t choose or decide who lives or who dies.”


“What makes me truly unique is the fact that I’m death itself, personified,” he said, “I don’t only exist as a figure, but as a force, an embodiment of everything death is. I’m inevitable.”


His gaze softened again as he turned back toward you, his eyes full of caution.


“Yet, I don’t come in singular form,” he said, “I have two forms, two forms that reflect the dual nature of death itself. Easy and painless for the good soul. Hard and painful for the bad soul.”


“In the easy and painless form, I’m an image of perfection, a being of light and comfort,” he said, “my features are handsome, sharp, and flawless. My face is a picture of tranquility and peace. My skin is smooth and glowing with an inner radiance, as though the very light of the heavens had kissed me. My hair, white and rich, falls in soft waves around my face, giving me a youthful, almost ethereal appearance. My eyes are kind and understanding, radiating warmth and compassion. The scent that clings to me is intoxicating, sweet and rich, like the perfume of a thousand flowers blooming under the summer sun, with delicate notes of sandalwood and musk, offering a sense of calm, peace, and rest.”


“In the easy and painless form, I’m dressed in pure, flawless white,” he said, “my white robe flows like liquid light, moving in harmony with the air around me, shimmering as though it was crafted from a fabric of heaven itself. The soft glow that emanates from my white attire gives me an almost celestial quality. There’s no sign of suffering or hint of darkness. In this form, I’m a figure who comes to soothe the soul out of the body and to guide it toward the heavenly world with love and compassion.”


“In this easy and painless form, I appear when a good soul is ready to depart in peace,” he said, “when the time has come for a soul that lived a virtuous, kind, and compassionate life. I don’t come to force the soul out of the body but to escort it gently. I’m a presence of comfort, a soft whisper that tells the soul that it’s time to rest, time to let go of the burdens and afflictions of this worldly life. In my presence, the fear that comes with dying fades away. There’s no agony and no uncertainty. Only acceptance and peace.”


Mr. Death’s eyes suddenly became full of menacing and severe warning.


“But this is only one form,” he said, “when I take my second form, the hard and painful form, I’m no longer a cozy light figure, no longer a figure to be embraced. In this hard and painful form, I’m the embodiment of horror. I become a creature whose presence instills fear in the heart of any soul staring at me. My body is massive, tall, and majestic, towering above those who can see me, casting a long dark shadow on the floor. My skin is black and cracked, as if it had endured centuries of decay and mold. My face is a nightmare and a fusion of twisted human features into something ugly and brutal. My dark eyes are hollow pits, staring at the soul of those who meet my gaze with suffocating intensity.”


“In my hard and painful form,” he said, “the smell that radiates from me is unpleasant, an unpleasant smell of decay and rot that suffocates the air and makes the earth itself retreat under me. I wear a torn black robe that seems to absorb light around me, leaving nothing but darkness in the eyes of the dying evil soul. My presence is oppressive, an overwhelming aura of death that persists long after death. Everything around me seems to die in its wake, the air becomes dense with the weight of mortality.”


“In this hard and painful form,” he said, “I appear when the soul lives a life of cruelty, hatred, and evil. The wicked may run away from me, and they may try to bargain or beg for mercy, but this is pointless. I make them face the truth; no one escapes Mr. Death. Not even the titans and the tyrants.”


“In this hard and painful form,” he continues, “I personify the reality of death and the uncompromising certainty that no matter what the soul has done in life, it will one day stand before Mr. Death. And when the evil souls look at me, they know that their time has come. They feel fear, they may cry out for an opportunity to escape or for a second chance, but I don’t care about such things.”


Suddenly, Mr. Death turned around and sat on a swinging armchair.


The chair, a strange relic, gently swung. He sat facing you, his eyes unshakable, and they were locked up with calm density. There was something disturbing in the stillness, a kind of unspoken challenge in his outlook, as if he was waiting for something.


“Okay!” he said, his voice a low puff, full of unspoken expectations, “this is my duality: two forms and two faces, each reflecting a different aspect of my roles as an observer and as a cause of death. I visit those who are at peace and those who are at war with themselves. I come to those who are ready and those who are unprepared. I come for good souls and for evil souls, for the soul ready to ascend to heaven and for the soul that must face the consequences of the life that leads it to hellfire.”


“Now, ask me?” he said, with a voice edged with curiosity, “who pulls the soul out of the body?”


Mr. Death put his hand on his cheek as he thought with his eyes looking downward lost in his own thoughts.


“Angels!” he said, with an eye full of wonder, “Allah Almighty tells us in Soorat Al-Naazi’at 1–3 of the Holy Qur’an:


‘By those (angels) who pull out the evil souls harshly, and by those (angels) who gently take out good souls, and by those (angels) gliding through heavens swiftly.’“


As if he had suddenly finished the conversation, Mr. Death reached out and pulled a thick, leather-wrapped book from the table next to him, titled Tafseer Al-Qur’an Al-Kareem, 8/312, Al-Haafiz ibn Katheer (may Allah have mercy on him). With a soft face of pages, he opened it, his fingers scraping the edges as he began to read, and his concentration was now fully absorbed into the words in front of him.


“Ibn Mas’ood, Ibn ‘Abbaas, Masrooq, Sa’eed ibn Jubayr, Abu Saalih, Abu’l-Duha, and al-Suddi said: ’By those who pull out’ refers to the angels, i.e., when they pull out the souls of the sons of Adam. There are some whose soul is taken forcefully, and they suffer when it is taken out, and there are some whose soul is taken gently, which is referred to in the verse,”and those who gently take out.” This was stated by Ibn ’Abbaas.


“It was also narrated from Ibn ’Abbaas that al-naazi’aat refers to the souls of the disbelievers, which are taken out, then plunged into the fire. This was narrated by Ibn Abi Haatim.”


Mr. Death then folded the book and left it back on the table.


“There’s a journey ahead of me,” he said, looking back at you, “and you, dear reader, are invited to join me. I hope you understand and reflect on the inevitable reality. I also hope you’re not one of those on my to-do list in this journey if you’re not prepared.”


With these words, Mr. Death stood up and turned quickly, his white robe flowing like soft waves, and walked toward the door. Outside, the world seemed to be still waiting for his first encounter. He walked into the forest, his presence fading just like the wind or a shadow.









Chapter 2


Mr. Death was on his way for the day’s first encounter. It was an October morning that held the world in a gentle embrace. In a house garden, thick fog was flowing through like whispers. The branches of the garden’s thick trees and the garden’s rich flowers were swaying in a breeze of cold air. The air was cold and heavy. Beneath the air was something intangible and sacred, the fragrance of musk, pure and powerful, mingling with that soft breeze. It was as though the very air was preparing itself for a momentous shift.


Ali, a man in his fifties, stood still with his shoes on the edge of the pit; the grave he had dug himself years ago, when life seemed far from inevitable. The hole of the grave itself was a testament to his calm acceptance of fate. He dug it with his own hands, knowing very well that one day he would rest in it. It was neither a place of fear nor a place of regret. It was just a place of return, a return of the body to the land from which it came. It was just a place for the land to get back what was borrowed from it.


Ali carried an air of wisdom and serenity. His face, lined with age and experience, carried a gentle, but generous expression. His beard, mostly brown with a touch of white, was well-maintained and slightly trimmed, giving him a distinctive look. His eyes, though a bit tired, still carried a sparkle of sharpness and kindness, a reflection of his years spent in good deeds and prayers.


He wore simple blue trousers and a gray coat, reflecting his piety and modesty. His left hand was decorated with a simple silver ring, perhaps a symbol of his love for his wife. His heart was always rooted in knowing the certainty of death. However, here, now, in this foggy morning, it seemed as if his soul was waking up from a long slumber, moving with calm understanding. In the soft silence, he felt as if the garden itself, its trees, ground, and flowers, was holding its breath and waiting for something.


Cold air wiped his face, and a sharp wave of fragrance filled his senses: the scent of musk, warm and deep, as if having a life of its own. It seemed to pulse through the air, carrying the hidden weight of something beyond this world. Something eternal. He closed his eyes for a moment, letting it flood him. He tightened his chest in the best way, as if remembering something that had been forgotten for a long time.


He was never afraid of death, but today he felt like something was coming, something more tangible than he could have imagined. Then, the sensation of observation, being close behind him, made him turn around slowly.


A man appeared in the fog and moved silently, as if he was born to the fog itself. This man was unmistakable. He wore a pure, flawless white robe flowing like liquid light. He moved in harmony with the air around him, shimmering as though it was crafted from a fabric of heaven itself. The soft glow that emanated from his white robe gave him an almost celestial quality. There was no sign that this figure could cause suffering.


“Asalamu’alaykom,” the man said, his voice smooth, calm, and full of infinite depth.


“Wa’alaykum as Salam,” Ali replied with a warm, welcoming smile.


Ali blinked, his breath catching in his chest. He looked at the man before him, as though trying to make sense of the impossible.


“Are you an angel?” Ali asked, with a curious, wondering look and a cheerful smile.


“I’m not an angel,” the man replied, with a warm smile, “I wish I was.”


“But… you’re not human,” Ali said.


“That’s right, Ali,” the man replied, “I’m not human.”


“Then what are you?” Ali asked, “and how do you know my name?”


“I’m death,” the man replied.


“Your name is… Death?” Ali’s voice faltered, not sure if he had heard correctly.


Mr. Death nodded, his eyes holding Ali’s with an understanding that seemed to transcend the earthly realm.


“No,” Mr. Death replied, his voice like a gentle wind, “my name is not Death. I’m death itself.”


Ali’s mind reeled, and a sense of unease bubbled up within him. Was this a dream? A trick? Was he losing his mind?


“Is this some kind of a prank?” Ali asked, the disbelief clear in his voice.


Mr. Death shook his head slowly, the faintest of smiles tugging at his lips.


“No, Ali. That’s the truth,” Mr. Death replied, “I’m here because your time has come. I knew your name because I have it written on my list.”


“My time?” Ali asked, as his heart skipped, “I always knew that death was inevitable, but the reality of it kind of hit me like a wave crashing against the shore.”


“That’s normal, Ali,” Mr. Death said.


“But… but how can this be?” Ali asked, his voice barely whispering. “I’m not ready to die.”


“You are,” Mr. Death said softly.


“How would you know that?” Ali asked.


“I know from how I dress, how I look, and how I smell,” Mr. Death replied, “that’s my form when I come to those who are ready for a good end.”


“But…”


Mr. Death interrupted. “You’ve been ready for a long time, Ali,” Mr. Death said. “In your soul, you’ve been preparing for this moment. It’s simply time to walk the path that has always been waiting for you. Your mission is over, and it’s time to hand over your exam sheet.”


The words settled into Ali’s heart like a truth he had always known.


Suddenly, the voice of Ali’s wife, Amina, broke the stillness.


“Are you speaking to yourself, honey?” Amina asked in a soft voice, edged with concern, as she stepped into the garden.


She was wrapped in the quiet glow of the early morning light, her green eyes scanning Ali’s surroundings as if searching for something or someone.


Ali turned toward her, his heart aching, full of love and longing for the woman who had shared this life with him, his partner, his other half. He then turned to Mr. Death; his gaze seemed to ask for permission. Mr. Death nodded slowly with a gentle smile.


“She can’t see me, Ali,” Mr. Death said with a gentle voice. “Only you can. I won’t stop you. You have four minutes left.”


Ali looked at Amina, her brow furrowed in concern. There was an innocence in her gaze, a softness that made him ache. How could he tell her that this was his time?


For a moment, Ali simply stood there, looking at Amina with a heavy heart. Then, he turned and looked at Mr. Death.


“Can I kiss her goodbye?” Ali asked, with a tearful eye.


Mr. Death nodded again with an unwavering smile.


Ali walked toward Amina, his legs trembling slightly underneath. As he walked, he felt the weight of years, memories, laughter, and pain he shared with her. He reached Amina and pulled her in his arms, holding her tightly as if he could imprint every detail in her soul on his soul before he had to leave her.
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