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Preface

No doubt, that literature plays an important role in
formulating our culture as well as our understanding. But the
most important task that should be undertook by the men of
letters is to teach good morals and to bring to light the real
essence of religion through their works.

Through the talent of the author, one can live out the reality
of an imaginative experience to get its wisdom. That is what we
will witness here in our meticulous work of art.

The events of the present story take place in both the worldly
life and the Hereafter. The writer begins with a kind of conflict
between good and evil that occurred in this worldly life. Masrur,
who sought tyranny in the land by the abuse of his authority,
exercised oppression against Maqrur who sacrificed his life in
Allah's Cause. The temporary victory of Masrur ended with his
death. Then the writer takes us into the realities of the Unseen
World of the Hereafter to witness the real victory of good over
evil.

Really, it is a great story that inspires wisdom to some and
admonishes others. '

Ahmad Bahyjat, the author, managed with his touching words,
emotional description and charming imagination to lead us
through this journey to reach a conclusion that in spite of the
tremendous efforts exerted by the tyrants to achieve some kind
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of supremacy at the very near end they discover the fallacy of
their triumph. This world belongs to the Almighty Allah, the
All-Powerful and the Omnipotent.

We would like to thank Islamic INC for giving us the
opportunity to translate this work and present it to our dear
English-spe aking readers. Admittingly, translation is an intricate
task that requires precision and effort. We have endeavored to
the best of our ability to produce this precious work, but
Perfection is only Divine.

Due to the usage of certain terms and the nature of the
subject as well as the nature of the Arabic language, the
translation in hand is not literal. The translators have exerted
their utmost efforts to make the text presentable and legible. On
various occasions they have amended the Arabic text; by way of
paraphrasing, rearranging and summarizing. Their aim is to
present the essence of the story and convey its wisdom.

We would like to thank Al-Falah Staff Members,
particularly, the translators team; Nirvan Tal'at, Ahmad M. Hasan,
and Huda Albas for their efforts in translating this work. Thanks
should also be extended to Said Fares for revising the work.
Great appreciation is due to Umm Faruq Cook and Sarah Merhtens,
our editors, under their guidance and supervision the subject
matter took form.

Finally, all praise and thanks are due to Allah, without
Whose Help and Guidance nothing can be accomplished.

AL Falah Director
Muhammad "Abdu
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Introduction

Many years ago, in my column in Al-Ahram newspaper, I
wrote a series that I called, "A non-story".

This story takes place in the Afterlife and its title was
"Masrur and Magrur".

Masrur was a ruler who was an unbeliever, whereas Maqrur
was a true believer who sacrificed himself in the path of Faith.

In the story I traced the footsteps of their lives to the gates of
Hell-fire and Paradise.

Many thinkers, writers and poets of different cultures have
sought to explain man's journey from this worldly life to the
Afterlife. This was a prominent theme in ancient Greek
literature but has been clearly and truthfully portrayed in Islamic
literature. It was greatly and deeply expressed by Abu al-"Ala’
al-Ma’ arri in Risalat al- Ghufran.

As I dealt with this interesting subject, I depended upon the
books of Tafsir (Exegesis) and three books relating to the same
subject. These books are:

o At-Tawahhum of Al-Harith al-Muhasabi

o Scenes of the Other World in the Ever-Glorious Qur'an of
Sayyed Qutb

o The Beauty of the Ever-Glorious Qur'an of Sayyed Qutb.

XTI
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At-Tawahhum is a work of creativity, innovation and
originality. Al-Muhasabi used his imagination to express the
various stages of man from hic death until his entrance to either
Paradise or Hell-fire.

The same kind of work was attempted in our time by Sayyed
Qutb, who handled the same subject in two books. The
difference between At-Tawahhum and Scenes of the Other
World in the Ever-Glorious Qur'an is the difference between
the time of Al-Muhasabi and that of Qutb.

Now let's enter the Other World through these pages.

Ahmad Bakjat
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St

There have always been two kinds of men. Those who have
plenty in this life and those who have not. Once upon a time,
there were two such men. One of them was called Masrur and
the other was called Maqgrur. Often the names of people suit
their situation and so Masrur and Maqrur were well suited to
their names.

Masrur was the richest man in the city and the strongest one
as well. However he was not as rich as Qarun (Korah), and his
treasures were less than those of Qarun by one or two keys.

Indeed Qarun had so much treasure that it was put into
chambers. The keys of those chambers were too heavy for a
company of strong men to carry. In fact it took about seven or
eight men just to carry the keys. Masrur only needed six men to
carry his keys.

Now, Magrur was very poor. He did not even possess a key
for his small wooden hut that he had inherited from his
grandfather. In wintertime it was enough for him to place a rock
behind his door to keep it closed at night.

Actually most of the authors are vsed to write in the preface
of their novels that the names of their heroes and the events that
are to be narrated do not actually exist in reality, they only take
place within the authors' imagination. Any resemblance between
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the names of these characters and that of living human beings is
not meant at all. What to write then in the preface of our story?

Our story has got imaginary names but real events that are
true to life. Perhaps those events have not yet taken place but
undoubtedly, one day they will take place. The matter is very
perplexing but it is realistic.

These stories are based on real life events and situations that
face mankind on a daily basis. It is hoped that by reading them,
you will benefit from the wisdom of some and the mistakes of
others. May Allah make us wise enough to not repeat the
mistakes of others.

Our story starts in wintertime on a stormy night. The clouds
hung low concealing the faint light of the moon and the wind
blew roughly. Such violent weather conjured up fearful thoughts
within even the most hardened hearts. The strong wind moved
the rock that had been put behind the door to keep it closed.
Thus, the wooden door of Magrur was opened, the wind went
through the hut and blew out the filament of the light bulb.

Magrur got up very quickly and took away the sheepskin
blanket he had huddled under, he was shivering as the wind
whipped his bones. Then he hurried towards the door to close it
and put the rock behind it again. He rested his bare feet upon the
rock for a while and waited till the wind calmed down. Then he
returned to his bed trembling from fear and cold.
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Last Dinner

At the same time but in another place not so far away,
Masrur was sitting in front of his dining table in his palace. The
walls of the palace were made of polished granite rocks. The
floor was made of a soft colored silver marble. Moreover, the
Persian carpets were scattered haphazardly in a way that
reflected a sense of luxury. The dining table was made of
precious stones and its legs of pure gold. The plates were from
gold but the cups were made from a peculiar kind of glass that is
even more expensive than gold.

Masrur was sitting at the table, on a golden chair upon which
he had put a fox fur. The face of the fox was long with an open
mouth. The presence of this fur was enough to create an
atmosphere of warmth.

The maid bowed so as to pour a cup of wine for Masrur. It
was a good kind of wine and the smell of it gave the impression
that there has been a large field of grapes.

Masrur turned his head and he picked a piece of grilled
peacock meat and started to eat it leisurely. He was not thinking
of anything important.

The wind was blowing violently around the palace but the
polished marble was strong enough to resist the wind. From the
crystal window Masrur stood contemplating the garden of his
palace and the movement of the trees, then he said, "It seems



that the devils of wind were emancipated today." After saying
these words he laughed.

The guests also laughed and flattered him. Masrur took
another cup of rosy colored wine and soon he felt a little drunk.

He raised his head and asked the attendants, "Do you know
how I got to be rich?"

They looked at him with eager eyes and said, "No we do not
know, tell us, great master!"

"With each second that passes and with each grain of sand
that falls, my wealth increases with a hundred pounds of gold,"
said Masrur.

They sighed deeply from surprise.

The door of Maqrur was opened again.




Masrur put his cup aside. He was torn between two feelings.
Within himself he knew that a small fault would be able to
scatter his gold everywhere. And in the end, there would be no
one to celebrate it, perceive it as a virtue or even find someone
to receive the crown of honor. He worried about little. He felt
there was no real threat to his gold.

In fact he felt a deep sense of pride within himself. This
pride was not because of his wealth nor because of the
continuous increase of his wealth that exceeded eight million
pounds of gold daily.

On more than one occasion he mentioned that his mind was
actually the cause of his pride, his happiness and his misery too.
He felt as if his wealth was hidden there, in a certain place deep
within his consciousness. He had confidence in himself. This
trust and satisfaction was attributed to his extraordinary ability
to gain property and utilize it to its utmost potential. He also
believed that this ability lay in the fact that he possessed certain
knowledge within himself.

He used to count how much his property would increase in a
day, a month and a year. Due to the fact that he possessed an
excessive amount of money, he was unable to count all his
capital. And this was the reason why he sometimes suffered from
a haunting sense of failure and felt the narrowness of his empire.

.:m:-:-nw«\\@aw«\mm&



Whenever he was alone, he lamented his inability to count
all his capital. He was fond of speaking to himself ironically
about his poverty. To him, the rich man was the one who could
count his property while the poor man was one of two: either he
had no money and was an idiot who deserved to be burnt, or had
some profit which was even greater than his ability to count. He
had never shared his perception - with others but kept it as a
secret hidden within his heart.

Indeed, despite his wealth, he was a man who deserved
sympathy and had a great need to be comforted, but at the same
time he was not ready to have compassion for anybody.

Compassion and mercy may urge him to pay a penny for the
poor, and thus, this penny would be the very beginning of
loosing his property since million of pounds are nothing but an
abundance of pennies. Then if he were to spend only one penny
he would be threatening his wealth, the same as the string of a
necklace that should it be torn, all its pearls, one after the other,
would be scattered. He believed that each penny should be spent
in a suitable way.

Masrur had paid eight million pounds of gold to buy some
powder that was to be added to the wine of the king.
Consequently, the king died while he was asieep. Thus, the
millions of Masrur brought about his coronation. He became the
king but without right or reason.




Dialogue

Masrur shook away these thoughts and began to contemplate
his guests. They were the grand vizier, the chief judge, the
spymaster as well as the chief of the night watchmen.

Masrur noticed that they were engaged in a hot dialogue, so
he listened to them.,

The grand vizier said, "Does he really say that when we die
and turn into dust we will be raised up again to stand in front of
Allah to be questioned?"

"Yes."

Masrur was overwhelmed with obscure horror, and he
immediately interrupted the dialogue and said, "Who said that?"

The chief judge said, "Magqrur!"
Masrur said, "Who is this person?"

The chief of the night watchmen said, "He is a very poor
man who lives in a hut at the borders of the city."

Masrur said, "Is he really the one who said that?"

The spymaster said, "No, he said that he heard those words
from a prophet in the East."

Masrur said, "What prophet is he?"

The chief judge said, "He did not mention."



Masrur laughed cynically and said, "He is a mad man,
because he thought the bodies of men were made of gold, not of
dust. Who would care about collecting such dust from within
earth? Are they gold?"

The spymaster laughed, and so did the chief of the night
watchmen and the grand vizier. The chief judge smiled and said
as if he was apologizing, "Who knows! What he said may be
true."

Masrur said, "Do you believe that when we become dust we
shall be raised up again in a new creation?"

The chief judge said, "Who knows?"
Masrur said, "You are not fit to be the chief judge!"

All the guests stopped talking, and a tense silence
overshadowed the room. It was clear that the chief judge was
dismissed by such a furious word. The hand of the chief judge
that was about to start eating froze out of fear. He returned the
food to the plate and remained silent, trembling out of fear.

He then tried to recollect his nerves and said, "My master
Masrur, I did not say that I believe in what he said. I said only,
who knows? I have not completed my sentence yet. I was going
to say, 'Who knows? He may be a liar.' Your question
enlightened the issue in my mind. Undoubtedly, he is an insane
man suffering from high fever.”
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Conspiracy

Some sort of relief took place after the chief judge altered his
words and returned to his usual carefulness. The chief judge
tried to take his cup of wine without shivering but he failed.

The guests went on ridiculing the notion of being resurrected
after death.

Listening to their dialogue, Masrur felt great disdain. In spite
of the fact that they were mocking the notion of resurrection,
judgment and reckoning, he said, "You gentlemen, you are
talking like young boys. What did you do then to prevent
danger?"

The grand vizier said, "What danger?"

Masrur ignored the question of the grand vizier and
addressed the spymaster asking him, "What did the man say?"

The spymaster replied, "That we will be raised again from
death to stand in front of only One God to reckon our deeds."

Masrur smiled and said, "That means that the man denies our
gods, thus, there is a clear conspiracy."

The attendants reclined in their chairs. They were stricken by
his words that were dropped upon them like a thunderbolt.

Very quickly, compared to the rest of the attendants, the
chief of the night watchmen said, "My master, this idea occurred



to me before. We attentively observed Maqrur for successive
days and we noticed that he has no relations with anybody. In
spite of this we are still observing him. The man lives in a hut
that is too weak to resist even the wind. Thusly, the door is open
most of the time. We easily watch him from that door. The
actual problem that we faced was our inability to know how
people think. Consequently, we will not be able to delve deep
within Maqrur's mind. We will loose nothing if we wait."

Masrur said, "O! You want to wait till he sets the whole
system of the empire on fire. This system is the one that had
chosen you to be the protectors and defenders against its
enemies. Is not it the system that feeds you, shelters you and
provides you with great authority to protect it? You are waiting
till Magrur himself takes his own steps first, after that you will
start to move. This means that your steps will become
subordinate to his. This is a great fault and total negligence on
your part. Your steps should be the first and you should be the
ones who initiate action."




All the attendants were silent till Masrur finished his words,
and then everyone started to offer his suggestion to solve such a
problem.

The grand vizier said, "You are right master, it is a
conspiracy."”

The chief of the night watchmen said, "The best solution is
to imprison Magrur."

The spymaster said, "The accusation is clear, Maqrur intends
to set the system of the empire on fire, he despises and disdains
our gods too."

The chief judge said, "The cause is ready, the decree is clear,
such accusations deserve burning to death."

When Masrur laughed, the guests were relieved, they
thought the problem was over but they were astonished by his
comment when he said, "You still talk like boys: a conspiracy,
an accusation, a cause and a decree. We are then turning the
attention of the people towards such a man. We would be
making a martyr out of him without reason. The best solution for
him is to die as a result of a deplorable accident. He should go
into a very long sleep -an eternal one- after drinking a cup of
water. Then, the violent wind will open the door, throw the
flame, and the hut will burn and Magqrur with it. Everything will



take place calmly without anybody noticing and without
announcement. The night watchmen will then report that the
man neglected to close his door and his negligence caused his
death.”

All the attendants nodded in agreement.

Masrur ordered the maid to pour wine again for the guests.
The attendants drank wine which had the color of fire. Then, the
guests started to compete in flattering their host.

The grand vizier said, "If it had not been for you, the whole
empire would be lost.”

The spymaster said, "What would we do without you? You
are always our source of inspiration.”

The chief of the night watchmen said, "Today, I learnt a
lesson that my whole experience in all the previous years failed
to teach me."

The chief judge found that it was his turn to speak, so he
cleared his throat then said, "This is the first case in which the
verdict of justice was delivered very swiftly, it was pronounced
even before we finished dinner. The death sentence will be the
penalty inflicted upon him. For a long time justice has
complained of laziness but today it proved itself to be very
speedy! This is actually a great achievement.”

e



Magqrur got up trembling from his sleep. The door of the hut
was open so he went to close it.

Unexpectedly, he found a yellow dog with brownish eyes
lying down at the entrance of the hut. When the dog saw
Magqrur, it wagged its tail.

Magrur said to himself, "Glory be to Allah. This is a guest
that Allah has sent me." He looked around him and searched
everywhere in the hut but there was nothing except a vessel that
contained some milk.

Magrur put the vessel in front of the dog. The dog looked at
him with thankful eyes, and wagged its tail then started to lap up
the milk. Magqrur left the dog to complete its meal and entered
the hut. He washed his face, hands and legs, and he started to
perform his prayers in humility.

He invoked Allah, "O Allah! Forgive me for my negligence
in worshipping you, forgive me for my lack of benevolence to
people, forgive me for my sins in old times and have mercy
upon me on the Day of Judgment."

Magrur's soul was exalted and purified, tears poured down
his cheeks and they left their marks upon his face.

Magqrur smelt something very strange. Something that he was
not used to. It was like sweet basil, but it was not the same as the

(13)
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one known on the earth. He felt that he was not alone in the hut.
Magrur felt as if there was a strange being with him and since he
was praying he was unable to turn around and look.

A certain feeling of satisfaction overwhelmed him. He
started to recall his previous sins when he was a highway robber.
He remembered how he had sincerely repented after he had met
the noble Prophet during his journey to the East.

Magqrur said to himself, "Who knows? Maybe Allah has not
accepted my repentance, if so, then I am damned and doomed to
perdition."

He shed tears and prostrated himself before his Lord. The
dog raised its head, wagged its tail and listened to his cries.

At that moment, the chief of the night watchmen as well as
the spymaster arrived with a band of soldiers. Through the
opened door of the hut they stood watching Maqrur while he
was crying and prostrating before Allah, the Almighty.
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The spymaster pointed at Magrur and whispered to the chief
of the night watchmen, "We have caught him red-handed in the
act of prostration to other gods than ours. Why do we not kill
him now and be relieved from him once and for all? Was it not
the command of our great master in the banquet? He ordered us
to murder him in a deplorable accident, didn't he?"

The chief of the night watchmen said in a low voice, "Our
great master has changed his mind. He summoned me this
morning and ordered that we should bring Magqrur to meet him."

The spymaster said, "Do you think that he does not trust us?
Does he want to kill Magrur himself?"

The chief of the night watchmen said, "You always doubt
others, why do you think so?"

The spymaster said, "It is my job. What do you think?"

The chief of the night watchmen answered, "I think our
master wants to amuse himself first before killing him. Have
you never seen a cat eating a mouse?! Does the cat eat it
immediately or first play with it for sometime before swallowing
it up?"

The spymaster said, "Then, he wants to play with him! I do
think that there is a great danger behind all of this. He is now
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prostrating, completely helpless and powerless, what a good
chance if we kill him now, every thing will be over."

The chief of the night watchmen said earnestly in a low
voice, "The commands are to catch and bring him alive to our
master, not to kill him. Are you going to arrest him or will you
leave the mission for me?"

The spymaster said, "No! It is your job. I have only to
discover the truth. I will not interfere in your job and you should
not too. Leave him to me, I have got various means of torture
that make even the stone confess everything."

Masrur was sitting in his mansion to judge among people,
when the watchman came to announce the arrival of the
accused, Magrur.

Masrur ordered every body except the grand vizier, the chief
judge and the lasher to leave. After a while, the spymaster and
the chief of the night watchmen entered holding Maqrur, who
was tightly bound with iron chains.

Masrur sat quietly looking at Maqrur. He was wearing a
shabby piece of cloth that left parts of his body uncovered. His
feet were bare and dusty; his face was pale but peaceful. Great
surprise was clearly reflected from his two pure and shining
eyes. When he looked at the walls that were made of
Sandalwood and sculptured with gold, he was even more
surprised.
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_Investigation

Masrur was observing his prey and prisoner while Magrur
was observing the golden chair of the great master; his opponent
and judge. Masrur was overwhelmed by the feeling of hatred
and enmity, while Maqrur was overwhelmed with astonishment
at such a luxurious life.

He was annoyed to meet the great master barefooted, as
Magqrur considered it to be impolite. He should have taken his
shoes off before entering to avoid tarnishing those expensive
carpets. Unfortunately, he did not have the chance to do so.
After Maqrur had repented, he became very poor, to the extent
that he did not even own a pair of shoes. He was perplexed
whether to tell his master this fact or not.

What Maqrur expected actually happened.
Masrur blamed him and said, "Where are your shoes?"

"I left them at a cave door of a mountain in Eastern Egypt.
Since that time, I have failed to get another pair."

Masrur said, "Undoubtedly, you know of what you are
accused.”

Magrur quickly started to think about his accusation. Verily,
the previous ten years were void of any action that violated the
law. Did the master mean his past miserable life?!

{17 )
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Masrur interrupted his train of thought and said, "You dog,
speak. It is better for you to offer full confession."

Magqrur said, "Do you want a full confession?"
Masrur cried, "Yes!”

Magrur said, "I will confess. 1 will say every thing to you. 1
was a highway robber, a thief who lived upon stealing and
drinking. I was a very rich man and thusly women were used to
chase me everywhere. Then I left all of this. I confess that I was
guilty but that was ten years ago."

Masrur protested saying, "I am not asking you to tell us
about your life story."

Magqrur said, "What are you asking about then, great
master?"

Masrur said, "I am asking about your other crime. Theft and
highway robbery are of no importance to me. Tell us about your
other crime."

Magrur thought for a while, then he said, "That was all sir.”
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Confession

B e ot

Masrur winked to the lasher who immediately raised his lash
and whipped the back of Maqrur. The lash whistled and fell
upon his clothes tearing them to pieces. It left its bloodied mark
upon his back.

Magqrur suffered anguish all through his body but he tried as
much as he could to tolerate it and said to himself, "Praise be to
Allah. Who knows that such torture may atone for my past sins."

The spymaster bent towards Masrur and whispered
something in his ear. Thus, Masrur signaled to the lasher to stop
whipping him.

The spymaster turned to Maqgrur and said to him, "The great
master does not ask you about your previous life, it does not
matter to him. He asks about your present crime. If you really
want to save your life then you should talk. Do not you want to
save your life?"

Magqrur said, "Yes indeed, I have committed too many sins.
What are you asking about exactly?"

Masrur said, "Your most violent one!"

Magrur said, "I have been remiss in worshipping Allah. I
have lived my whole life as a sinful disobedient slave and it was
only ten years since I have returned to Allah, the Almighty. How
shall T know whether He accepted my repentance or not? On the
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Day of Resurrection and Reckoning everything will be known,
but knowledge on such a Day will be useless, if Allah does not
accept my repentance. Sir, these are my sins and my fears as
well."

Masrur said, "You admit that there is a God other than our
gods and say that we will be raised after death. Do not you say
that?"

Magqrur replied, "Yes, certainly!"

Masrur said, "If we perish and turn into dust shall we be
raised again?"

Magqrur smiled and said, "Do not you know that Allah the
Omnipotent can easily revive the dead? We were actually dead
and Allah gave us life, then He will cause us to die then bring us
to life again. Do you doubt such facts! Where were you, great
master before? Were not you dead and Allah, the Almighty
revived you?"

Masrur disrupted his speech and said, "Stop talking, the
accusation is evident. What does the chief judge decide?”

The chief judge said, "The accused is innocent. What he said
is verily true." "

Masrur shouted furiously, "The chief judge has gone mad,
both of them are to be burnt, or wait ..."




Magrur was driven to prison, while the chief judge was
forced to have a drink after which he was held upon the
shoulders of some men before leaving the mansion. It was said
that he suffered a great pain that caused him to die and then the
whole case was concealed.

The great master sent a special envoy to offer condolences to
the relatives of the judge. Afterwards, a new judge was assigned
to replace the former.

Magrur stayed in his prison completely satisfied. He did not
believe that they were going to burn him. That is why he asked
the watchman many times, "Are you sure that I will be burnt?"

The watchman said, "I have no orders to reply to your
questions, I am your watchman not your friend, we are not
supposed to chat together."

Magqrur stayed in prison for three days in which he suffered
from a state of confusion. He was distracted between two
opposing feelings; sometimes he was happy and at other times
he was sad.

He believed that if they were really going to burn him, then
Allah, the Almighty accepted his repentance and decreed him to
die in His cause. Magrur thought that if they were only
threatening him then Allah had not yet accepted his repentance.




Magrur spent a lot of time praying and invoking His Lord to
let him see a vision that bears glad tidings to relieve him.
During the third night, Maqrur had a strange vision. He saw
himself wandering in a green field that was full of trees, fruit
and streams of water. The ground was made of musk; wherever
he trod, his toes had a very pleasant smell. Then he saw a
woman who resembled his former wife whom he had left after
his repentance. She walked in front of him till they reached a
garden high upon a hill where there was a strange palace that
was much more luxurious than that of the great master. The
woman pointed to the palace and said to Maqrur, "When will
you come to us?"

He asked her, "Who are you?"

She then disappeared before replying to his question and he
woke up from his sleep.

When Magqrur related his vision to the watchman in the
morning, the watchman said to him, "Surely, you will die
today.”

Magrur was overwhelmed by the beauty of the vision. After
seeing this dream, Magrur cared for nothing else.
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After Masrur had finished his dinner and had taken too much
to drink, he took another bottle of wine to his room and asked
his maid to precede him. On his way to the room he felt dizzy
and his nerves were gradually weakening. The bottle fell from
his hand and it was ruined.

Masrur tried to lean on the door of his room but he felt an
intolerable pain in his shoulder. The pain started to move from
his shoulder to his hands then to his chest. It encircled his chest
like a burning golden band. He then fell down on the floor and
the maid cried out loudly.

In a moment the room was filled with maids and watchmen,
and together they tried to carry him to his bed.

The most skilled physicians in the whole empire arrived, and
they all gathered around his bed. The face of the master was as
white as snow. He was snorting loudly while breathing as if
some one was slaughtering him slowly.

The head of physicians said, "What a bad sign! The great
master has lost consciousness."

In fact, he had not really lost it as they thought but his
consciousness was somewhere else.

Masrur had felt the presence of someone strange in the room
even before he entered it. There had been an unknown guest
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