Beyond Death (Ān sūy-e marg), session 16: "The road, the headache and the gates of another world"
Source: https://aminikhaah.ir/song/16.
Summary
In this session, Hujjat al-Islam Aminikhah begins the third story of the book, that of a university lecturer whom the book calls only "the doctor". Unlike the first two narrators he dies badly, and this session covers only the build-up: how the authors met him in a villa in the north of Iran, his year of severe headaches, a long drive with a friend to a former teacher's memorial, his misdiagnosis at a provincial hospital, the discovery in a second hospital that blood vessels in his brain had burst, and his transfer to Tehran and consent to surgery. The actual death is left for the next session. Aminikhah adds some asides, including a warning that people who read the book's last forty pages have been badly frightened.
1. Opening remarks
He says the book has been well received. Two people told him they read the last forty pages and nearly had a stroke. He repeats that "do not read" means do not read.
The first two stories move quickly to events after death, and both narrators die fairly well, one twice and one three times. The third narrator dies badly and his death is slow, so one or two days may be spent on the introduction before reaching it. He hopes the story may take until Ramadan.
The doctor says he will tell what he remembers, since much has been erased from his mind, perhaps because God willed him not to reveal it. Aminikhah contrasts him with the engineer, who promised the spiritual voice not to disclose; this man made no promise and has simply forgotten.
2. Meeting the doctor
The doctor was in the north and said he could not travel, so the authors, who were also in the north, went to him in a villa lent to him, facing a forest. They arrived on a Friday morning under dark clouds. He had a wise, gentle face, greying hair, kind eyes and a warm mouth. The authors avoid naming him and call him "the doctor". He is a university lecturer under forty, married young with several children, born in Tehran to parents from a desert town.
They ate breakfast in the kitchen and took tea to a balcony with a fine view: forest to the west about 500 metres off, rice paddies to the east, and residential villas to the north. Aminikhah says the book's description of the north reads like a description of paradise. He jokes about a tweet asking what the pilgrims at northern shrines could possibly need, since God himself would want to live there, and notes the luxury villas on the forest edge as signs of the pollution of wealth. In front of the villa was a lane eight metres wide with a natural lake.
They sat round a table on wicker chairs, and Ḥusayn turned on the camera. The doctor said he had experienced death about three years before, and asked whether to start from the moment of death or before.
3. The year of headaches
It began with severe headaches a year before his death. He thought his eyes were weak and went to an eye doctor, who found nothing wrong; then to a herbalist, whose medicine did nothing. He turned to paracetamol-codeine tablets, which only eased it for a while. The whole circle of friends, relatives, students and colleagues knew about his headaches.
Aminikhah adds some remarks: reading at sunset is disliked in the tradition, and the great scholars observe such rules, which can cause headaches; migraine is a known scholars' illness. He tells a joke about the old hand-written copies of Lumʿa and Makāsib, which students called "farmānī" because the scribe wrote round the page in a circuit, causing dizziness and headaches.
The doctor did not go to doctors again, as he disliked injections. The author, laughing, said he too was terrified of injections: the last time was at six when he was held down in a clinic, and the needle broke in his tense muscle.
4. The journey
On a Monday in midsummer he learned that a former teacher had died in his home town. A colleague who had also been the teacher's student, whom he calls "Sayyid Jalāl", a friend like a brother, offered to come along. The teacher's town was an ancient one, so they planned to stay a couple of days and see the old buildings. They would leave at 11 pm in his car and arrive about 8 am, a nine-hour drive; Aminikhah guesses Shiraz.
He spent the afternoon with his wife and children, prayed Maghrib and ʿIshāʾ, and got a headache as he finished. His wife persuaded him to rest and woke him at 9.30 for dinner; he had no appetite and had tea and dates, then watched television, and left at a quarter to eleven. Sayyid Jalāl was waiting outside, with a bitter face because his back had been in severe pain since noon. He refused to lie on the back seat.
After 80 km the headache returned. He said his head felt as if it would burst and wished Jalāl could lend him his head. Jalāl said it would be better if he rested while Jalāl drove, and his voice was "the bitter voice of truth, a warning". He ignored it. Half an hour later the road was blurred, and two wheels left the asphalt. Jalāl told him to stop and said he was not a sack of potatoes: if the car overturned he would be hurt too.
Jalāl drove and he lay on the back seat, telling himself he had no headache and falling asleep. When he woke they had stopped at a roadside rest area with a quarter of an hour to sunrise. They prayed, had breakfast, and he drove on; 40 km later the headache and blurred road returned and they swapped again.
5. The wrong diagnosis
They arrived. Jalāl said he could not come to the memorial and should stay at the hotel; Jalāl went alone. He had nausea and headache. At ten he phoned and said he felt ill, and Jalāl said he would be back in half an hour. Unknown to him, Jalāl had phoned his own brother-in-law, a brain specialist, who said to take the colleague to a hospital at once for a scan.
Jalāl took him to a hospital where a woman doctor examined him and said it was sinusitis. When Jalāl asked for a scan she said it was not possible that day for a technical reason and that "if you are still alive tomorrow" they would scan him, but he did not need one. She prescribed drugs, and he vomited them all up. Aminikhah jokes that the patient "then died" in the narrator's retelling, and about her certainty.
Jalāl again phoned his brother-in-law, who said the general doctor's diagnosis was certainly wrong and told him to take the patient to a well-equipped hospital 20 km ahead whose director was a friend and one of the country's best surgeons. Jalāl told the sick man falsely that the hotel manager had suggested a hospital in a neighbouring town with more skilled doctors.
6. The scan
At the second hospital his condition worsened, he doubled over in pain with severe nausea and was only half aware of his surroundings. Jalāl left him in a chair and went to the director, who ordered a CT scan. The doctor was then asked to lie in a neighbouring room, while Jalāl took the report to the specialist, who said: "Was this man in an accident or hit in a fight? Many vessels in his brain have ruptured, so the pressure in his brain is very high. I am amazed he is still alive."
Jalāl ran to the director, who read the report, said the patient must go to surgery and that they needed a relative's consent. Jalāl said the family was in Tehran. The director offered an ambulance with a medical team, but then said the sight of an ambulance might raise the patient's stress and brain pressure, which would be a coup de grâce, and proposed instead to lower the pressure with drugs for ten hours so that Jalāl could drive him to Tehran by car, to a well-equipped hospital, and have a relative sign consent.
The doctor knew nothing of this. He felt a huge dark hole in his brain. A grey-headed figure on a blurred body, who he later realised was the director, ordered an injection, and in half an hour his pain eased. The director wrote a detailed report for a surgeon in Tehran, and said the patient needed at least a week of absolute rest and should leave for Tehran at once.
Aminikhah says it is sometimes necessary to hide the truth from the patient: lying to a sick man can be recommended, even obligatory.
7. The drive to Tehran and surgery
At the hospital gate two guards stopped Sayyid Jalāl and took him to the guard room, because they thought the sick man had been beaten and wanted to phone the hospital. Jalāl came back and said they had complained about the car being driven in. The doctor was dazed, hungry and confused.
At the start of the bypass they met a university professor of that city waiting by the road, whom Jalāl had arranged by phone, and who took over driving since Jalāl's back hurt. (Aminikhah says Jalāl was very professional.) They went first to the doctor's house, where he saw Jalāl talking with his wife, then to the hospital in Tehran. The director's report was read, and the surgeon gave orders to the nurses.
His wife put a pen, two typed sheets and a stamp pad in front of him, saying he must sign and put his thumbprint so he could be admitted. He signed. The surgeon said he had to operate on his brain; it was worse than being hit with a shovel. He went cold "like a corpse" (Aminikhah jokes that touching him would require the ritual wash). He asked his wife what would happen if he refused, and she said he had to consent for their sake or he would die.
He was then taken to the operating theatre for anaesthesia. Aminikhah says the events that follow are frightening, and that tomorrow they will enter the fearful part.




