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  Preface



PREFACE TO THE 2026 EDITION.




This work first appeared in 2016 under the title The Forbidden Fruit, written in the urgency of a younger voice seeking to give form to questions that resisted quiet resolution. A year later, in 2017, it returned in revised form as The Serpentine Light, already moving towards the theatrical and philosophical terrain it now more fully inhabits. These earlier incarnations were not missteps to be corrected, but necessary stages in the unfolding life of a work concerned less with answers than with confrontation.




Time has not altered the central tensions of the work, only the manner in which they are allowed to stand. What once insisted now observes. What once argued now stages its inquiry and allows the reader to dwell within it. This edition does not replace what came before, but recognises that a work shaped by questioning must remain open to refinement.




The Serpentine Light approaches a familiar myth as a dramatic space in which obedience, curiosity, innocence, and knowledge encounter one another without promise of resolution. The Garden is presented not as a historical claim, but as a symbolic theatre. Its figures are not portraits of belief, but voices arranged in deliberate tension.




The structure of the book reflects this intention. Dialogue carries the weight of action. Silence is permitted its presence. Repetition functions as ritual rather than emphasis. Meaning is not directed towards conclusion, but emerges through attention.




The earlier editions bore the marks of discovery. This edition bears the marks of distance. The language has been tightened, the rhythm clarified, and the scenes reshaped to serve more faithfully the theatrical architecture that was always present. Its centre remains unchanged: an examination of the moment in which certainty encounters awareness, and of the consequences that follow.




Readers will arrive from different positions. Some will recognise echoes of scripture, while others may encounter only symbolic drama. Neither approach is privileged. The work does not seek agreement. It asks only for attentiveness and a willingness to remain within ambiguity.




This edition is offered not as a final statement, but as a renewed opening. The curtain rises again. What follows is less an argument than an encounter.




Enter as reader, witness, or participant. The distinction will not hold for long.







ZAKIR HOSSAIN

March 2026
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Two Chairs



Mysterious time. A mysterious park unfolds like a carefully composed painting; colours suspended in stillness, every detail deliberate. Flowers bloom in quiet confidence. Trees stand like patient witnesses. Fruits glow with a ripeness untouched by decay. Birds occupy branches as if placed there by an unseen director. Everything natural is present at once, yet nothing feels crowded. The space breathes. Pin-drop silence fills the atmosphere. And yet birds chirp. A gentle breeze drifts through the leaves, carrying a soft swishing sound that seems to polish the air rather than disturb it. Each note, each movement, folds back into the silence. Instead of breaking it, the sounds deepen it, like ripples reinforcing a lake’s calm surface.


At the centre of the park lies a circular lawn. At the centre of the lawn stand two armchairs carved from stone, facing forward like ceremonial objects. They are separated by only a few feet. One is entirely white. The other entirely black. The white chair rests on the right. The black chair rests on the left. They look less like furniture and more like props awaiting performers — deliberate, symbolic, patient. A stage without curtains. A theatre without walls. It feels as though a performance is about to begin. At any moment now.


But where is the audience?


There is no visible crowd. No footsteps. No murmurs. No anticipation except the silence itself. Perhaps the audience is already here. The trees lean slightly inward. The flowers hold their posture. Birds tilt their heads with attention. The sky stretches wide above them all. Nature is watching. A bird chirps. Another answers. Then another. They seem to be speaking to one another exchanging coded excitement, perhaps. They are waiting. For what, we cannot say. But something may be coming.


There he is.


The actor?


Most probably.


A man dressed entirely in black enters the lawn. Black jeans. Black shirt. Black shoes. A black shoulder bag rests against his side. His hair is dark and careless, as though shaped by wind rather than intention. He walks with quiet familiarity toward the white chair and sits. The bag remains on his lap. He removes a cigarette pack. With his thumb, he flicks it open. He grips a cigarette between his teeth while retrieving a lighter from the bag’s side pocket. Flame blooms briefly. Smoke rises. He inhales deeply, eyes closing as if greeting an old companion. The scent carries a hint of cannabis; earthy, sweet, intimate. He holds the smoke inside him, swallowing slowly, letting it travel inward. He feels it spread through his chest, through memory, through something older than language. He takes another drag. Then another. He drops the stub beside his foot and crushes it under his shoe. Leaning back, he looks upward. “The blue sky,” he says softly. He studies it, then says, “White clouds.” The clouds drift across the endless blue, indifferent and eternal. He chuckles. We do not know why. The sound is gentle yet cryptic, laughter that feels both amused and knowing. He closes his eyes again and breathes deeply, merging into the silence until he seems almost indistinguishable from it.


A bird chirps. Another joins. They speak again, waiting, perhaps, for the next act.


And then

There he is.

Another man.

Another performer? Most probably.


He enters dressed entirely in white, a flowing robe draped with quiet dignity. He carries a Bible pressed against his chest. His presence is calm, almost ceremonial. He approaches the black chair and sits. His gaze drifts to the man in black, who remains motionless, eyes closed, breathing evenly. The man in white gently touches the Bible, fingers tracing its cover like a ritual of reassurance. Then he opens it and begins to read aloud:

“In the beginning God created

the heavens and the earth…”

His voice settles into the park.

“…the earth was formless and void…”


A giggle interrupts him. The man in white pauses. He looks sideways. The man in black is laughing softly, uncontrollably, as if something invisible has tickled the foundations of his being. The reading stops. The laughter fades. The man in white resumes:

“And God said, ‘Let there be light’…”

The words float in the air.

“…and there was light.”


The laughter returns, louder this time, breaking open into a full, unrestrained burst. The man in black clutches his stomach as though the universe itself has delivered a punchline only he understands.


The man in white approaches him politely. “Excuse me?” The laughter subsides. The man in black looks innocent. “What happened?” asks the man in white.


“When?” asks the man in black.


“Now. Why are you laughing?”


“I am not,” says Mr. Black calmly. “I am quiet.”


“You laughed.”


“Did I?”


“Yes.”


“Are you sure?”


“Of course.”


“How?”


“Because I heard you. That is the truth.”


Mr. Black closes his eyes again. Breath enters. Breath leaves. Something unsettled moves behind his calm. Then he opens them. “What is truth?” he asks.


The question hangs heavier than the air. Mr. White hesitates. “Truth is… when something happens, and you say exactly what happened.”


“Are you sure?” Mr. Black asks playfully.


“Yes.”


“How can you be so sure?”


No answer comes. Mr. White smiles instead, sensing mockery yet choosing patience. Mr. Black mimics the solemn cadence of scripture: “And then… God called it ‘Truth.’” He bursts into laughter again. The birds erupt into chorus, chirping wildly, overlapping rhythms. Laughter and birdsong weave into a strange harmony.


Then—


A flute.


Soft. Sweet. Piercing in its gentleness.


Everything falls silent.


The melody glides through the air like liquid light. It reaches ears, hearts, hidden memories. It does not ask permission; it simply enters. Mr. White rises, drawn toward the sound. Mr. Black remains seated, eyes closed, yet the music pulls him inward, deeper than thought, into chambers of pain and longing he rarely visits. A small yellow bird leaps into the sky, tumbling through graceful loops as if dancing for the melody itself. The flute fades. Silence returns.


Mr. White resumes reading quietly until a line stops him. “Oh… what a heartless person,” he murmurs.


Mr. Black opens one eye. “Why? What have I done?”


“Not you,” says Mr. White.


“Then who?”


“Cain.”


A pause. “Cain?” Mr. Black repeats.


“Yes.”


Mr. Black sits up slightly. “I am Cain.”


Mr. White blinks. “Is… your name Cain too?”


“Yes.”


Mr. White exhales, relieved by the coincidence. “But I’m not talking about you,” he says gently. “I mean Cain… from the Bible.” He lifts the book and reads:

“Now Cain said to his brother Abel,

‘Let us go out to the field.’

While they were in the field,

Cain attacked his brother Abel

and killed him.”


He closes the book halfway. “A brother killing his own brother,” he says softly. “Cruel… unthinkable.”


Mr. Black opens both eyes. “I am that Cain,” he says.


The air seems to tighten. Mr. White stares at him. “What are you saying?”


“The truth,” Mr. Black replies.


“You’re serious?”


“I am.”


“You are… Cain?”


“That is what I said.”


Mr. White’s face drains of colour. His hands tremble. “You… you are that Cain…”


“Yes,” says Mr. Black. “Why does that upset you?”


Mr. White cannot answer. His breath shortens. He covers his face. “You are Cain… and I am… I am your…” The sentence breaks. A flute rises somewhere beyond the trees and the unfinished words collapse into it. A single note enters the air and everything pauses around it. Mr. White’s hands remain over his face. His unfinished words hang between his fingers. Mr. Black does not move. The lawn, the chairs, the trees, the birds all seem to lean toward the sound as if listening requires the whole body. The melody does not hurry. It circles the silence, testing it, shaping it, until the silence begins to breathe with it. Mr. White lowers his hands slowly. The tears remain in his eyes, but his attention has shifted. He listens. His chest lifts and falls with the rhythm of the music. Whatever he was about to say retreats somewhere inside him.


Mr. Black’s gaze sharpens. He follows the direction of the sound. Between the trees, movement appears. A figure walks toward them, each step aligned with the melody. The flute remains at his lips. The tune flows effortlessly, as though the air itself wishes to sing and he merely allows it.


The birds fall quiet.


Even the breeze seems to wait.


The man emerges fully into the clearing.


He is old, though not fragile. His posture carries a calm certainty. Long hair curls around his shoulders. His beard moves slightly when he exhales into the flute. His eyes hold a brightness that does not belong to youth yet has not faded into age. He walks directly into the centre of the lawn. The music continues. Mr. White rises without realising he has stood. His body follows the sound as if drawn by memory rather than intention. Mr. Black remains seated, watching the man

































OEBPS/images/4d34b7eb12954771c89b9cc06901e356_smallRaw.png
/H

PUBLISHING












