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‘What is happening in Kashmir?’

This book explores this ques� on through a site-adap� ve 24-hour theatrical performance. 
Developed between 2013 and 2018 by the Ensemble Kashmir Theatre Akademi and 
Nandita Dinesh, the play uses a dura� onal, promenade format to immerse its audience 
within a mul� tude of perspec� ves on life in Kashmir. From a wedding celebra� on that is 
interrupted by curfew, to schoolboys divided by policing strategies, and soldiers struggling 
with a toxic mixture of boredom and trauma, Chronicles from Kashmir uses performance, 
installa� on and collabora� ve crea� on to grapple with Kashmir’s confl icts through the 
lenses of outsiders, insiders, and everyone in between.

Due to varying degrees of censorship and suppression, the play has not been performed 
live since 2017. This book is, therefore, an a� empt to keep Chronicles from Kashmir alive 
by including fi lmed scenes, a script, contextual ques� ons, a glossary, and an illumina� ng 
introduc� ons by Nandita Dinesh and EKTA founder Bhawani Bashir Yasir. A valuable Open 
Access resource for prac� � oners, educators and students of performance and confl ict, this 
book is also s� mula� ng reading for anybody who has asked, ‘What is happening in Kashmir?’

This playscript includes:

• Twenty fi lmed scenes of the play in performance

• A range of contextual ques� ons to s� mulate discussion on staging site-adap� ve 
theatre in places of confl ict

• A helpful glossary

As with all Open Book publica� ons, this en� re book is available to read for free on the 
publisher’s website. Printed and digital edi� ons, together with supplementary digital 
material, can also be found at www.openbookpublishers.com
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Scene One: The Experiment

The GUIDES lead the audience into a space. The walls and floors of the space are covered with 
paper or blackboards. As spectators enter, they see the TEACHER standing alone, writing the 
same statements over and over again — while simultaneously reading them aloud. 

TEACHER: (reading and writing) I will not disobey my parents. I will not disobey my 
teachers. I will not disobey my elders. I will not disobey those in power.

His writing increases in speed, till he is scribbling, talking unintelligibly: fast and rapid. At 
some point, when the actor playing the TEACHER is tired, he stops. And just looks at his work. 

Silence.

The COORDINATOR enters. He brings in the lungs of a goat on a plate. He places it on one 
of the tables, looks at the TEACHER.

© Nandita Dinesh, CC BY 4.0  https://doi.org/10.11647/OBP.0223.05

 WATCH THE VIDEO

COORDINATOR: Are you ready? 

The TEACHER nods. 

THE COORDINATOR opens the door and invites the 
PUPIL to come into the room. The PUPIL stands quietly, 
entranced by the space and the equipment. 

While the COORDINATOR speaks, the TEACHER walks 
over to the plate with the lungs and starts blowing air into 
them; over and over again.

COORDINATOR: Ladies and gentlemen: the subject 
of our experiment is to determine the pedagogical 

The Experiment & The Man 
& the Woman are the two 
scenes that stay close to 
Gambaro’s versions of 

them in IFF.

Compare and contrast 
these scenes with their 

Argentinian counterparts, 
paying particular 

attention to the elements 
that have been adapted.

effect of punishment. To what degree does punishment accelerate the learning 
process? Imagine. If with one slap a child learns to behave, don’t we waste years 
teaching and persuading only with nice words? We don’t have time to lose.

https://doi.org/10.11647/obp.0223.05
http://hdl.handle.net/20.500.12434/cbac2e87
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The COORDINATOR begins observing the TEACHER 
playing with the lungs.

COORDINATOR: Please, sir, stop playing with those 
lungs!

TEACHER: Okay, okay. I’m sorry. It’s so much fun 
that…

COORDINATOR: Of course, it’s fun. Shall we begin?

TEACHER: At your orders, sir!

COORDINATOR: You, sir, will be the teacher.

TEACHER: Yes, delighted.

COORDINATOR: (turning to the PUPIL and breaking 
his trance) You will be the pupil.

PUPIL: I will be the pupil.

The COORDINATOR points the PUPIL toward a 
curtained off area in the room. The COORDINATOR 
opens the curtain with great flair and points the PUPIL 
to a chair that is surrounded by wires. The TEACHER 
watches this with the utmost interest.

Imagine this: you live in 
a world where ethical 

guidelines do not exist.

You are tasked with 
designing a sociological/ 

psychological 
experiment — like the 
well-known Milgram 

obedience experiments 
or the Stanford prison 

experiment — to 
understand humans’ 

ability to become 
complicit within 

structures of oppression 
and violence. 

What kind of experiment 
would you conduct?

This is purely a theoretical 
exercise!

COORDINATOR: Please be seated. Don’t be afraid. It’s an experiment; remember that.

PUPIL: Happy to please!

COORDINATOR: Take off your jacket, roll up your sleeves. Thank you. We have to 
strap you in. If you would like to quit…?

PUPIL: No! Absolutely not! I’m really excited to be here.

COORDINATOR: (Calls to the TEACHER.) Will you help me?

TEACHER: Yes, of course!

The COORDINATOR takes a tube of cream and starts smearing the PUPIL’S forearms.

COORDINATOR: The cream facilitates the passage of the current and prevents burns. 
It’s an experiment; don’t be frightened. 

PUPIL: I’m not afraid. I’m not afraid at all. I really am so happy to help.

The COORDINATOR attaches electrodes to the PUPIL’S forearms. The TEACHER helps 
diligently.
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COORDINATOR: How obliging! Thank you.

PUPIL: It’s… very tight.

COORDINATOR: Let’s loosen this a bit. (The COORDINATOR loosens the electrodes) 
Now, you — the teacher — are going to station yourself over there.

THE COORDINATOR points the TEACHER to one side of the room. This area has a table and 
chair. On the table is a machine with many, many buttons. From where the TEACHER sits, the 
PUPIL can only be heard and not seen.

COORDINATOR: (To the PUPIL) You. You pay attention. The teacher will read out a 
list of word-association pairs, such as: day-sun, night-moon, mother-love, and so 
on. Then, he will repeat a word from one of the pairs and ask you to choose, from 
four options, the correct word association for it. You must remember which of the 
four words was associated with day in the original list that the teacher read to you. 
If you make a mistake, you’ll receive an electric shock as punishment. This will help 
you learn.

PUPIL: Why will punishment teach me?

COORDINATOR: The shock won’t be strong.

PUPIL: Never?

COORDINATOR: No! Unless you really blunder. But that’s impossible. They’re very 
obvious associations. For idiots. 

The COORDINATOR walks over to the TEACHER and hands him a sheet of paper.

COORDINATOR: Here is the list of words. A clean game: read slowly, with good 
pronunciation. 

As the TEACHER gets ready to read the list —

COORDINATOR: Wait! Roll up your sleeve.

TEACHER: Me? What for?

COORDINATOR: I want to give you a charge of forty-five volts.

TEACHER: Me? But, I’m the teacher!

COORDINATOR: Don’t be afraid. I’m doing it so that you’ll appreciate the intensity of 
the punishment. Otherwise, you might have a heavy hand.

The COORDINATOR puts an electrode on the TEACHER’S arm, pushes a button. TEACHER 
gasps.
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TEACHER: That’s strong!

COORDINATOR: No, no. You’ll start with fifteen volts. You won’t have to increase it 
much. Just read. Slowly, and in a clear voice.

TEACHER: Day-sun, night-moon, mother-love, water-ship, plague-war, house-forest, 
child-innocence, prison-bars, window-freedom, blue-sky, bird-flight, nation-India, 
torture-dissuasion.

COORDINATOR: Very good! Now you must read one word, then four more, so that 
the pupil will pick the correct association. If he makes a mistake, say “Error,” press 
the first button, and tell the pupil the voltage with which you’re punishing him. 
Then read the right answer. Punishments start at 15 volts and end at 450 volts. As 
you see, it couldn’t be easier. Begin.

TEACHER: Sun: day, forest, mother, water.

PUPIL: Day!

COORDINATOR: Very good! Let’s go on! Do you like it?

TEACHER: Yes! It’s terrific!

COORDINATOR: Continue.

TEACHER: Night: plague, forest, moon, child.

PUPIL: Moon!

TEACHER: Correct! This is like a drug!

COORDINATOR: Ssshh! Go on!

TEACHER: Mother: day, water, child, love.

Silence from the PUPIL.

TEACHER: But you know this! What memories do you have of your mother?

COORDINATOR: Now, don’t help! It’s not scientific! 

PUPIL: Chi-

TEACHER: No!

COORDINATOR: Excuse me, sir. This is an experiment, not a game.

PUPIL: We can’t repeat?

COORDINATOR: Just this once. You’ve got to follow the rules.
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TEACHER: Just this once, not again. Mother: day, water, child, love. (Pause) Well?

PUPIL: Love!

TEACHER: Very good! But you need to answer faster next time. Blue: ship, bird, sky, 
house. (Pause) Come on, I told you —

PUPIL: Could you repeat the question?

TEACHER: No. I’m not allowed to. Answer. I can’t wait —

PUPIL: Bird!

TEACHER: (Looks at the COORDINATOR) He made a mistake. Now what do I do?

COORDINATOR: The first. Fifteen volts.

TEACHER: (He looks excitedly at the button) Here we go! 

The PUPIL is jolted but cries out more in surprise than pain.

TEACHER: Come on, that was nothing. You’re fine. Let’s move on to the next one. Try 
to remember, ok? Plague: child, innocence, love, night.

COORDINATOR: (quietly) You forgot war.

TEACHER: I did?

COORDINATOR: Plague-war. It’s all right, let it go. It doesn’t matter.

TEACHER: Should I repeat?

The COORDINATOR shrugs.

TEACHER: No. He should know. Come on, pupil. Quick. Otherwise this is boring.

PUPIL: Night.

TEACHER: He made a mistake! Thirty volts!

A louder groan from the PUPIL.

TEACHER: Moving right along. Child: love, mother, innocence, bird.

PUPIL: Love!

TEACHER: He made a mistake! You were dreaming! Forty-five volts!

He pushes another button. Howling loudly, the PUPIL arches his back. Surprised by the 
howling, the TEACHER looks into the other room. To the COORDINATOR, disturbed.
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TEACHER: A bit strong, wasn’t it?

COORDINATOR: No. This is a scientific experiment, and I am in charge. What 
experiment? Just as I told you: simply to determine the effectiveness of punishment 
in learning. If from the beginning we doubt, we’ll never arrive at a conclusion.

TEACHER: Yes, that’s right. The associations are easy.

COORDINATOR: And the current is not too bad. I gave you forty-five volts, remember?

TEACHER: Yes! And I didn’t shout. What a weakling this student is! Pupil, listen to 
me. Don’t waste your energy screaming. Pay attention to the associations. Sky: 
mother, child, innocence, blue.

PUPIL: Blue!

TEACHER: Good.

COORDINATOR: Magnificent. See, we’re already getting results.

TEACHER: It’s no time to stop, then. Plague: prison, house, forest, war. 

PUPIL mumbles something unintelligible.

TEACHER: What? Repeat? I can’t… (he looks at the COORDINATOR, and speaks in a 
quieter tone) Sir, can I repeat? Just this once? He’s not very intelligent.

The COORDINATOR shrugs.

TEACHER: Listen. This is the last time I’m going to repeat something ok? Don’t let 
your mind wander. Plague: prison, house, forest, war.

PUPIL: Prison.

TEACHER: God; he’s an idiot!

COORDINATOR: Teacher, all you need to do is say, “Error,” and press the button. That 
is your job. There’s no need for the commentary.

TEACHER rolls his eyes at the COORDINATOR and presses a button.

PUPIL: No, no! I didn’t think it would be so painful.

TEACHER: Pupil, pay attention. You think I like pushing these little buttons? Try to 
remember. Blue: bird, flight, sky, freedom. Out with it!

PUPIL: I don’t remember!

TEACHER: How can you not remember?
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PUPIL: I don’t!

TEACHER: If you don’t remember, take this. 

TEACHER presses a button.

PUPIL: (a scream) Sky!

TEACHER: Very good! You see? With a little determination, you got it. Okay! Here we 
go. Flight: bird, blue, forest, night. You have to be quick now. Answer.

PUPIL: I won’t play. No matter what you say.

COORDINATOR: Youth today! Now he refuses.

TEACHER: What’s the matter with him? Should we let him go?

COORDINATOR: You heard him agree to be part of this. He can’t give up now. The 
results are important, aren’t they? I know you can be counted on.

TEACHER: Pupil? Pay attention. 

PUPIL: Go to hell! Let’s change places!

TEACHER: Change places? That’s crazy. It’ll be worse for you, if you don’t answer. 
Bird: flight, blue, plague, war. You see how I’m trying to help you? I’m repeating 
the words, and that isn’t even allowed. Answer!

PUPIL: I’ll make a mistake!

TEACHER: Answer! (He pushes a button) 

PUPIL screams louder. TEACHER looks at the COORDINATOR. 

TEACHER: He’s screaming.

COORDINATOR: He feels a bit jolted. You’re doing great. You have just one thing to 
watch out for: 450 volts. Otherwise, after a week, there isn’t a mark.

TEACHER nods.

TEACHER: Pupil. Listen carefully. Are you listening?

PUPIL: Are you listening?

TEACHER: We’ll see who’s listening. Bird: night, flight, house, plague.

PUPIL: I don’t remember!

TEACHER: Don’t be such an ass!
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PUPIL: Don’t be such an ass! Plague!

TEACHER: Imbecile! Bird-plague! See how he answers! He’s jerking me around!

The COORDINATOR pushes a button. The PUPIL screams, weeps.

TEACHER: And now he’s crying. Listen, kid, answer right, or I’ll blow you away. 
Window: prison, flight, torture, freedom.

PUPIL: Torture! Torture!

TEACHER: What did you say? Teacher? Idiot! You’re making fun of me!

He pushes the button. The PUPIL howls.

COORDINATOR: One hundred eighty volts. It’s moving right along.

PUPIL: LET ME GO. YOU’RE HURTING ME.

Suddenly less sure of himself, the TEACHER speaks in hushed voices to the COORDINATOR.

TEACHER: Do we stop?

COORDINATOR: No.

TEACHER: He doesn’t remember anything!

COORDINATOR: He’ll remember now.

TEACHER: You think so? He’s crying. Screaming. If he’s not even answering the 
questions, isn’t this useless?

COORDINATOR: Never! What will be useless is if we don’t succeed in getting concrete 
results after all of this. You have to continue.

TEACHER: I do?

COORDINATOR: Of course. Think about it. Don’t you have to complete your task?

TEACHER: Yes… yes. Yes. Of course. Any task that is undertaken should be completed.

COORDINATOR: I can see that you have been taught well.

TEACHER smiles and gets ready to question the PUPIL again.

TEACHER: All right, pupil. We’re going to continue now. You need to learn. Nation: 
prison, bars, India, torture.

PUPIL: I DON’T KNOW.
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TEACHER: Shall I press the button?

PUPIL: KASHMIR.

TEACHER: India, idiot!

He pushes the button. The PUPIL howls.

TEACHER: Prison: nation, plague, war, bars.

PUPIL: I DON’T KNOW. LET ME GO. I want to go home.

TEACHER: ANSWER ME.

PUPIL: KASHMIR!

TEACHER: Wrong again.

TEACHER pushes button after button. The PUPIL’s screams keep getting louder with each 
button; he starts convulsing.

COORDINATOR: (in a hushed voice) Slow down, now. Only press one button at a time.

TEACHER: Why doesn’t he answer right?

COORDINATOR: Teach him. Like you were taught.

TEACHER: Pupil, I don’t like doing this to you. Is that clear? You agreed to do this and 
now you need to concentrate. Ok? Are you ready for the next question? Pupil. I’m 
reading the next question. You better be ready.

PUPIL: Vultures fly near…

TEACHER: Moon: night, prison, window, flight. This one is easy. 

(Pause. TEACHER speaks, in a hushed voice to the COORDINATOR.)

Sir, there’s only the last button left now. 450 volts. If he doesn’t answer this question, 
what do I do?

COORDINATOR shrugs. The TEACHER puts his hand on the last button. Closes his eyes.

TEACHER: He doesn’t answer. Why doesn’t he answer? Pupil. Answer me. Moon.

PUPIL: Ni — Niiight.

TEACHER: He made a mistake. He made a mistake… again. It’s deliberate. He can’t 
not know the answer. It hurts me to do this — 

He pushes the last button. Silence.
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TEACHER: He didn’t scream.

COORDINATOR: Very good! 450 volts! Excellent! Your help has been invaluable.

TEACHER: Why didn’t he help?

COORDINATOR: Look… we choose the risks we take. Sometimes we’re not so lucky.

TEACHER: It was his fault. Wasn’t it?

COORDINATOR: Yes, yes. Your work was magnificent!

TEACHER: He didn’t even make an effort. A baby at the breast could have answered 
right.

COORDINATOR: Yes, yes! You were splendid.

COORDINATOR shakes the TEACHER’s hand.

COORDINATOR: Thank you ever so much. Don’t worry. This was an unforgettable 
performance.

TEACHER: It was nothing. I did what I could!

COORDINATOR: No, no, you were quick, concise, sure. Thanks ever so much!

The COORDINATOR exits; the PUPIL remains limp in his chair. Silence. The TEACHER 
remains seated.

After a few seconds, the TEACHER slowly rises from his chair. He walks over to the PUPIL 
who is lying, silent, with his eyes closed. The TEACHER goes back to the papers/blackboards 
covering the room, erases what was written there before, and starts writing new lines while 
reading them aloud. There is something mechanical — robotic — in how the TEACHER does 
this. The frenzy and chaos of his writing at the beginning of the scene has ceased. 

TEACHER: I will not press the button. I will not press the button. I will not press the 
button. I will not press the button…

Eventually, though, he cannot seem to write anymore. His rhythm is slow and keeps slowing 
down till he eventually stops.

His numbed gaze lands on the goat lungs. He walks over to them, picks up the lungs, and 
begins to blow air into them. He watches the lungs carefully. He watches the lungs expand and 
contract. Expand and contract. Eventually, he blows too much air into them. So much air that 
the lungs burst, leaving their debris all over his body. He looks at what he is covered in and 
robotically — mechanically — cleans himself.

The COORDINATOR opens the door. He looks at the TEACHER.
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COORDINATOR: Are you ready for the next student?

TEACHER: No. I want to say no. 

Pause.

TEACHER: Can I say no?

COORDINATOR: There’s only one way to find out.

TEACHER: If I say no, what will you do to me?

COORDINATOR: There’s only one way to find out.

TEACHER: I want to say no. I don’t want to do this again.

COORDINATOR: Why?

TEACHER: Why?

COORDINATOR: Why do you not want to do this again?

TEACHER: Look at him.

They both look at the PUPIL who is still lying slumped in the chair.

COORDINATOR: And…?

TEACHER: We did that to him!

COORDINATOR: We?

TEACHER: I. I did that to him.

COORDINATOR: Did you? Didn’t he do it to himself?

TEACHER: What do you mean?

COORDINATOR: Wasn’t it his fault? Wasn’t he the one who got the answers wrong?

TEACHER: I pressed the buttons. You made me press the buttons.

COORDINATOR: You could have left at any time.

TEACHER: But you said — you said —

COORDINATOR: What did I say?

TEACHER: That it was for the sake of science.

COORDINATOR: And that it is. It is for the sake of science.
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TEACHER: We killed someone for the sake of science?

COORDINATOR: We need to understand how human nature works. We need to 
understand the role that discipline and punishment play in learning. This student 
has taken us one step forward in our desire to understand humanity.

TEACHER: And what have we understood from this student? 

COORDINATOR: Isn’t the answer to that question obvious? 

TEACHER: It’s not. It’s not obvious to me.

COORDINATOR: Then there is nothing left for me to say. 

Pause.

TEACHER: I don’t want to do this again. I want to 
say no.

The BOSS enters.

BOSS: I hear he doesn’t want to do this anymore?

TEACHER: Who is this?

Who/what are the 
different entities that the 
COORDINATOR, TEACHER, 

PUPIL, and BOSS might 
symbolize in the Kashmiri 

context?

COORDINATOR: Anyone who wants to leave this experiment needs to speak to the 
Boss. This is the Boss.

A long and uncomfortable silence while the BOSS walks around the room, examines the PUPIL, 
and then the TEACHER.

BOSS: So, you don’t want to participate anymore?

TEACHER: Sir, it’s just… I’m sorry to disappoint you…

BOSS: Disappoint? No, no, you are not disappointing me at all. This is actually what 
we expected would happen.

TEACHER: You expected me to say no?

BOSS: From what we read in your files, we knew that you would have a difficult time 
following the protocol of the experiment. Isn’t that right, Mr. Coordinator?

COORDINATOR: Absolutely, sir.

TEACHER: What files? What did you read about me? 

BOSS: Oh, you know, this and that. Anyway, you are sure you want to leave this 
experiment, correct?
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TEACHER: Yes, but… what’s in my files?

BOSS: They are your files, son. You should know what’s in there. Isn’t that right, Mr. 
Coordinator?

COORDINATOR: Absolutely, sir. It’s your life that’s in the files, Mr. Teacher. You know 
what you’ve done.

TEACHER: What does that mean? I haven’t done anything.

BOSS: Then I guess we have nothing in our files. 

BOSS and COORDINATOR share a laugh.

TEACHER: I, uh… I don’t understand what’s happening here.

BOSS: It’s a simple decision, son. Are you going to continue the experiment or not?

TEACHER: I want to say no.

BOSS and COORDINATOR look at each other.

COORDINATOR: In that case, we need you to come with us and take care of some 
paperwork. 

TEACHER: You want me to go with you?

COORDINATOR: Yes.

TEACHER: Alone?

BOSS: Well, we’ll be there with you.

BOSS and COORDINATOR laugh.

TEACHER: Where will you take me?

COORDINATOR: There’s only one way to find out!

TEACHER: Am I going to be punished for saying no?

BOSS: Punished?! You are the teacher, aren’t you? 

TEACHER: So, I can leave after we take care of the 
paperwork?

COORDINATOR: We just need you to come with us.

The TEACHER leaves nervously with the BOSS and 
COORDINATOR who each have a hold on one of his arms. 
The PUPIL remains slumped on the chair.

Stone souvenirs are 
handed to spectators at 

the end of each section in 
Chronicles from Kashmir.

How do you understand 
the significance of 
the stones in this 

performance?

How do you interpret the 
use of intertextuality vis-

à-vis the stones — both as 
an aesthetic strategy, and 

as a pedagogical tool?
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A moment of silence. 

During the conversation that follows, the GUIDES —  slowly —  take stones that have been 
placed in some part of the space and hand one stone to each audience member. The spectators are 
invited — via the GUIDES’ gestures — to place the stones given to them inside the bags they 
were given when they arrived. The stones are their souvenirs. 

Stone souvenirs are handed to audience members at multiple points in Chronicles from 
Kashmir, and in each instance, the stones can be slightly different from each other: different 
sizes, shapes, colours. All that is essential is that the souvenir is a stone. Or something like it. 
Something like a stone that will increase the weight that an audience member has to carry in 
their bag. 

Every single stone souvenir that a spectator gets during their journey is somehow embellished 
with a piece of paper that is glued/tied/painted/creatively embedded onto it. This piece of paper 
is intended to be a keepsake, of sorts; a keepsake that the audience can choose to engage with 
after their journey through Chronicles from Kashmir has ended. Each time a stone souvenir 
is given to spectators, therefore, there is a description in the script of what the stone might be 
embellished with. In this scene, the stone that the GUIDES give each spectator contains the 
information about the Milgram experiment (something like McLeod, 2007).

So, as they speak the lines below, the GUIDES hand a stone souvenir to each audience member 
and silently invite them to place the object in their bags.

GUIDE #1: So, you said at the beginning that you were going to show us an outsider’s 
experiences of Kashmir, yes?

GUIDE #2: Yes.

GUIDE #1: So, this story that you’ve shown us, you’ve witnessed this in Kashmir?

GUIDE #2: No, no. Not all the stories that I’m showing you are direct representations… 
It’s just that something about what you saw here reminds me of things that I’ve 
seen and heard in Kashmir. 

GUIDE #1: So, what was it about this story that reminded you of Kashmir?

GUIDE #2 smiles.

GUIDE #2: Come on, sir. That would be too easy! You tell me — was there something 
in this story that, to you, seems linked to Kashmir?

GUIDE#1: I think… I think you are asking an important question: how do ordinary 
people become each other’s torturers and murderers? How do ordinary people, 
like this teacher, like you and me, like the others here, become part of something 
dangerous and violent? How do we become complicit with acts of violence even 
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though we are not the masterminds like Hitler? How does this happen? … Am I 
right?

GUIDE #2: Possibly. (He smiles mischievously.)

GUIDE #1: Possibly?! 

GUIDE #2: Arre, sir. This is not a test — I can’t just tell 
if you got something right or wrong! The 
interpretations of what I share are up to you; the 
interpretations are in all of your hands.

Arre
Hey

GUIDE #1: OK if you won’t answer my question, let me ask you something. What kind 
of teacher do you think you would have been in that situation?

GUDE #2: If I had to press those buttons, you mean?

GUIDE #1: Yes.

GUIDE #2: I think… I would like to think that I would 
have said no from the beginning.

GUIDE #1: And if they had threatened to kill you if 
you refused?

GUDE #2: I would have still said no.

GUIDE #1: What if they had threatened to kill the 
student if you didn’t do what you were told?

GUDE #2: If the experiment was going to kill him 
anyway, would it make a difference if they killed 
him before I did? I mean, at least he would die 
knowing that I refused to harm him, no?

GUIDE #1: What good is that knowledge to him if 
he’s dead?

Pause.

What are your thoughts 
on the exchanges that 

occur between the 
GUIDES before/during/

after each scene? 

Does their dialogue serve 
as necessary framing? 

Or does it belabour points 
that are already obvious?

Are there some audiences 
for whom such explicit 

framing might be 
necessary, versus others 

for whom ambiguity 
would be preferred? 

What factors might 
influence/determine such 

shifts in strategy?

GUIDE #1: Let’s make it more complicated… Now 
imagine that they threatened one of your loved ones if you didn’t participate in the 
experiment. Then would you refuse? 

Slight pause.

GUIDE #2: I would want to protect the person I loved.
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GUIDE #1: Yes.

GUIDE #2: But I still wouldn’t want to participate in something like that.

GUIDE #1: So?

GUIDE #2: So… I have no idea what I would do.

GUIDE #1 smiles. 

GUIDE #1: So, Kashmir has taught you that —

GUIDE #2: — that it is not always easy to understand why people do what they do. 
Our own acts of complicity that —

GUIDE #1: — that are powerful and powerless at the same time?

GUIDE #2: Yes.

GUIDE #1: Yes. 

Pause. They look around at the audience. 

GUIDE #2: Chalo, what are you going to share with us next?

GUIDE #1: Please, follow me. 

As audience members exit this space and move on to the next one, they walk down a path that is 
covered in/composed of electrical wires. As they walk between spaces during Chronicles from 
Kashmir, the GUIDES are welcome to informally interact with audience members. 

That said, there doesn’t always have to be conversation. 

The paths are liminal spaces between one narrative and the next. 
They are grey zones.
Where everything is murky. 
And revels in being that way.


