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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

Cover image: Photo by Vladimir Palyanov on Unsplash from htt ps://unsplash.com/photos/Q8qTersW9Fk 
Cover design: Anna Gatti  

Chronicles from Kashmir
An Annotated, Multimedia Script N

A
N

D
ITA D

IN
ESH

             
 C

h
ron

icles from
 K

ash
m

ir

OBP

Nandita Dinesh

ebook
ebook and OA edi� ons 

also available



https://www.openbookpublishers.com

© 2020 Nandita Dinesh

This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution 4.0 International license (CC BY 4.0). This 
license allows you to share, copy, distribute and transmit the text; to adapt the text and to make commercial 
use of the text providing attribution is made to the author (but not in any way that suggests that they 
endorse you or your use of the work). 

Attribution should include the following information: 

Nandita Dinesh, Chronicles from Kashmir: An Annotated, Multimedia Script. Cambridge, UK: Open Book 
Publishers, 2020, https://doi.org/10.11647/OBP.0223

In order to access detailed and updated information on the license, please visit, https://doi.org/10.11647/
OBP.0223#copyright

Further details about CC BY licenses are available at: https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/

All external links were active at the time of publication unless otherwise stated and have been archived via 
the Internet Archive Wayback Machine at https://archive.org/web

Updated digital material and resources associated with this volume are available at https://doi.org/10.11647/
OBP.0223#resources

Every effort has been made to identify and contact copyright holders and any omission or error will be 
corrected if notification is made to the publisher.

Applied Theatre Praxis Series, Vol. 2 
ISSN (Print): 2515-0758
ISSN (Online): 2515-0766

ISBN Paperback: 978-1-80064-017-7
ISBN Hardback: 978-1-80064-018-4
ISBN Digital (PDF): 978-1-80064-019-1
ISBN Digital ebook (epub): 978-1-80064-020-7
ISBN Digital ebook (mobi): 978-1-80064-021-4
ISBN XML: 978-1-80064-022-1
DOI: 10.11647/OBP.0223

Cover image: Photo by Vladimir Palyanov on Unsplash from https://unsplash.com/photos/Q8qTersW9Fk 
Cover design: Anna Gatti.

https://doi.org/10.11647/obp.0223
https://doi.org/10.11647/obp.0223#copyright
https://doi.org/10.11647/obp.0223#copyright
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by/4.0/
https://archive.org/web
https://doi.org/10.11647/obp.0223#resources
https://doi.org/10.11647/obp.0223#resources
https://unsplash.com/photos/Q8qTersW9Fk


Scene Two: The Departure

The GUIDES lead the audience into a kitchen; NEIGHBOURS #1, #2, & #3 enter with 
the them.

DOCTOR: Good day everyone.

GUIDE: Good day!

NEIGHBOUR #1: Hello! How’s it going, doctor?

The three NEIGHBOURS shake hands with the DOCTOR. The DOCTOR shakes hands with 
spectators, informally greeting them to his home. The GUIDES direct spectators where to sit. 
Once everyone is seated:

DOCTOR: I’m really glad to see you all and to have you here as part of your journey. 
Tell me about your trip to Kashmir so far — what have you seen, what have you 
learned? 

The audience is given a chance to interact with the DOCTOR. The GUIDES encourage the 
audience to speak: to establish that, indeed, there are occasions when spectators can directly 
engage with the performers. Whatever the response is from the audience, the DOCTOR engages 
with questions that invite spectators to clarify their thoughts and opinions. When a rapport has 
been established: 

DOCTOR: Listen, I would love to offer you all something to eat… But it’s been a slightly 
difficult time and I don’t really have anything at the moment.

NEIGHBOUR #3: What’s wrong Doctor saab?

DOCTOR: Oh, you know what’s been happening 
around here. I found a note on the door yesterday… 
The same kind of note that Kaul saab received.
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NEIGHBOUR #3: Who was the note from? 

DOCTOR: Well, we’ll never know who they’re from exactly… Could be some kids 
playing a prank, could be something more serious.

NEIGHBOUR #2: What are you going to do?

DOCTOR: I’m thinking of publishing the note in the paper tomorrow, so that people 
can see what happened. And if it is some kids having their fun, they can be stopped.

NEIGHBOUR #1: It might not be kids you know… It might be something more serious.

DOCTOR: I know.

NEIGHBOUR #1: And by publishing the note in the paper you will only draw more 
attention to yourself.

DOCTOR: I know that.

NEIGHBOUR #1: So?

DOCTOR: What else can I do? 

NEIGHBOUR #3: Look I think you’re right. Publish it in the paper and if anything 
happens, we are with you.

NEIGHBOUR #1: Please, janab. Don’t make glib 
promises that you cannot keep. If this note is from 
who we think it’s from, and if Tickoo saab 
publishes it in the newspaper, there is nothing we 
can do to protect him from them. I’m sorry, Doctor 
saab. I’m not trying to upset you, but the truth is 
that if they show up in the neighbourhood because 
you publish their note in the newspaper, you 
cannot expect us to come out to save you.

NEIGHBOUR #3: I’ll come out.

Janab
Your Excellency 

(a colloquialism that is 
used to connote respect, 
regardless of the gender 

of the person being 
addressed)

NEIGHBOUR #2: Much good you’ll do, standing outside his door on your own. They’ll 
just take you down with him.

DOCTOR: Please, don’t get involved in this any of you. I don’t want anything to happen 
to you. I just need to figure out what I’m going to do.

NEIGHBOUR #1: I’ve heard that the Pandits in the other neighbourhood have already 
left.

DOCTOR: Yes, I’ve heard the same thing.
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NEIGHBOUR #3: But there are others like you Doctor saab, who are still here. So, don’t 
feel pressured to leave. Take your time and make a decision that you’re comfortable 
with.

NEIGHBOUR #2: Time? You think there is time to make this decision? Doctor saab, you 
need to decide quickly. Things are going from bad to worse every day.

DOCTOR: I know that… I know. I’ll try to decide by tonight. There’s a bus leaving first 
thing tomorrow morning and… 

MAN enters. The lines below overlap. There is a sense of chaos. Of fear. Of unrest.

MAN: Let me through! 

DOCTOR: Excuse me.

MAN: You. You’re the one we’ve been looking for — 

NEIGHBOUR #3: What’s going on? Hey! Let him go! What the hell is going on?

NEIGHBOUR #3 tries to defend the DOCTOR. NEIGHBOURS #1 and #2 quietly leave the 
room.

DOCTOR: Let me go!

The DOCTOR pushes the MAN; NEIGHBOUR #3 tries to help him by beating the MAN with 
a broom. Confusion.

NEIGHBOUR #3: Let him go! Let him go!

The OFFICIAL enters.

OFFICIAL: What’s going on here? Halt! Separate!

DOCTOR, 
MAN, 
NEIGHBOUR #3: (all at the same time) Sir, they were pushing him! — Over here — Over 

there — They tied him up — They dragged him down —

OFFICIAL: One at a time. 

NEIGHBOUR #3: Sir, what is happening here? He’s a good man.

OFFICIAL: It doesn’t matter what you think. 

NEIGHBOUR #3: But we saw…!

OFFICIAL: What you saw is of no consequence. 
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NEIGHBOUR #3 mixes in with the audience. The OFFICIAL moves off to the side, crosses his 
arms, his expression serious. MAN has DOCTOR down on his knees and keeps him kneeling 
if he ever tries to rise. Throughout the following interrogation, the OFFICIAL walks around the 
kitchen — tipping over containers, spilling staples and spices everywhere. The room should be 
in complete disarray by the time the OFFICIAL exits: a mix of food and smells and memories. 

OFFICIAL: Name.

DOCTOR: Tickoo.

OFFICIAL: Tickoo?

MAN: Sir, this is Sanjay Tickoo and is one of the men that we have been looking 
for. He stands accused of not having done enough to promote equal educational 
opportunities in this community.

OFFICIAL: Ah, yes. He is one of those people.

DOCTOR: Sir, I haven’t done anything. Please, sir. I don’t know what he is talking 
about. Why are you doing this to me?

OFFICIAL: Silence. I’ll ask the questions here.

Silence.

OFFICIAL: How long have you lived here?

DOCTOR: My family has lived here for generations, sir.

OFFICIAL: How many generations exactly?

DOCTOR: I’m not sure, sir. At least four or five. Hundred. Maybe more…

OFFICIAL: I see. Tell me about your family.

DOCTOR: What would you like to know, sir?

OFFICIAL: What do they do?

DOCTOR: Sir, we are a family of doctors. My grandparents, parents, myself, we are all 
doctors. My brother is a lawyer. My sister is a homemaker, and she lives in Delhi.

OFFICIAL: Delhi, I see. I suppose that’s to be expected.

DOCTOR: I don’t know what you mean, sir. She’s married there and —

OFFICIAL: Yes, yes. I know why she’s in Delhi rather than Srinagar or Lahore.

DOCTOR: I… I don’t know what you mean, sir.
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OFFICIAL: And your brother? Where is he?

DOCTOR: Right now, he is on a business trip in London, sir.

OFFICIAL: London, huh. It must be nice to have so many opportunities.

DOCTOR: Everything we have, we have had to earn, 
sir. We have worked hard for what we have. 

OFFICIAL: How do you give back to your 
neighbourhood?

DOCTOR: My neigh — what do you mean, sir?

OFFICIAL: Your family is doing well. How do you 
share your wealth and opportunity with those 
around you, who might not have as much as you? 

What are the complex 
ways in which complicity 
manifests? Where does 

the responsibility of 
relative privilege begin/

end?

Pause. OFFICIAL smirks at the DOCTOR’s visible confusion.

OFFICIAL: Chalo, let’s talk about the school in this neighbourhood. Your family’s 
school.

DOCTOR: What about the school, sir?

OFFICIAL: Tell me something. Who are the students in the school?

DOCTOR: They are all from here, sir.

OFFICIAL: Don’t try to evade the question. Isn’t the school that you and your family 
studied in, the school that your great grandfather established, the ‘best’ school in 
this neighbourhood, only for your community’s children?

DOCTOR: No, sir. It’s for everyone. Everyone is welcome at our school — wherever 
they are from.

OFFICIAL: Oh, is that right? And you make sure 
there is equal access for all the children in this 
mohalla to go to your school?

DOCTOR: I… I don’t understand, sir. I don’t stop 
anyone’s children from going to any school.

Mohalla
Neighborhood

OFFICIAL: Let me rephrase my question. Do you make a conscious effort to ensure 
that children from outside your community have access to your school? 

DOCTOR: I —
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OFFICIAL: You are on the board of the school, correct?

DOCTOR: Yes, sir, I’m on the school board because my great-grandfather started the 
school. I still don’t understand what you want from me.

OFFICIAL: I want you to admit your part in the inequality that has been created in this 
neighbourhood and in Kashmir. 

DOCTOR: What?

OFFICIAL: I. Want. You. To. Admit. It.

DOCTOR: Admit what, sir?

OFFICIAL: Admit your part in the inequality that exists between your community and 
mine.

DOCTOR: Sir, I’m just on the board of the school. I don’t decide who attends the school.

OFFICIAL: But do you do your part, as a citizen of Kashmir, to make sure that the 
school treats everyone fairly? Do you make sure that other people’s children can go 
there too; not just your own?

DOCTOR: I don’t know what I’m expected to say, sir… I don’t understand.

OFFICIAL: Of course, you don’t understand. In your opinion, you are just one person, 
right? The inequality that exists between your community and ours, is not your 
fault? Let me tell you something, Mr. Tickoo. The inequality in Kashmir is, in some 
way, the fault of everyone in your community. Do you understand what I’m saying 
to you, Doctor saab?

A long silence.

DOCTOR: (Quietly) Some Kashmiris have more than 
other Kashmiris because of… because of one 
reason or another.

(Building intensity) But I still do not understand 
how any of this is my fault, sir. I don’t know 
what you expect me to do about the situation of 
the school. I don’t know what you expect me to 
do about the circumstances that I was born into. 
Yes, I’m on the board of the school and help with 
school activities sometimes. But I am, first and 
foremost, a doctor. And as a doctor, I treat all my 
patients fairly; regardless of which community 
they belong to.

Consider an instance in 
your life when you were/

are complicit with a 
situation of injustice.

If you were to be on trial 
for this complicity, who 
would be your defence? 
Your prosecution? Your 

jury?
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NEIGHBOUR #3: Sir, that’s true. Doctor saab always —

OFFICIAL gives NEIGHBOUR #3 a look that immediately silences them.

OFFICIAL: Let me ask you this, Mr. Tickoo, if 
everyone in Kashmir were to think like you: that 
some people just have more privilege and there is 
nothing to be done about it, will anything change?

Look into the narratives 
surrounding the Kashmiri 

Pandit community.

DOCTOR: I don’t know, sir. But how does blaming me for a system that I had no part 
in creating change anything either? I don’t understand what you want from me.

OFFICIAL: You don’t understand… That’s the problem, isn’t it, Mr. Tickoo? You do not 
understand your role in what’s happening in Kashmir these days. That’s why you 
are receiving these notes that tell you to leave.

Pause.

DOCTOR: You know about the notes.

OFFICIAL: We know everything, Doctor saab.

DOCTOR: So, it’s not some children playing a joke on me?

OFFICIAL: No.

DOCTOR: The notes are real?

OFFICIAL: Yes.

DOCTOR: You want me to leave Kashmir?

OFFICIAL: Well, I wouldn’t say I want you to leave Kashmir specifically. But it is 
advised that you leave.

DOCTOR: Sir, this is my home.

OFFICIAL: If it were your home, don’t you think you 
would do more to address the inequalities here? 

DOCTOR: No, no. This isn’t right, sir. I am free to stay 
here if I wish.

MAN and OFFICIAL laugh.

DOCTOR: Am I not free? 

The role of the OFFICIAL 
in this scene has been 
intentionally written as 

being ambiguous. Based 
on your research and 

understanding of what is 
happening/has happened 
to Kashmiri Pandits, who 

might this archetype 
represent?
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OFFICIAL: You can stay if you like. But… we cannot be held responsible if anything 
happens to you. Consider this conversation your final warning. 

OFFICIAL and MAN exit. Silence.

NEIGHBOUR #3 stands up and goes to the DOCTOR. 
They hug. NEIGHBOUR #3 exits. 

The DOCTOR stops being able to see the audience 
members and the GUIDES. He is in his own world. He 
stares at a trunk, which has been placed in the middle of the 
room. He stares at the trunk and after a few seconds, makes 
a decision. He walks swiftly around the room, collecting 
objects that have meaning for him, placing each of them 
on the trunk: the items are somehow symbolic of Kashmir.

Finally, the DOCTOR’s glance lands on the pheran — a 
traditional Kashmiri tunic  —  that he is wearing. He 
removes it violently and throws it on the floor. As soon as it 
hits the floor, he runs to it, picks up the pheran, hugs it. He 
looks at all the objects that he has placed on the trunk. He 
takes an object or two in his hands, because he cannot take 
everything with him, no? Some objects fall to the ground 

In the process of creating 
Chronicles from Kashmir, 

the choice of cultural 
elements — like the 

song at the end of the 
scene — was left to the 

members of EKTA. 

If you were to stage this 
work in your context, 

how would you go about 
identifying these pieces 

of the puzzle? Who would 
you contact? How would 
you begin this process?

when he opens the trunk. He gazes at the fallen objects and at the objects in his hands. He climbs 
into the trunk with the objects in his hands. He closes the trunk.

Silence.

GUIDE #1 breaks out into song  —  a song associated with exodus; with migration. A few 
lines into the song, GUIDE #2 hands stone souvenirs to the audience to place in their bags. 
Meanwhile, GUIDE #1 continues to sing and the DOCTOR remains inside the trunk. Here, 
the stone souvenir for the spectator is embellished, somehow, with an image of a long line of 
migrants/refugees who are en route from one place to another. 

When GUIDE #1 finishes his song of lament, the audience 
is led to the next space down a path that is varyingly draped 
with hats; hats worn specifically by Kashmiri 
Pandits — Pandit topis as they are called.

Topi
A hat that functions as a 
marker of one’s identity


