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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 Three: The Man  
& the Woman

The GUIDES lead everyone to a toilet. A tap drips.

MAN: Why didn’t you dry yourself? You’re getting the floor all wet.

The WOMAN shivers with cold. The MAN takes off his jacket, puts it on her shoulders. The 
WOMAN looks at it, wraps herself in the jacket.

MAN: Why didn’t you dry yourself? Wasn’t there a towel?

WOMAN: No.

MAN: What a mess! They fill the tub but don’t put 
out any towels. What about the water? Was it 
warm? …

Pause.

MAN: Was it warm?

WOMAN: No.

MAN pulls a pistol from his belt and cleans it with a rag. He shows the WOMAN his weapon.

MAN: Do you like it? It isn’t loaded.

Pause.

MAN: Why so sad? 

MAN looks at the audience.

© Nandita Dinesh, CC BY 4.0  https://doi.org/10.11647/OBP.0223.07

 WATCH THE VIDEO

Who are the MAN and the 
WOMAN in this scenario?

Who/what might they 
represent in the context 
of Kashmir’s conflicts?
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MAN: Look, there are lots of people. They’re watching us… Nothing will happen to 
you. 

Pause.

MAN: You’re not pretty with your hair all short like this. But that’s not too serious…

Pause.

MAN: Tell me, do you cut your hair? 

Pause.

MAN: You’re getting my jacket all wet. Sorry, it’s the only one I have…

MAN takes the jacket gently, shakes it, and puts it on. With a shiver.

MAN: It’s damp… Do you want it? (he points to the pistol)

WOMAN: No.

MAN: I’m leaving it for you. I have another. The jacket I can’t, it’s the only one I have, 
and I need it. Here 

He places the pistol at the WOMANS’s feet and takes the jacket. She jumps in fright.

MAN: Take it.

WOMAN: No. I don’t want to.

Pause.

MAN: Why are you squeezing your legs together? Do you want to go to the bathroom?

WOMAN: Yes.

MAN: Then go!

WOMAN: They’re… watching me.

MAN: So? We’re all adults, aren’t we? At least they are watching. 

Pause. MAN watches the WOMAN staring in one direction.

MAN: What are you doing, always looking over there? What do you see that’s so 
pretty?

MAN puts his cheek against hers. Looks in the same direction. WOMAN flinches.

MAN: I like to see people’s eyes when I talk to them… Look at me.
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Pause.

MAN: Look. At. Me. 

He caresses her with the pistol. She looks at him. MAN gestures to the pistol.

MAN: Do you want it?

WOMAN: No, no! Leave me alone!

Pause.

MAN: Would you like some different clothes?

WOMAN: No.

MAN: Always no! Why? My intentions are good. Don’t you get bored all alone?

Pause. He kicks the pistol toward her.

MAN: Take it, it doesn’t bite. But don’t squeeze the trigger. Unless…

WOMAN: Unless…

MAN: If you squeeze, it’s all over. 

Pause.

MAN: Do you have a husband?

WOMAN: No.

MAN: Well, then? Take it! 

Pause.

MAN: I’m leaving it here, on the floor. All you have to do is lean down.

WOMAN: I don’t want… anything.

MAN: I just don’t want you to suffer.

WOMAN: No.

MAN: Of course, no.

Pause. 

MAN: There’s a sun outside. It’s hot as hell. So, you don’t have a husband? Pity… I’ll 
going to tell them to heat the water up for you.
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MAN goes out. The WOMAN looks at the pistol on the floor, leans down, trembling, stretches 
her hand. Freezes in the act. Silence.

The WOMAN eventually picks up the gun. She thinks. She leaves the room with the gun. 

A few seconds later, we hear chains clanking outside the door. The WOMAN walks back in. She 
is holding the chains in her hands. She is wearing a coat. The MAN is tied up in chains. The 
WOMAN drags him in and fastens the chain to a pipe or the toilet bowl or a door, whatever best 
fits the space.

There are buckets all around the toilet that have been filled 
with cold water. Or maybe there’s a hose in the space. Or 
maybe there’s a hand shower. Using whatever implements 
are available, the WOMAN douses the MAN in cold water. 
The process is long. Arduous. Till they are both visibly 
exhausted by the process. 

What are the different 
ways to understand the 
significance of water in 

this scene?

The WOMAN watches the MAN for a few long moments.

WOMAN: You’re getting the floor all wet.

Pause.

WOMAN: Why so sad?

Pause.

WOMAN: Do you know why you’re here?

MAN: No.

WOMAN: You don’t know?

MAN: No.

WOMAN: You don’t recognize me?

MAN: No.

WOMAN smiles. She pulls out the gun. She caresses the MAN’s face with the gun. She puts 
the gun in front of him, the way he did to her.

WOMAN: It’ll come to you.

Silence. A flash of recognition.

WOMAN: Now you remember, don’t you?

MAN: Look — I know — I’m sorry for what happened to —
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WOMAN: You’re sorry? 

MAN: Yes.

WOMAN: For what?

MAN: For what happened the last time we met.

WOMAN: So, you do remember.

MAN: You were the woman we took from the house.

WOMAN: No.

MAN: The woman we took from the shop.

WOMAN: No.

MAN: The woman we took from the street.

WOMAN: There have been so many of us, have there?

MAN: The bus? 

The hotel? 

The market? 

The river? 

The school?

The WOMAN sits in front of the MAN.

MAN: You’re the woman we took from the school.

Silence.

WOMAN: Why did you come to the school that day?

Silence.

WOMAN: Do you have a wife?

MAN: No.

WOMAN: A sister?

MAN: No.

WOMAN: You have a mother.
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WOMAN: Imagine this. Your mother is in a place 
where she feels safe. She is in a place where she 
does her best to move beyond the chaos around 
her. A place where she is happy. 

And then, one day, some men come to that place. 
They rip it apart. They break down the walls. They 
tear up the floors. 

What are the various 
gender dynamics that are 

at play in this scene?

How do these dynamics 
get muddled when the 

WOMAN is portrayed by 
a male actor (as in the 

video)? They take your mother to places that… places that 
no woman, no person, should ever have to go to. 

The men, some of them have their reasons. Some of them don’t. They take your 
mother because they can take her. Because they have the power to take her. Because 
they are men, after all. Those men can take your mother wherever and whenever 
they want. And there is nothing that she can do about. 

After all, she is a woman. After all, this is a war…

Your mother comes back a different person. She is never the same again. No place 
is safe for her anymore. 

What do you tell that mother?

Silence.

WOMAN: What do you tell that mother?

Silence.

WOMAN: What do you tell that mother?

Getting no response, the WOMAN goes close to the MAN. She jabs at him with the pistol. 
Slaps him around. Still getting no answer, she puts the gun down and grabs his collar, shaking 
him till he responds. 

WOMAN: What do you tell that mother?

What do you tell that mother?

What do you tell that mother?

What do you tell that mother?

What do you tell that mother?

WHAT DO YOU TELL THAT —

Silence.
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MAN: I TELL HER THAT SHE’S A WOMAN AND SHE HAS TO DEAL WITH IT.

Silence. The WOMAN smiles.

WOMAN: You tell her she’s a woman, and she has to deal with it.

MAN: Yes.

Long silence. 

WOMAN: I think I’m going to kill you.

MAN: Maybe you should.

WOMAN: Maybe I should.

MAN: But.

WOMAN: But?

MAN: That would make you become like me.

WOMAN: Who says I am not already like you?

MAN: Don’t you want to be better?

WOMAN: In this context, to become more like you is to be better.

Silence.

MAN: What are you going to do to me?

She throws a pile of women’s clothes in front of the MAN.

WOMAN: I want you to put those on.

MAN hesitates. The WOMAN picks up the gun. The MAN starts to dress himself in women’s 
clothes. He stands there, in the middle of the toilet an absurd figure, in women’s clothes and in 
chains. The WOMAN watches him carefully.

WOMAN: Sit down.

The MAN sits down again. The WOMAN gives him a 
chore to complete: she puts a bucket of flour and water in 
front of the MAN.

WOMAN: I want you to make rotis.

Rotis
A kind of bread

The MAN hesitates. He begins to knead the dough and flour. The WOMAN watches him do 
this.



Chronicles from Kashmir62 

WOMAN: My father didn’t know how to boil water. If my mother went somewhere 
for a day, he couldn’t eat. He was so… helpless. But the arrogance of that man. He 
masked his helplessness with arrogance. He pushed her around. He used her. He 
loved her. But he pushed her around. And the funny thing is, she thought it was 
the most normal thing in the world. For him to be helplessly arrogant and for her 
to allow him to carry on that charade… My father didn’t know how to boil water.

MAN: So, this is your revenge? To demean me the way your father demeaned your 
mother.

WOMAN: You find this demeaning? To be dressed as a woman and to make rotis?

Pause.

WOMAN: Tell me about your parents. What were they like?

MAN: Same as yours, I guess. My mother ran the home and my father —

WOMAN: Ran her?

Pause.

WOMAN: And?

MAN: And?

Silence.

WOMAN: How many women did you bring to this place? A hundred? Two hundred? 
Five hundred? More?

MAN: I don’t remember.

WOMAN: And the way you treated these women, was it the way your father treated 
your mother?

MAN: Those are completely different things.

WOMAN: Are they?

MAN: Yes. This is a war.

WOMAN: So is marriage, for many people… 

Pause.

WOMAN: So? How did you treat those women?

MAN: I tried to be gentle.
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WOMAN: You did?

MAN: I tried to ask for what I wanted with respect.

WOMAN: Really?

MAN: Yes.

WOMAN: With respect.

MAN: Yes, but…

WOMAN: But…?

MAN: But that didn’t work.

WOMAN: Why didn’t it work?

MAN: The women never cooperated when I treated 
them with respect.

WOMAN: I see. But they cooperated when you were disrespectful?

Our choices about 
performers were based 
solely on logistics: who 
was able to travel that 
year; who was willing/

able to take on a 
particular role. 

That said, Chronicles from 
Kashmir could be seen as 
a very heteronormative 
text. Would you agree 
or disagree with this 

statement? Why?

Pause. MAN looks at the WOMAN.

WOMAN: Were you always the one questioning the 
women?

MAN: Yes.

WOMAN: Women are your specialty?

The WOMAN laughs.

MAN: Look, I’m sorry about what happened to you. 
But I was only doing what I was told.

WOMAN: Sure, you were. Only doing what you 
were told. What you’ve been taught. By every 
man you’ve known…. Right? How to get what you 
want from a woman?

MAN: I’m sorry that you were brought here. I’m 
sorry for whatever happened to you. 

WOMAN: Thanks.

MAN: But killing me isn’t the answer.

WOMAN: No?

When we talk about 
change, in relation to 

social justice, what do we 
mean? 

Are we speaking about a 
tangible, visible change in 
particular socio-economic 

or political conditions? 

Or does change also refer 
to intangible shifts of 

consciousness? 

Or, when we speak of 
change, do we mean 

shifts that lead to new 
mistakes, rather than a 
repetition of old ones? 

Or, are we referring to 
change as choices that do 

less harm than others?
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MAN: No.

WOMAN: So, what is the answer?

MAN: It depends on what you’re looking for.

WOMAN: What if I don’t know what I’m looking for?

MAN: Then doing this to me, killing me even, isn’t going to change anything.

WOMAN: Maybe not. Maybe in the grand scheme of the world, or this war, it won’t 
change anything. But for me, killing you can change everything.

MAN: But what if you make things worse?

WOMAN: Things can’t get worse.

MAN: Things can always get worse.

WOMAN: Killing you… will change things. Better or worse, I don’t care. But something 
needs to change.

MAN: You just want a change.

WOMAN: Yes.

MAN: Then you should do it. You should kill me. Just get it over with.

Pause.

WOMAN: You done with the rotis?

MAN nods.

WOMAN: Stand up.

MAN stands up.

WOMAN: Take off those clothes.

MAN takes off the women’s clothes he has been wearing. 
When he is back in his male clothes, WOMAN stands in 
front of him. She lifts the gun up in front of him. They lock 
eyes. Freeze.

The tap still drips.

As the WOMAN and MAN stand in silence, staring at 
each other with a gun between them, the GUIDES hand out 

What is the dramatic/
literary potential of 

ending this scene as a 
frozen vignette? As an 

unknown? 

What impact might 
have been achieved by 

unfreezing this moment 
and ending the scene by 

having the WOMAN shoot 
the MAN?
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stone souvenirs for the audience to keep inside their bags. Here, the souvenirs are accompanied 
by text along the lines of Women & War (Rana & Berry, 2015).

Once everyone in the audience receives their stone souvenirs, they are guided to the next space 
through a path down which they have to walk while performing a task. Perhaps they all have 
to keep a ball in the air while they walk — dropping the ball would result in the whole group 
having to go back to the starting point and begin walking the path again. The GUIDES need to 
say nothing more or less than: “We need to keep the ball in the air while we walk. If we 
don’t, we have to go back and start our walk again.”




