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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 Fifteen: The Time

A room that is full of clocks. Clocks that are hung from the ceiling. Clocks that are nailed on to 
the walls. Clocks that are placed on tables, chairs, and any other surface. Clocks everywhere. 
The clocks are all out of sync and tick at different rhythms. The different pacing of the clocks 
should be obvious enough to be irritating, but not so irritating that it becomes intolerable. It’s 
a fine balance.

The floor is designed to look like a calendar — a calendar with the days of the week written 
larger than life.

In different parts of the room, there are cages: small cages; big cages. The audience members 
have to sit in the cages. One of the cages contains a young WOMAN; her cage is a chicken coop. 
Maybe there’s a live chicken in the cage with her. The WOMAN has been living in that cage 
since she witnessed the murder of her parents many years ago. She greets audience members as 
they enter. She helps the GUIDE take them to their respective cages. She speaks with them about 
the sun, the moon, and the stars. She speaks with them about the loss of her parents. Throughout 
what follows, the WOMAN walks around the audience at her will, entering their cages, playing 
with them as she sees fit.

A MAN has been seated in the middle of the room. As the audience walks in, he smiles at 
them — sweetly, sincerely. During each of the sections of text below, MAN has one action: 
adjusting the clocks. His goal, by the end of the scene, is to get all the clocks to tick together. 

The MAN stands on Wednesday. He is himself. He is adjusting the clocks as he speaks.

MAN: I pray.

I wash myself.

I ask my father how he slept.

I thank my wife for breakfast.

I think about kissing her goodbye.

I go to work. 

I work.
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I work.

I work.

I work.

I work.

I get in the car and drive myself home.

I sit in the traffic and listen to the news.

I think about the world.

I try not to lose hope.

I return from work.

I think about kissing my wife hello.

I thank her for dinner.

I ask my father about his day.

I wash myself.

I pray.

He stops playing with the clocks. He moves back to Wednesday. He performs a ritualized series 
of actions that reflect the same series in the list above: pray, wash, and so on. The rituals are 
exact. Specific. Choreographed. He does this for three minutes. Exactly.

MAN goes to Sunday. Sunday is full of bricks. He becomes a woman. The woman adjusts clocks 
while saying the lines below.

MAN  
(as woman): The first thing I do when I wake up, is look at the man who is lying next 

to me. I listen to him breathe. I watch the rise and fall of his chest. Sometimes, 
when I let myself be, I think I can love this man forever. I think that he can know 
me like no other. And then he snores. He snores. And rolls over onto his side. 
Away from me. 

Music. The actor stops adjusting the clocks. She moves to 
the bricks and begins chipping away at them. She is looking 
for something. For someone. We never know what or who. 
Just that she is searching for something. The music stops. 
The remnants of the bricks remain. She does this for three 
minutes. Approximately.

What does a philosophical 
engagement with the 

notion of time have to do 
with the experience of 

conflict (in general) and of 
Kashmir (specifically)?
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MAN moves to Friday. He becomes a child. A child who has just finished school for the week. 
The child skips around the room, adjusting the clocks while he speaks.

MAN  
(as child): Today, na… I’m going to go home and play cricket. Papa said that if my 

team wins, na, he’ll bring us back some ice cream. If my team loses… well, he’ll 
still bring us back something. (He laughs.) I just hope they don’t stop him on the 
way this time, you know? I love chocolate ice cream. It’s my favourite. And if I’m 
good, papa will get me the chocolate ice cream. 

MAN (as child) picks up markers/crayons and begins to decorate Friday with drawings of 
chocolate ice-cream cones. He draws till the box is full. He takes as long as he needs.

MAN moves to Monday. He walks with a cane. 

MAN  
(as an older  
person): Today I will make it from here to there.

He takes slow steps to a clock and adjusts it.

Today I will try to make it from here to there.

He takes slow steps and stops.

Today I should make it from here to there.

He takes slow steps to a clock and adjusts it.

Today I might make it from here to there.

He takes slow steps and stops.

Today I will get there.

He takes slow steps and stops.

Today I will.

He takes slow steps to a clock and adjusts it.

Maybe today I will. 

He takes slow steps back to Monday. 

Maybe today I will.

He sits down on Monday.
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I will.

He lies down. Places the cane beside him.

He remains laying down for a while. More than three minutes. Less than three minutes. It’s up 
to him.

The clocks have been adjusted. They are all ticking together. 

MAN stands up; he is everyone and no one. MAN notices the clocks. He begins to clap/stamp 
a rhythm that — with the sound of ticking — creates a musicality. 

GUIDES (and the audience) begin to keep the rhythm with the actor. When the rhythm has 
been established, MAN uses the rhythm to jump/hop/dance, between the days that are left. 
Between Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday. 

Each of these days is filled with a material that is lit on fire. A material that, when lit, emits light 
and smoke (incense sticks, perhaps? Or pinecones?). 

The room is full of smoke. Enough to disorient the spectators a little bit.

As he says the lines below, MAN extinguishes the smoke. Maybe with water. Something else. 
Something else that adds to the spectators’ sensorial experience.

MAN:1 To some, time is money. Time is a precious, 
even scarce, commodity. It flows fast, like a 
mountain river in the spring, and if you want to 
benefit from its passing, you have to move fast 
with it. To such people, action is everything. The 
past is over, but the present you can seize, parcel 
and package and make it work for you in the 
immediate future. 

Others ignore the passing of time if it means that 
conversations will be left unfinished. For them, 
completing a human transaction is the best way 
they can invest their time. For them, the business 
they have to do, and their close relations are so 
important, that it is irrelevant at what time they 
have to meet. The meeting is what counts. 

To some, time is cyclical. Each day the sun rises and sets, the seasons follow one 
another, the heavenly bodies revolve around us, people grow old and die, but their 
children reconstitute the process. To such people, when God made time, He made 
plenty of it.

1 (Lewis, 2014)

How do you approach 
time?

How does your 
community approach 

time?

If you had to place those 
approaches to time in 

conversation with each 
other — yours and your 

community’s — how 
would you theatricalize 

that conversation?
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To the few… time is meaningless. 

MAN goes back to Wednesday. He is himself. He is adjusting the clocks as he speaks. This time, 
the goal is to un-sync them. They begin to tick at a different rhythm again; a different lack of 
coherence than before.

MAN: I pray.

I wash myself.

My father is dead.

I thank my wife for breakfast.

I can’t stand to look at her anymore.

I go to work. 

I work.

I work.

I work.

I take the bus home.

I take the bus home so that it takes more time.

I sit in the traffic, hoping the news won’t play on the radio.

Again.

There is no point in thinking about the world.

I return from work.

I try to see the beauty in my wife.

I dream about my father.

I wash myself.

I pray.

He stops playing with the clocks. MAN goes to Sunday. Sunday is full of brick pieces. He 
becomes a woman. The woman adjusts clocks while saying the lines below.

MAN  
(as woman): The first thing I do when I wake up, is look for the man who should be 

lying next to me. I want to listen to him breathe. I want to watch the rise and fall 
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of his chest. I want to love this man forever. I want him to know me like no other. I 
want him to snore.

Music. The same music that’s slightly different. The actor stops adjusting the clocks. She moves 
to the bricks and begins trying to put them back together again. She succeeds with some. She 
throws some away. She stands up. She becomes MAN again.

GUIDE #1 begins to sing a song about time.
He teaches audience members lines of the song. 
Call and response.
Everyone sings together.
There is always time to sing.

Except the WOMAN, of course, who remains doing her own thing.
Maybe she joins the chorus.
Maybe she doesn’t.

While the song goes on, MAN becomes the child, and then the older person, then back again to 
being the man and the woman: in three(ish)-minute segments. The character in question gives 
each audience member a stone souvenir covered with something akin to Trompenaar’s model of 
time perceptions.

At the end of the song, once all audience members have their stone souvenir, MAN goes back to 
the clocks in the different characters, in three(ish)-minute segments. The WOMAN continues 
playing with her chickens. The GUIDES take the group to the next space, down a path made 
of sand.


