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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 Twenty-One: The 
Disappeared & the Police

They enter a new room. There are different spaces within this one room:

• A classroom

• FATHER #1 and CHILD #1’s home

• FATHER #2 and CHILD #2’s home

• A police station

© Nandita Dinesh, CC BY 4.0  https://doi.org/10.11647/OBP.0223.34

 WATCH THE VIDEO

Two CHILDREN in a space that signifies a classroom. 
They sing the Urdu alphabet song. 

CHILD #1 & #2: Aliph mat a aam

Aliph a anaar

Be ba billi

Pe pa patang

Te ta titili

Te ta tamatar

Se sa samar

Jeem ja jahaaz

Che cha chooha

He ha hachaam

[The Urdu equivalent of “A 
for Apple; 
B for Ball;

 C for Cat;” etc.]

Aam: Mango
Anaar: Grapes

Billi: Cat
Patang: Kit

Titili: Butterfly
Tamatar: Tomato

Samar: Fruit
Jahaaz: Ship

Chooha: Mouse
Kharghosh: Rabbit

https://doi.org/10.11647/obp.0223.34
http://hdl.handle.net/20.500.12434/55ba313b
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Khe kha kharghosh

Da da darzi

Da da dol

Zaa za zakeera

At the end of the rhyme they walk to opposite ends of the room (their homes). They sit down 
and play quietly by themselves. Both fathers are already seated in the homes. FATHER #2 (of 
CHILD #2) is a policeman. Split scene.

FATHER #1: Beta, good you’re home. What did you learn in school today?

CHILD #1: We learned the Urdu alphabet nursery rhyme, papa.

FATHER #2: The Urdu alphabet? But isn’t that what you were learning two months 
ago? Are you still studying the same thing?

CHILD #2: School was closed for so many days last month na, papa, so we are still 
learning the alphabet.

FATHER #1: At this rate, I don’t know how you are going to study further and finish 
your exams.

CHILD #1: Don’t worry, papa ji. I’ll do well.

POLICEMEN enter the space with FATHER #1 and CHILD #1. When this is happening, 
FATHER #2 (CHIEF) goes to the police station space.

POLICEMEN: Hands up, in the name of the law!

CHILD #1: Daddy, Daddy, who are these people?

FATHER #1: Don’t be afraid, my darlings!

POLICEMAN: Where is your wife, Uzma?

FATHER #1: I don’t know!

CHILD #1: What do you mean, you don’t know, Daddy! Mommy is in the bathroom! 
Mommy, Mommy. They’re looking for you!

MOTHER: (enters) Who? What’s happening?

POLICEMAN: This is what’s happening! It’s all over! Silence everyone! Everyone out. 
Let’s go to the police station.

MOTHER: Not the child! They don’t know anything about it!
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POLICEMAN: Him too! Get out everyone.

They are all marched in a line to the police station.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Idiot! Why did you bring the kid?

POLICEMAN: You said everyone, Chief.

MOTHER: He is innocent.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): I’ll see if they’re not already lost. Kid: who started the Kashmir issue?

MOTHER: Answer right, answer right!

CHILD #1: Jawaharlal Nehru!

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): When?

CHILD #1: 1947.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Where?

CHILD #1: At the UN. When Pakistani forces invaded Kashmir.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Exactly! Very good! (Turns to FATHER #1) Take him home. And don’t be 

long.

POLICEMAN: Chief, what if he doesn’t return?

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): She stays here. It’s in her interest that he returns. (Turns on FATHER #1) 

Take my advice: be discreet. I’m doing you a favour. Don’t be long.

FATHER #1: What are you going to do to her?

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Nothing that I can tell you about.

MOTHER: Jehangir!

FATHER #1: Uzma, don’t worry. I’ll be back soon.
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FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Take them home. Don’t worry children, we don’t have any small sacks in 

which to put your mother and throw her away.

MOTHER: Come, children! Give Mommy a kiss. Don’t be afraid.

CHILD #1: The men seem nice, Mama!

FATHER #1 starts walking home with CHILD #1.

FATHER #1: Tell Grandma to pick up the medicines and cigarettes for me, OK?

CHILD #1: Yes, Papa.

FATHER #1: There’s rice on the stove. Have it for dinner.

CHILD #1: If you’re not there, I won’t eat any rice! I won’t eat any rice!

FATHER #1: Be good!

CHILD #1: Where are you going, Papa?

FATHER #1: I’m going to find Mama. You behave.

CHILD #1 watches FATHER #1 leave and begins to play quietly by himself. 

FATHER #1 goes to the police station. During the goodbye scene between FATHER #1 and 
CHILD #1 the POLICEMEN put a sack on the MOTHER and take her out of the room.

FATHER #1: Here I am. Where’s my wife?

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Wife? What wife?

Silence. FATHER #1 stares at the CHIEF.

FATHER #1 walks back to his house. CHILD #1 and CHILD #2 move to the classroom.

CHILD #1 and CHILD #2 are back in the classroom and they continue with alphabet song. 
CHILD #1 keeps making the same mistake on one letter (any one). Every time he makes a 
mistake, they start the song from the beginning till CHILD #2 gets frustrated.

CHILD #1 & #2: Aliph mat a aam 

Aliph a anaar

Be ba billi

Pe pa patang
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Te ta titili

Te ta tamatar

Se sa samar

Jeem ja jahaaz

Che cha chooha

Khe kha kharghosh

CHILD #2: What’s wrong with you today? Why can’t you remember this?

CHILD #1: I’m sorry… 

CHILD #2: What’s wrong?

CHILD #1: My mother hasn’t been at home for a few days. 

CHILD #2: Where has she gone?

CHILD #1: I don’t know… These policemen came to our house. They seemed nice but 
after they took us to the station, I haven’t seen my mother again.

CHILD #2: I’m sure the policemen had nothing to do with your mother not coming 
home.

CHILD #1: I’m sure you’re right. But then, where is she?

CHILD #2: What does your father say?

CHILD #1: That my mother is at my grandmother’s house.

CHILD #2: So, that’s where she is, right?

CHILD #1: I don’t believe him.

CHILD #2: Why not?

CHILD #1: He won’t take me to my grandmother’s house.

CHILD #2: Look. Let’s try the alphabet song again. That’ll take your mind off things.

They try the rhyme again. CHILD #1 makes the same mistake again. He begins to cry.

CHILD #2: Don’t cry. Please. I’m sure your mother is fine. My mother has not been 
home in a long time either and I’m OK. You’ll be fine too.

CHILD #1: Where is your mother?
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CHILD #2: She is with my grandmother.

CHILD #1: Why?

CHILD #2: I don’t know.

CHILD #1: Have you not seen her either?

CHILD #2: I see her every weekend. I go to my grandmother’s house. See, maybe your 
father is just waiting for a weekend to take you to see her.

CHILD #1: Maybe.

CHILD #2: Do you want to study some more?

CHILD #1: I don’t think so. I’m not able to focus today. Maybe we should just stop now.

CHILD #2: That’s fine. I’ll see you tomorrow?

CHILD #1: Insh’Allah.

They go back to their homes. CHILD #1 enters his house 
and plays quietly; CHILD #2 walks in when:

Insh’Allah 
If it is the will of God/ God 

willing

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): What’s wrong with you today? Why do you look so sad?

CHILD #2: Nothing, papa.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): I can tell that something happened. What is it?

CHILD #2: One of my friends, papa ji. He says that his mother isn’t at home anymore.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): What happened to her? Is she sick?

CHILD #2: No, he said that one day she was there and then some men 
came — policemen — who took her away somewhere.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): I see… Well, if they were policemen, I’m sure it was something they needed 

to ask her. Maybe his mother had some work or some relatives to visit after the 
policemen asked her their questions, and your friend doesn’t know about that. 
Don’t worry, I’m sure he’s just missing his mother and she’ll come back soon.

CHILD #2: Like my mom?
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FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Hopefully his mother will come back sooner than your mother.

CHILD #2: Where has my mama gone papa?

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): You know that already. She has gone to stay with your grandparents for a 

little while.

CHILD #2: Why? 

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): You know that grandmother is getting old and she needs some help taking 

care of grandfather. 

CHILD #2: Is that all it is?

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): What else could it be?

Pause.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): What is it, son?

CHILD #2: It’s just that… Last time I visited mama, I 
heard her talking to my grandmother. I heard her 
say that she finds it tough to live here with us. I 
heard her say that she is tired of people not treating 
her well because…

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Because…?

CHILD #2: Because you’re a police officer.

Silence. FATHER 2 exits angrily and goes to the police station. CHILD #2 sits on his own, 
dejected.

Focus goes to the other house. CHILD #1 is playing on his own when the same POLICEMEN 
as earlier enter again. 

POLICEMAN: Where is your father?

CHILD #1: I don’t know. Maybe he’s outside?

Two other POLICEMEN have found the FATHER outside and drag him in.

What are the various 
layers of identity politics 

that Kashmiri police 
officers are mired in?
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POLICEMAN: Everyone out. Let’s go to the police station.

They are all marched in a line to the police station.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Idiot! Why did you bring the kid again?

POLICEMAN: You said everyone, Chief.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): You, child. Go home.

CHILD #1 hugs his father.

CHILD #1: Papa, these people are nice, right?

FATHER #1: Don’t worry. Go home and make some tea. I’ll be back soon.

CHILD #1 walks home while the POLICEMEN put a sack on the FATHER. Then they take him 
out of the room. After a little time has passed, where CHILD #1 plays with the rice his father has 
left him, CHILD #1 goes back to the police station.

CHILD #1: Sir. Where is my father?

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Father? What father?

Silence. CHILD #1 stares at the CHIEF.

CHILD #1 and CHILD #2 move to the classroom. They are reciting the Urdu alphabet song 
again but this time, they are playing with cards that have pictures of the words next to each 
alphabet. When they reach the word Z, the picture of a policeman is shown. 

CHILD #1 & #2: Aliph mat a aam

Aliph a anaar

Be ba billi

Pe pa patang

Te ta titili

Te ta tamatar

Se sa samar

Jeem ja jahaaz

Che cha chooha
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Khe kha kharghosh

Zaa za - — .

CHILD #2 begins to tear up the card.

CHILD #1: What are you doing?

CHILD #2: Look at the picture.

CHILD #1: So? It’s a policeman.

CHILD #2: My papa is a policeman. He is not a zaalim.

Silence.
Zaalim

Oppressor

CHILD #2: He is not. He is not. HE IS NOT.

CHILD #1: That’s your opinion.

CHILD #2: No. He’s not. He works so hard. He does so much for all of us. You cannot 
call him a zaalim.

Pause.

CHILD #1: My dad has gone too.

CHILD #2: What?

CHILD #1: My dad. The same men came back. Policemen. My dad is not there anymore.

CHILD #2: So? What are you implying?

CHILD #1: Are you stupid? Policemen came for my mother and then I don’t see her 
again. They come from my father and then I don’t see him again. What do you think 
happened?

CHILD #2: I think that policemen came because your parents must have done 
something wrong.

CHILD #1: My parents did NOTHING wrong.

CHILD #2: Then the policemen would not have done anything to them. 

CHILD #1: You don’t really believe that?

CHILD #2: Yes, I do. I believe that.

CHILD #1: Then you’re really an idiot.
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CHILD #1 and CHILD #2 get into a fight. Punches are thrown till both are too tired to fight. 
Their argument unresolved, the children both go back to their respective homes. They both sit 
in their homes, dazed.

Masked men come into the home of CHILD #1.

MASKED MAN: Where is your father?

CHILD #1: My father is not here.

MASKED MAN: Where is your mother?

CHILD #1: My mother isn’t here either.

MASKED MAN: What are you doing here alone?

CHILD #1: Me? I’m not here. (He starts repeating the line with growing intensity) I am not 
here. I am not here. I am not here. I AM NOT HERE.

The MASKED MEN exchange glances, communicating their understanding that this boy has 
probably lost his mind. They leave. CHILD #1 remains there, rocking himself.

CHILD #2 is at home, cutting out the eyes from pictures of policemen in the newspaper. 
FATHER #2 walks in.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): What’s this nonsense?

CHILD #2: Papa, why do people hate you?

Pause. 

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Make me some tea.

CHILD #2: When will mamma come home?

Pause.

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Make me some tea.

CHILD #2: Papa —

FATHER #2  
(CHIEF): Make me some tea.

CHILD #2 goes to make tea. FATHER #2 (CHIEF)looks at his policeman’s hat. His expressions 
flicker. Change. He throws the hat on the ground. Picks it back up. Exits.
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CHILD #2 enters with the tea. Noticing that his father has left, CHILD #2 picks up the scissors. 
He begins to angle them toward his eyes. Just as it gets uncomfortable, when CHILD #2’s 
intentions to hurt himself become apparent —

GUIDE #1: Son —

CHILD #2 drops the tea and runs out of the room. 

The spilling of the chai brings CHILD #1 one out of his reverie. He begins to sing. 

While he sings, he picks up stone souvenirs and hands one to each audience member. The stone 
is covered with a story. Something like An Unstoppable Storm (Geelani, 2017).

As CHILD #1 finishes handing out souvenirs, the GUIDES take the audience down the next 
path, which is composed with extracts about Kashmir from school textbooks around the world. 
CHILD #1’s song can be heard on the walk.




