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The Carpenters’ Shed, FLAME 

 

Last class the six of us split up to explore various spaces of the campus. We needed to 

interact with people that worked and lived around the campus. The spaces explored were- 

Balu Tapri, Kaki Tapri, the construction site and the Carpenters’ Shed. 

I chose to explore the Carpenters’ Shed because it is a place I look at almost every day, but 

never was I aware of what truly happened. Never did I stop to consider how it was built, or 

maintained. This class I finally stopped to “really” look at the space, the people in it and 

spend some time there.  

The 5 Senses 
The first question directed at the class on Wednesday, the 18th of Feb- “What are the 5 

senses?”  

The senses are the basic tools for observation. It is the means by which we unconsciously 

take in the environment and surroundings. It is only when one becomes conscious of it that 

we can actually reflect and understand our environment.  



Sight 
The first sense I turned to when I reached the space. Trying to understand how the space appeared 

to me. I looked and it seemed to me a really rundown structure, made almost entirely of scrap. The 

roof was sheets of steel and the walls were plywood, or more sheets, placed upon a basic metal 

framework. 

I walked in. To my left 

was a massive heap of 

scrap. It contained debris 

of chairs, shelves, tables 

and almost all the 

furniture we see around 

campus.  

The floor was caked with 

sawdust. There were 

plywood and adhesive 

cans placed all around.  

The shed itself was made 

into a number of rooms. 

The first room to my right 

was a larger sitting area 

with chairs, a table and a 

number of cupboards and 

cabinets.  

As I went in further I reached the larger workspace. To my right was a bedroom, again made out of 

sheets of ply and scrap 

furniture. Adjoined was 

another small room which, 

I discovered later, served 

as a dining area and 

kitchen.  

Present in the shed were 

all of the carpenters and 

some of the other staff we 

often see around campus. 

 

 

 

The Scrap Material 

The makeshift bedroom- 1 



 

                                                 Makeshift bedroom images- 2 and 3 

      

 

  



Speech 

I first spoke to Sonu who was working in the main area. He was busy building a doorframe. He was 

the one who introduced me to the rest and showed me around. He seemed to enjoy telling me 

about the place. He showed me the various rooms and also the place where they cook and clean. He 

said that more than a workplace this is a place where they all come and relax together as well.  

In the centre of the main 

working area was a brick 

‘chulhaa’ and further 

against the wall was an 

area to wash the utensils.  

We all sat in the main room 

then and were talking. 

Amongst themselves they 

spoke in Bhojpuri, or a 

dialect that sounded much 

like it. They loved posing 

for the camera.  

However, it did take some 

time for them to actually 

feel comfortable. At first 

they found it a bit bizarre, 

but Sonu helped a great deal in letting them open up.  

  

Dishwashing area 



 

Sonu in the main working area 

Smell 

Walking in it smelt of sawdust and adhesive. The place had a typical smell of polish and the 

other musty smells of a carpenters’ workshop. Here, however, there was also a smell of 

food mixed with it. Food that smelt like freshly cooked ‘dal’ or a vegetable.  

Taste 

The first thing I associated with taste was the smell of food. A simple taste of light yellow 

dal, ‘baingan bharta’; or another grilled vegetable of the sort and hot rotis. I was invited to 

join them in the cooking and a meal later in the week, an event I’m really looking forward 

to.  

  



Sound 
A carpenter’s shed, it is not really as noisy as one would normally perceive. No constant banging, no 

sawing and no grating sound. 

Instead I was greeted with the 

sound of talk and laughter and a 

very low hammering sound. Or I 

just walked in during their break 

time. Throughout the time I spent 

there nothing sounded 

cacophonous it was very pleasant- 

some music playing on a phone 

and the sounds of people talking, 

happily. 

  

 

 

 

Touch 
It was terribly hot inside the shed; the steel roof was probably the reason. The fan as well seemed to 

be blowing hot air at us. The space was rough, all the wood unpolished. The floor was soft with 

sawdust and earth. The people were warm and they seemed to be having a good time.  

         

 

  



 


