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“The World is a book, and those who do not travel read only a page.”


— Saint Augustine




Introduction


When I was fifteen, I visited Paris with a group of other teenagers. Everyone had an Instamatic camera and snapped pictures of the Eiffel Tower, the Louvre, Notre Dame. Being a snotty and contrarian teenager, I complained that all we were doing was taking the same snapshots as every tourist since the dawn of photo-graphy. If we were going to have such a cookie-cutter experience, I would just buy postcards. After all, they were better photographs than my companions were taking anyway.
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Like most travelers, I wanted to be able to see the great sights of Paris from my own particular vantage, to have my very own experience rather than a prepackaged, generic tour. I didn’t want to read the same paragraphs in the same guidebooks, listen to the same canned narration from droning tour guides, plunder the same souvenir stands as billions before me. I wanted to be like Lewis and Clark, like Marco Polo, like Neil Armstrong—the first stranger in a strange land.
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The wonderful artists in this book have solved the problem that irked my younger self. They, too, want to see the world through their own eyes, whether it be a Burmese temple, a Tuscan palazzo or the parking lot of the local Costco. They want to stop and drink it in, refresh their eyes and minds, dismiss preconceptions and replace them with wonder. They know that to truly see the places one has traveled so far to see, one need only pack along a pen and a sketchbook.


The travelers I have assembled in the pages that follow have voyaged all over the world, and they have embarked from every corner of it, too. Frenchmen who love New York, New Yorkers who visited China, San Franciscans in Rome, Italians in Africa, small town folks who enjoy being overwhelmed by big cities, and day trippers and long-distance adventurers. Some are professional animators, designers, illustrators and artists, but equally many are happy amateurs with no loftier ambitions, for whom drawing is a passion and a companion. And no matter where they hail from or where they’re headed, no matter how they earn their airfare, there’s remarkable similarity in their experiences and passions.


When we document a journey in a sketchbook, we discover the difference between vacationing and traveling; we become adventurers, discovering new worlds through a thousand tiny details. Unlike those who hide behind a pudgy mystery novel and a piña colada while plopped in a poolside lounge chair, the travel journal keeper clears his mind, refreshes his eyeballs and builds a cache of enduring memories.


Almost everyone in this book agrees. Drawing while traveling has made them more deeply in love with both, has rekindled their love of sketching and has made travel something they plan for and look forward to for years.


They discover the differences and particularities of each destination through drawing: the unique flow of every city, the specific lines that make up each city’s signature, the way people dress and park and eat and shop. They record thoughts and overheard conversations, as well as maps of their personal paths, phone numbers for hotels, restaurant recommendations, airline flight numbers.


Eventually, they travel because they draw, rather than vice versa. They learn that drawing is like an excited travel companion who rouses you out of bed at dawn, waving a map in your sleepy face, insisting you get up and start drawing breakfast right away.


For some, drawing is a solitary absorbing activity. Most of us have understanding spouses who are used to leaving us for an hour to squat on a stool and sketch a cathedral or a bus stop while they visit the shops and museums. Drawing is also a great icebreaker, a wonderful way to meet locals who are used to ignoring the busloads of indistinguishable tourists. They want to know how our fresh eyes see their world, made all too familiar and unexceptional to them by routine.


Drawing is also a great group activity—as so many in the so-called “urban sketcher” community have discovered, traveling around their hometowns with a group of new friends to draw and capture familiar neighborhoods made new again.


I intend for this book to welcome you into this community.


I have asked this book’s contributors to open their journals and share themselves, their personal histories, their trade secrets, the contents of their art supply bags. In turn, they have been enormously honest and generous.


They have come to art through many doorways. Most remember drawing incessantly as little children. All too many lost the pleasures of art in adolescence, only to rediscover it when they grew older and more contemplative. Many were dissuaded from following their calling by concerned parents or cynical teachers but then discovered fresh sprouts of creativity emerging as they embarked on more conventional career paths. The drive to create could not be utterly extinguished. Art became an affair on the side that soon grew into an obsession, one that called them to the romance of faraway places.


This book is full of memories, of autobiographies, of souvenirs. It has few recommendations about where to eat, to stay, to visit, but lots of advice on the brands of paint and pens and paper you should pack in your bags. I discovered in interviewing people for the book that to talk about art and travel is to talk about life—to learn people’s stories and their loves. Sketchbooks reveal that though we may travel to the same points on the map, we are each actually visiting very different places. These pages show how all of our accumulated experiences make different impacts upon us, create different windows through which we look. Two artists sitting side by side with their sketchbooks produce very disparate records of the experience. And even the same person, returning to a place visited long ago, produces a new impression as time passes. Our sketchbooks become records of these changes and perspectives—invaluable slices of personal history that we can revisit and look deeper into time and again.


The collection of filled-up sketchbooks becomes the most valuable of souvenirs, sitting on a shelf in a place of honor. And the act of filling these travel journals continues to have an effect on the artist when she returns home. Suddenly she sees her mall or her sidewalk as she saw those in foreign climes, her eyes are opened to the everyday things, she becomes an explorer in her own hometown.


Every artist I spoke to concluded his or her part with a variation of the same advice: Join us. Keep a travel journal and draw the things you see every day on your trip. The point is not to create works of art that will hang in galleries or museums but to form a permanent record of your experience, one that you can return to when you want to recapture the nuance and the revelations you discovered on your trip. Don’t worry about the quality of the drawings. Don’t be intimidated by the many lovely images you will soon discover within the pages of this book. Make your own images, and you will make your own memories. If you persevere, your persistence will result in a lifelong habit that will take you on many adventures to come.


Let me tell you about some of mine:


I was born a traveler. I traveled across oceans on a ship when I was two years old. I lived in Lahore, Pakistan, and I spoke Urdu when I was four. I traveled to Swat, to Queensland, to Pittsburgh, and I went to three different schools in Australia—all before I was eight. I lived on a kibbutz; I rode a bullock; I slept on a Kashmiri houseboat. I took transcontinental flights alone and switched at the Bangkok airport before I was ten. I wore out passports. Then, when I was thirteen, I came to New York City on the SS Rafaello and hung up my travel bags. My peripatetic youth was behind me and I was determined to become an American.


In college, in search of America, I rode a Greyhound bus down to Charlotte and Atlanta, across to Galveston, back up through Nashville—and was bored at every stop. From then on, if I had to travel somewhere on vacation, I chose a place with a nice beach, a nice lounge chair and a regular supply of cold beer. I lost all interest in things foreign, in seeing how the other half lived.


My job in advertising forced me to travel quite often. I shot commercials in Japan, Sydney, LA, San Diego, San Francisco, Chicago, Miami … and all I could think of the whole time was the drive back from JFK to my home in Greenwich Village.


And then in my mid-thirties, I began to draw. I discovered the enormous pleasure of recording my life in a sketchbook. I drew the contents of my house, my breakfast, fire hydrants, the benches in the park. Through drawing, I discovered the beauty of the ten thousand things around me. I really saw them for the very first time. I got to know New York in ways I hadn’t in the twenty years that I’d lived here.


I discovered that when I drew something, I remembered it in deepest detail. I remember the way the light fell on the building, the sounds birds made as they flew overhead, every item in a shop window, conversations I overheard, and life all around me became richer and more vivid because I was doing this simple thing: drawing with a pen in a book.


After a year or two of recording my life at home, I brought my sketchbook with me on my business trips. I started to draw the other people on the plane, the airports and the cities I visited. Soon I was not only recording the things I came across, I was actively seeking things to draw. I would go on adventures, visit new neighborhoods, see the sights—all in order to record in my little book with my pen. Instead of rushing for the first plane available after the meeting ended, I started to take my time. I got to know the cities I was visiting, and I discovered that drawing made the experience richer and etched it deep in my memory.


I was blessed with a patient wife who was willing, even happy, to come with me on rambles through Paris and London and Florence and beyond in search of things to draw. We would sit together and I would draw the canals of Amsterdam, the palms in Santa Monica, the sex shows in Berlin. Now I can flip open any one of these books and suddenly find myself reliving those adventures.


Over the years, my ambitions began to expand. I’d started with a simple ballpoint pen and an inexpensive sketchbook but eventually wanted to color and vary my lines to suit the places I was visiting.


On my first trip to Florence, I decided to draw with brush markers. I looked through pictures of Tuscany and went to the art store to buy every kind of yellow and orange and red and dark green marker I could find. I discovered that each place has its own palette, and the moods that each evoked in me determined the way that I drew and painted. When I painted Dubai, I brought very intense colors—not because the city is particularly colorful but because the intense heat made me want to express myself intensely. One Easter we spent a long weekend in Paris and I captured the mist and the light drizzle entirely in shades of gray Sumi ink.


I became a more practical traveling artist. Tired of sitting on stone sidewalks in the blazing sun, I visited camping stores to buy a folding stool and collapsing cups. I started buying guidebooks. I wanted to see what it was that other people found so interesting about the places I visited before I went off on my own adventures. I exhausted myself, springing out of bed at first light and marching back and forth across Rome until the moon was rising, the shadows were long and I could barely see my sketchbook page. When I’m drawing, I drink deeply from the places I visit.


Ever since my son was able to pick up a pen, he drew alongside me. It was a wonderful way of bonding and appreciating the sites together. Unlike other kids, Jack would never get bored visiting cathedrals or museums. He’d just haul out his pad and his pen and draw the wonders in front of him.


Every so often, while I drew on location, I saw a kindred spirit hunched over his or her sketchbook. I always wondered if they were having the same experience that I was. This book proves that they were.


It contains pages that contain the world. It’s so interesting to see the similarities and differences in what we capture in the places we visit. There are those who focus on architecture and buildings and those who draw food. Some draw unusual cars, strange fire hydrants, street signs, cafés, fashion … Travel opens different eyes to different things, shows things we’ve never seen before, shows the world from entirely new angles. That’s the power of drawing and the power of travel. They both make the familiar unfamiliar and vice versa. They show what we all have in common and they show what we may have missed thanks to preconceptions that have marred our vision.
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I learned an enormous amount putting this book together. It inspired me and challenged me. I hope it does the same for you. And I hope that the next time you travel, alongside your camera and your guidebook, you’ll pack a trusty sketchbook and pen.
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Ken Avidor


Professional artist Ken Avidor and his wife Roberta recently moved to a loft in the Union Depot train station in Saint Paul, Minnesota. Roberta and Ken are planning many sketching adventures from the new home. www.avidorstudios.com
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I was born in Brooklyn, New York, and I grew up in Westchester, New York, a suburb north of NYC. I moved to Manhattan in the 1970s. I live with my wife, Roberta, and two daughters in Minneapolis, Minnesota. My genius wife brings home most of the bacon. I am also a freelance illustrator, occasional courtroom sketch artist, blogger and co-author of The Madness of Michele Bachmann (2011, Wiley).
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I always drew pictures. My mom and dad were not artists, but they were avid museumgoers. My dad collected art books, mostly about old masters. Those books influenced me a great deal, but my brother introduced me to Mad Magazine and underground comics so you will likely see a greater influence there. My artwork sometimes got me in trouble at school; the teachers and authorities at my school were not too keen on satire. I remember getting sent to the principal’s office for sketches.


My first travel journal was more a sketchbook for a trip to Florida in the 1980s. I did it in ballpoint pen on crappy bond paper. My journaling guru Roz Stendahl was horrified when I showed it to her. I use much better paper and ink now, mainly because I don’t want to incur the wrath of Roz … and my stuff looks better. Before 2000, I sketched in spiral-bound notebooks with pencils and ballpoint pens. In 1999, Roberta and I were invited to participate in the Minnesota Journal 2000 Project. Under the tutelage of Roz, Linda Koutsky and Mark Odegard, I learned to combine my sketching and writing into a narrative and my life became an open book. I continued to keep a journal for each year, with an entry every day.


I think sketching makes me notice things simply because I spend a lot of time looking at them. Also, I like showing my journal to the locals because they usually enjoy seeing how an artist views the place they live. It certainly helps to sketch during the boring parts—I have a lot of sketches of airports, trains and buses.


I am always looking for things to sketch. What I look for are subjects that are unique for artistic reasons that make me want to draw them—shape, color, texture, etc. I also look for subjects that are interesting not just for me but also for readers of my journal. Naturally, if I visit a place with landmarks, I will sketch the landmark, but I will try to document the landmark as it existed for me at that moment; with food vendors, litter, tourists, guides, bored kids, warts and all. A lot of people sketch buildings and streets without people. What a mistake. People, particularly tourists, are way fun to draw. If I have time, I’ll add text to explain what I drew. I sometimes include a pictorial map of the journey. My maps are particularly useful for bike trips because I include useful stuff like mileage and where to get food and water in case we bike the route again or recommend the trip to someone else.


My travel journaling is in my annual journal. It helps to know which year the trip was and what happened before I left on the journey and what happened when I returned. I have a terrible memory, and my journals not only help me with the who, what, where and when, but also how I felt at the time. Since I carry my annual journal nearly everywhere, I am able to explain visually to someone who says, “How was your trip?” When I travel, I have more time to sketch. One problem is I tend not to sketch when I’m having fun or doing something exciting. I sketch more when I’m waiting for a plane or a train. I have to make sure I have time to sketch interesting things, or it will look like I had a boring trip. Sometimes that means telling my traveling companions to go ahead without me while I sketch something. I then have to catch up with them (or search for them) after I finish the sketch. My friends and family are used to it. It helps that my wife does the same thing.


I volunteered to be the administrator for the local Twin Cities Urban Sketchers blog. Sometimes we have “sketch-outs.” I participated in a recent sketch-out at a favorite tourist attraction, the Stone Arch Bridge, an old railroad bridge built in 1883 and now restricted to pedestrians, bicyclists and the occasional police car and faux trolley. I had less than three hours to sketch, but I was determined to sketch as much as possible—the bridge, the people and the views from the bridge. It helped to have a bicycle to zip from one spot to the other. I got it all on two facing pages. When I want to get a lot of sketching done, I start with a rough plan and add stuff as I go along. It’s fun when it works out.


The thought that often occurs to me is I am the first person to sketch this. If it’s a well-known site, the challenge is to portray it a different way—my way. It’s kind of territorial, like a dog marking a tree.


When I sketch, I like to jump right into the ink instead of ink over pencil, which is how I do my comics and illus-trations. I use India ink in my comics and illustrations and color with PhotoShop. I use water-soluble, fountain pen ink (Parker) so I have to be careful about moisture—no sneezing or drinking beverages allowed while looking at my journals. I color my sketches with colored pencils. I hand letter my journals. I sometimes hand letter my comics, but mostly I use a font created by a friend using my lettering. I’m very conscious of design. I want my journals to look like an illustrated book. The challenge is to arrange the sketches and text on facing pages in a readable and interesting composition. Of course, I don’t know what will happen in the future. It’s a fun challenge.


There are certain things I draw time and again. I sketch cell phone towers and security cameras. I like to sketch manufactured things that people take for granted, such as clothes, cars, cell phones. The design of these kinds of things changes over time. I also occasionally sketch the signs outside of gas stations to record what the gas price was that day. When I look at my older journals, even those that are only a few years old, that’s the kind of detail that really records the passage of time.


I pack a leather shoulder bag with my journals wrapped in plastic to protect them from moisture. I have several fountain pens—I use a Rotring pen with an extra-fine nib. I carry two Rotring pens with siphon cartridges. I keep disposable cartridges in case I run out of ink. I have colored pencils, mostly Prismacolor, in a zippered case. I use a single-edge blade to sharpen the pencils (except when I sketch in court or travel by plane). I pack binoculars and a book light for low-light situations such as bars. I recommend bicycling—you notice more when you bike and you can usually stop and turn around whenever you want.


I like to work from a brown midtone so I use Cachet “earthbound” recycled sketchbooks by Daler-Rowney. I sometimes use Strathmore sketchbooks when I need white paper. My favorite art store is Wet Paint in Saint Paul.


My journals have that lived-in look—they start out neat and clean and end up beat-up, dirty, stained and ragged. I glue some things into my journal: tickets, stickers and other stuff that relates to the places I’ve sketched. I sometimes write phone numbers and other info in the back because I carry the journal everywhere. A lot of stuff accidentally finds a way into my journals. I have more than a few squashed bugs. Raindrops indicate what the weather was at the time. My Mom once spilled orange juice over one of my journals in a very artistic way.


I keep all my journals on a bookshelf in my studio, except for my 2000 journal, which is stored in the Minnesota History Center. I hope my journals will find a nice, safe place after I’m gone. I think there’s some historical value to some of them.
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I tell people not to worry about making mistakes: Most people won’t see the mistake. Sometimes mistakes become a different way of drawing something—the artist’s unique way of drawing something. Also, I think it’s better to draw what I feel about the object or person instead of “eyeballing” it. We’re not cameras. When I see a painting or drawing that conveys what another artist feels, I get goose bumps.
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Roberta Avidor


Professional artist Roberta Avidor and her husband Ken recently moved to a loft in the Union Depot train station in Saint Paul, Minnesota. They are planning many sketching adventures from the new home. www.avidorstudios.com
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I grew up mainly in Kalamazoo, Michigan. I moved to New York City to go to art school one year after graduating high school. I lived there for thirteen years, then I moved to Minneapolis, Minnesota.
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I started drawing about the same time that I could pick up a pencil. My first memory is of drawing the horses down the street. My urge to draw came mostly from the fascination with horses and secondarily from an urge to make art.


The only place that I drew on vacation was in New York City. After the workday ended, my aunt would let me sit at her drawing table and use her materials. I remember visiting the Guggenheim Museum back in 1959, shortly after it opened. I was so inspired by the kooky architecture (I was five years old) that I went back to the apartment and did a drawing of the inside. I came across it many years later and laughed because I realized that I had also captured the fashion of the day: In the foreground was a lady with white gloves and a mink stole! Unfortunately, that drawing has been lost.


I attended Parsons School of Design, which was grueling but fun. We were expected to attain the skills of the famous illustrators of the day, which means that we had to learn to draw realistically with special emphasis on drawing the human figure. That emphasis has made me strive to capture the “look” of today’s people when I draw them in my journals.


Currently I work as a freelance illustrator in Minneapolis. I do quite a bit of marker art for Target for their various catalogs. My illustrated map projects have become more numerous in the past year, much to my delight.


All places seem much more interesting when you draw them. It can be a good challenge to try to make more out of a scene than what’s really there. Some places are just chock-full of material, though. I love drawing in Chinatown, New York, for instance.


Once I draw something, it’s etched in my mind, more or less. If I need to draw a brownstone building in New York, for example, I can pretty much draw a decent representation of one from memory because I’ve previously taken the time to sketch one on the spot. Journaling seems to solidify memories of a trip. You’re recording all sorts of things when you’re drawing: the light at that moment, the look of the people, the scale of the surroundings. I love looking back on my drawings. I can almost feel the intensity of the sun, the breezes, the annoying bugs and even the smells.


I have frequently referred to my journal drawings in the course of creating artwork for a job. One of my professional specialties is creating illustrated maps. These maps can require all sorts of subject matter, so I’ve referred to my journals for animals, buildings, people, trees. There’s a close relationship between my journal drawing and the maps because they both deal with sense of place.


The one rule I have in my sketchbook is that a drawing has to be as well composed as possible. It could be many little vignettes or one big drawing, but I try to accommodate the writing into it as well. It’s not always as well composed as I think it could be, but it is spontaneous, so I can’t be too critical. And that’s one of the big challenges—to have the spontaneity but still be well composed. I’ve been inspired by fellow sketch journal keepers who are very good at that.


I’ve been editing down my travel kit. I don’t have tolerance for excess materials, probably because, for the most part, I’m on foot, bike or mass transit and don’t want to be schlepping any excess anything. I bring a couple of good pens (I like the waterproof Microns, sizes 5 mm and 8 mm), about four or five watercolor pencils in different colors (I like the Derwent brand), the Van Gogh traveling watercolor set of twelve pan colors, an empty 10 oz. plastic jar for water, and three or four favorite watercolor brushes (sizes 3, 8 and 10). And the journal, of course. If I have room, I’ll take the little three-legged folding camping stool so I can sit wherever I need to.


I really like the Moleskine books. I’ve just finished one with the 5″ × 8″ horizontal format. It’s perfect for doing panoramic scenes. And the paper stands up to multiple watercolor layers. Moleskines can be bought at any good art store.


The book format keeps the work organized and gives it a flow. I don’t have to think about what I’m going to do with the drawings after I get home. They’re all there, one right after another. They may not be all wonderful, but I don’t care so much about that anymore.


I like to occasionally glue in a ticket stub, business card or some other such piece. It adds historical interest, especially if there’s a price printed on it. I glued a list from a grocery store in one of my older journals, thinking that this would be a good snapshot of prices of the day, but unfortunately it was one of those thermal printed receipts and now all the items and prices are faded and practically illegible.


My journal sketchbooks occupy a shelf in my studio. I try to keep them in good shape, but I kind of like the bent corners and fraying edges. They’re more or less in order and are accessible to anyone who wants to look at them.
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Two bits of advice: (1) Put your name and phone number on the inside cover! I never would have gotten one of my journals back if I didn’t have that info in there: (2) Don’t let perceived lack of skill or experience keep you from starting a sketch journal. It’s one of the best ways to witness your own growth as an artist. It will help you become a keener observer and add more meaning to your travels.
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Chris Buchholz


Chris Buchholz studied graphic design at a small community college in Pennsylvania, worked in the design field for several years and then decided to pursue another career as a missionary. He currently lives and works in the Dominican Republic where he met his wife. www.sketchbuch.blogspot.com
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For me, my sketchbook is the ultimate passport. When I’m traveling with my sketchbook in hand, I seem to slide easily into cultures and conversations. When I’m drawing, the locals let me into their world, accepting me as if I were one of them. This self-issued passport, the sketchbook, is what gets me into the heart of the place—into the dining rooms, front porches, hidden alleys and into the most fascinating conversations.
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There’s something about drawing that makes a person approachable, and I love that. How many times have you taken a digital photo and had a complete stranger come up and peer at the camera’s screen in order to see the photo you took? It never happens with photography, but it happens all the time when I’m drawing in my sketchbook. What’s interesting, too, is that when people come up to look at a drawing, they seem to understand that they are looking at a piece of your soul, and they want to reimburse you with a piece of theirs. They might offer up a piece of personal information that they would rarely share with any old stranger, or they might tell you about their uncle who has experimented with watercolors, or they might even show you their own art.


A sketchbook is also the ultimate souvenir. In my sketchbook, I’m able to capture the colors and feelings, the speed and confusion or the slow lull of the journey. In my sketchbook I can pinpoint what I really like about a place. Sometimes it might be something really insignificant, such as the pattern on the curtains, the streetlights or even the trash cans. If I draw a beautifully designed and architected building from another era or a tropical beach lit by the setting sun, I own it. And I don’t mean that in a selfish way, as if it’s property that only I can own, but rather it’s as if I were a shareholder of everything I see and draw. It always feels like time well spent.


I usually select a blank sketchbook for the sole purpose of starting and finishing it on the trip. For that reason I like using somewhat smaller books on trips, depending on the length of the trip. If I go on a trip and bring a sketchbook that I know I can’t fill, I end up drawing less. I simply like the idea of a whole book dedicated to one trip, as short as that trip may be. I once filled one of the credit card-sized Moleskine notebooks on a two-day trip to the beach. I selected the theme “Things found on the beach,” and I spent the whole two days crouched over washed up seashells, cigarette butts, bottle caps and other various beach objects. Sometimes I like to work with a really narrow focus, just one specific theme. For example, right now I’m working on a book filled with Dominican motorcycles and their riders. I find that working this way opens my eyes to things I hadn’t noticed before.


My pen of choice is the Faber-Castell PITT pen in various sizes. I use black mostly, but I also love the brown and the sanguine color. I’ve been thrilled lately with the fact that I just recently figured out that you can refill PITT pens with the ink of your choice. I’ve been filling them with different colored inks, and I’ve even been experimenting with filling them with Dr. Martin’s. I generally use Winsor & Newton artist brand watercolors for the coloring, although lately I’ve been experimenting with colored pencils and I love the results. I predominantly use the Niji Waterbrush for the brushwork, and I love the fact that I can fill it up with water from the place I’m drawing. There’s something cool to me about being able to fill your brush with water from a beautiful fountain in Italy and then paint that fountain. I would say that my favorite travel journal would be the Moleskine pocket-size sketchbook. I really like the yellowed pages and the way the paper seems to slightly resist the watercolor to produce unexpectedly interesting results. I love finding old books to paint in as well. One of my favorite travel sketchbooks is an old register book that my great-aunt owned. It has entries in it that date back to the late 1800s. I was shocked by how well the old yellowed paper handled the strong tones of Dr. Martin’s inks. That particular book was also filled with beautiful lightly penciled handwriting from another era; I just drew over top of it and it added a wonderful quality to my drawings.
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I felt compelled to include a sketch I did while sitting in a restaurant at the beach. At the time I was reading something by John Steinbeck and I copied in the sketch something he said, which seems quite relevant now. He said, “…that we do not take a trip; a trip takes us.” He then compared a journey to a marriage, adding, “the certain way to be wrong is to think you control it.” I think those words in many ways apply to a sketchbook as well. Sometimes I have certain preconceived ideas of how my travel sketchbook should look even before I’ve taken the trip. But I’ve learned over the years to just go with the flow of the journey and let the journey alter my book however it will. It used to really bug me when I’d start to draw something only to have it suddenly move or change. But now I think that the best spreads come out of trying circumstances like that. If I have a page that I really don’t like, I just keep drawing until I like it. If I really don’t like it, I sometimes put a light white gauche over top and let it serve as a muted backdrop for another drawing. I’ve gotten some really interesting results doing that.
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Suzanne Cabrera


Suzanne Cabrera grew up in the mountains of North Carolina. Today she lives in Greensboro where she and her husband run a small illustration and design firm called Cabrera Creative. www.anopensketchbook.com;
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As a child, I drew my first picture, a turkey, at eighteen months. I must have fallen in love immediately, as this is my first real memory. I feel like drawing was always something that made me feel special. My parents always encouraged this passion. They even found humor in the way I drew the backs of peoples’ heads during church services.
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In the past I’ve traveled whenever an opportunity presented itself. The same holds true now, but I have a little more luggage. As a new mother to twin baby boys, my excursions are fewer and far between. However, I still have a little sketchbook packed in my diaper bag, just in case.
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