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In November 2004 Sarah Kinsley began a journey through 
Thailand, India, Nepal, and China.  Sarah Ωs energy and 

spirit are suggested in these few words from the Bengali 

Polymath, Rabindranath Tagore:

I want to roam about and see all the wide world, yet I 
also yearn for a sheltered little nook .

Extending well beyond the typical curiosity of  a cultural 

tourist, her voyage was a Yatra , a spiritual or sacred 

journey.  Amidst the details of  trains, tourism and travel, 

she made time for Movement, Breath, and Stillness .  



In order to organize and archive her memories, she 

purchased two rustic Greenergy scrapbooks.  Each of  

these burst at the binding with mementoes, pictures, 

quotes, multi -lingual scripts, postcards, snapshots and 

personal notes.  

The books themselves are lovely to behold, a tactile 

record of  a seminal life -engaging experience.  They 

likewise make an interesting photographic subject and 

function as a story -teller as they embody elements of  the 

story itself.  



In North American culture most photographic images are 

not printed let alone collected (save temporarily on 
FACEBOOK). Sarah Ωs scrapbooks collect events, reactions, 

interactions, adventures and special moments, all these in 

a manner where the viewer is drawn into the spirit of  the 

adventure itself.  

Scrapbooks are a unique literature which stands alongside 

academic and popular publishing, not only as a record of  

contemporary events, but as a reflective integration of  

tradition, wisdom, sensual connection and meditation.



A private experience is translated into a public forum, 
through visual sharing.  We glimpse the traveler Ωs 

transformation, captured in the Carl Jung quote:

She who looks outside dreams, who looks inside, 
wakes.

In viewing these scrapbooks, we likewise find ourselves 

changed.  



The communicability of  experience is decreasing
Walter Benjamin













To see a world in a grain of  sand,

And a heaven in a wild flower,

Hold infinity in the palm of  your hand,

And eternity in an hour
William Blake











What lies behind us, 

and what lies before us, 

are tiny matters 

compared to 

what lies within us
Ralph Waldo Emerson





Photograph to remember what you have not yet seen
Walter Chappell










