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The summer we hit the road to visit friends, 
play, hardly sleep, paint a lot, say thank you 
to my Rogue everyday, space out on the sky 
dramas in the desert, eat really well, fall in 
love with life all over again and the bunnies... 
always!
By NIYA CHRISTINE, DAKOTA AND CAILA and the good people who helped us on the way.

MY INITIAL AGENDA: 
* Quality time with my 

elderly rabbits.
* A good haircut.
* One new outfit.
* Quality time (off 

Facebook) with 
people I love and 
miss.

* Paint good freggin 
art (esp. in the SW).

* Stretch a lot. Eat 
well, drink more wine 
than usual. 

* HAVE FUN.

-- Yes... those things 
and much more 
happened. 

REDHEAD + RABBITS 
SUMMER ROAD TRIP
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First stop: San Francisco
food, wine, amazing birthday cake
By Niya Christine

Adventure creeps up slowly. 
If  you can predict the day the 
dust accumulates on your kitchen 
table, it’s time to get out of  dodge. 
If  you repeat the same recipes in 
your kitchen and begin to give 
food to the UPS guy because 
you’re bored with your own 
cooking., definitely time to mix it 
up. Living with a chef  for part of  
your adventure is highly 
recommended.

For me it was a simple 
recipe of  5 things: 

1. Itchy pants for summer 
adventures. 

2. Missing my friends and 
wanting to see them in person 
(Facebook, yawn). 

3. Painting: I wanted to learn 
more about my subject matter 
from the real world vs. internet 
and imagination. 

4. My rabbit family is really 
up there in age and we needed 
a last adventure together. 

5. My friends across the 
street needed a home in the 
neighborhood for their kids 
who go school nearby and I 
needed a life refresh. So I put 
my stuff  in storage, got rid of  
65% of  it and they got my 
home. They are still happy 
there. When I returned to 

town, I got a new home that 
I’m happier in now. Life 
refreshed! Done.

Now onto the adventure. 
Here’s the framework/facts. 
Dates: June 9-September 22. 
States: Oregon, California, 
Arizona, New Mexico. Number of 
residences in 16 weeks: 14. 14 
times, the studio, office computer, 
rabbit set up, my stuff  was set up 
and taken down. It took 2.5 hours  
in and 3.0 hours out. I paired my 
branding/product design clients 
down to 1 for the summer. 1-2 
hours per day + daily paintings. 

San Francisco was the 
first stop. For three 
weeks we were 
spoiled rotten -- living 
in the beautiful 
victorian home of chef 
and dear friend, 
Cynthia Sasaski. A 
true artist and bunny 
lover, while painting for 
the Food & Wine 
series in June.
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I will have a home in SF someday, I’m sure of  it. And Italy and 
Spain too. Maybe Maine and Port of  Spain of  Brazil too. But 
for now, I’m a working girl living in a tiny artsy mountain town 
in S. Oregon making paintings, brands, books and new friends 
when I’m lucky.

It was a friends and colleagues reunion. I had drinks with 
colleagues from my Silicon Valley days and birthday 
celebrations that went on way too long. And the scale showed 
it. Caila and Dakota enjoyed the ocean air and the garden 
lettuce in Cynthia and Will’s garden. I painted from daily 
inspirations/photos from restaurants around town in a lovely 
garden apartment. Diebenkorn at the deYoung was a dream 
come true. Definitely a bit sad to leave SF. Sedona next.

More food & wine paintings here: http://
niyachristine.com/2013/06/

 

Love, love, love San Francisco
so why didn’t you just move there?
the common question.

San Francisco. Smart, sassy, eternally 
fascinating friends who give great hugs and 
have exquisite taste in food. Diebenkorn at 
the deYoung and a cultured, funny friend to 
enjoy it with (you know who you are). The 
Jewish Community Center swimming pool 
did not disappoint. 
San Francisco. June 11 - July 5. 
Painting theme: Food & Wine.

http://niyachristine.com/2013/06/
http://niyachristine.com/2013/06/
http://niyachristine.com/2013/06/
http://niyachristine.com/2013/06/
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So here we were mid-heat summer driving from cool and 
windy San Fran though the Mojave. Stopped at my bank in the 
mission SF to get cash for the vacation rental in Sedona. I had 
some women who were sage-ing their new home in a rough 
neighborhood for creativity and good blessings watch the 
bunnies while I ran into the bank. It was unnerving to pass 
men with knives on their belts in contract to my sweet, old 
rabbits eating their dandelion leaves and apple in the car near 
women doing soft things for the sake of  a healthy dwelling. 
Good luck with that. But I suspected as in all things, there are 
goods beyond the surface and media in neighborhoods of  the 
hungry with knives. 

I stopped for ice to put near the rabbits. Temps were 
climbing fast. The cap ended up at 112. I was amazed we 
could breathe. 

I was nervous about the vacation rental. I found it online. 
What if  it didn’t exist? But it did. And it was amazing. Truly 
gorgeous in every way. See the photos above. I painted some of 
my bed adobes here. And discovered the ecstasy of  salted 
caramel ice cream. I put it in everything. My coffee, my tea, my 
toast. Shocked that I didn’t gain 5 lbs. Sedona seems to absorb 
everything. The red rock is about as earthy as it gets. People 
talk funny though. I ended up renting another vacation rental 
from the same woman. And this place was not as nice as the 
first one. When the air conditioner broke, amongst other 
things... her summary of  me was that ‘my energy’ short 
circuited her vacation rental. They talk funny alright. 

Loved, loved, loved the rock and the feeling of  something 
amazing there. But when I’d had enough of  the spiritual do’s 
and don’ts and summaries of  myself, I packed up the buns and 
hit Santa Fe.

Sedona
spiritualized and antagonized
Love/hate relationship with this powerful place
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I was aching to get to Santa Fe. I had galleries to see, 
hiking and happy hour with girlfriends adventures 
and general just ‘being and exploring’ to do. 
However,  I was very concerned about my rabbit, 
Dakota. He was sleeping a lot in Sedona, seemingly 
drained from the dryness and heat. I was delighted 
when both he and Caila (his woman) perked up 
considerably in Santa Fe. It’s still a mystery to me.

I stayed at my sweet friend Lisa Rhode’s house 
while she stayed in Ashland, Or. We engineered this 
exchange ahead of  time. Fun to have open, flexible 
friends. Her home was charming. Lot’s of  sweet, kid 
energy, purple fabric things and a piano. I knew we 
were going to have a great time here—the bunnies 
and me. 

As in every place we stayed, I pulled out my 
Christmas tree top star with string lights for the 
rabbit house. It seem to create consistency and 
familiarity for them. Certain music did the same. In 
general I spent a good deal of  energy on every set 
up. I had my large desktop Macintosh to set up for 
work, the rabbit habitat and mini-art studio. In this 
case, I painted wild horses on a tiny kitchen table. I 
was surprised how these paintings just flew out of  
my hands onto the paper with such limited space 
and art supplies. Santa Fe was at work on me almost 
immediately. Once the set up was complete I hit the 
town over and over and over. There was so much to 
do, see and experience. 

 

Favorite places in Santa Fe: Bookstore, 
Hiking, Galleries, Restaurants, The 
Dogs, The Sat. Market, Earrings, Pizza 
up High, The Import Store. Brilliant 
friends. 
Favorite observation: The paradoxes of the place. 

Santa Fe.
soul food
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FLAMENCO
Flamenco dance 
show with Denise 
Link at El Ferar
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Bunny break
before moving onto the 
spa

Dakota didn’t know where we were. 
Or that the last time I as there he was a 
character in every essay I wrote. All he 
knew was that he still got his carrots and 
his females continued to dote on him 
several times a day.

But when I took him out to run 
around Lisa’s very large back yard he 
only looked at me and then closed his 
eyes like the air was distasteful to him. 
He had no interest at all. 

Coyotes. Of  course. What a betrayal 
to put him smack dap in the middle of  
unfriendly smells. And so it went. He 
returned to his haven of  softness with 
Caila. Licked her ears for a good 20 
minutes. Likely to make sure she was 
detoxified from the offenses I just put 
him through. 

And, he and Caila indulged me in 
my Santa Fe fix. They were absolutely 
fine. What a relief. 

Santa Fe
the bad boyfriend 
syndrome
There is always “too” much to say about 
Santa Fe. That alone can cause a girl a 
bad case of  cat-got-your-tongue. This 
excerpt comes from a visit to Santa Fe a 
few years back from an article I wrote: 
“New Mexico, New York, New Edges” a 
few years back.

With each trip to Santa Fe 
I’ve become more intrigued 
not only by the beauty of the 
place (which is abundant 
and clear), but by what isn’t 
part of what is marketed as 
Santa Fe Style. We know 
about the amazing skies, the 
light for the painter’s 
palette, the easy airstrip for 
UFO’s, the burgeoning film 
industry. And, there are 
more chakra mechanics per 
square foot than probably in 
all of the U.S. And yet this 
place contains atmosphere 
and texture that doesn’t 
easily reach our day to day 
‘news’ trained ears.

Lounge Lizards and 
Cowboy Poets

While at the Santa Fe Bakery 
and Cafe. I had heard that 
writers hung out here. I 
came up to the counter to get 
my cappuccino, and as I 
watched a man sipping it 
before I could get there, 
another man flew in the door 
to demand the management 
boot some people in the 
front. “Why?” said the 
employee. “Because they are 
rude, and abusive.” 

And so it goes. And this trip was no 
different. “It’s like the bad 
boyfriend...” said my dear friend 
Anne. “He treats you poorly, you get 
rid of  him once and for all and then 
he show up at your doorstep all 
dewey eyed with your favorite flowers  
that smell really good. And HE smells  
so good. 

That’s Santa Fe. Complex, wild and 
paradoxical. But wow, the sunsets, the 
art. And the place just smells and 
looks SO good.

July’s paintings: Houses & 
Horses started in Sedona 
with adobe houses and 
ended in Santa Fe with wild 
horses. Tony Stromberg’s 
horse photography in 
Santa Fe was a big 
influence.
Link to more of July’s “Horses...” 

Dakota and Caila have been together for 9 
years. 

Dakota in Niya’s arms looking dashing.

http://niyasplace.com/new_mexico_new_/
http://niyasplace.com/new_mexico_new_/
http://niyachristine.com/2013/07/
http://niyachristine.com/2013/07/
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If  you haven’t been. Put it on the bucket list.  No matter who 
you choose for a massage or any service, they are fused with 
some secret super power. Maybe the fish are really healing 
Santa Clause’s that give a gift a minute. 

Mostly what I loved was seeing everyone in cotton white 
robes. Stockbroker? Janitor? Writer? In the throws of  a painful 
divorce? No matter, the equanimity and beauty was large in 
everyone. It just wasn’t going to be a bad day as long as you 
were there. 

I’ll admit I had my eyes peeled for Viggo Mortensen in a 
short, girlie white robe. That would have made my day way 
better than expected. 

My masseuse and I jabbered on about art, family, dogs, 
rabbits, Santa Fe as a force of  nature, healing, life design, big 
decisions coming up, galleries, the best coffee, latest books we 

loved. And on. I usually didn’t like talking while getting a 
massage. What had gotten into me? Oh yeah, a beautiful 
Japanese man told me I am beautiful just before this massage. 
Yes, that was a definite perk. But I think it was more just feeling 
free of  the usual pressures of  life, even if  just for a few hours. It 
was exhilarating - and the masseuse was delightful

When I checked out, he said: “Is there anything more we 
can do for you?”

“Could you float me down to the bottom of  the hill where 
my car is?”

“We can do that. He said while dialing up my chariot.”
 
“Wow. Just wow.”

Best Massage Ever!
ten thousand waves
the best, best, best!

But, ah how good it is to feel knocked 
sideways by things you don't 
understand. A force with stories in 
wings that offer their tethered weight 
and then pick you up and carry you into 
a sky—it makes your whole body weep.
from New Mexico, New York, New Edges
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Just like our artists mirror our culture, 
the winds, bulbous clouds, light show in 
the sky and the thunder and lightening is 
mirrored in the emotional atmosphere of 
Santa Fe. ~ from “New Mexico, New York, New 
Edges”

I will leave you with this... Santa Fe is a powerful place. I 
vowed to design my life in such a way that I can begin to spend 
a month a year there painting. My painting flowed like water 
and I wanted more time. The galleries, the artists are first class. 
I was in awe. The food, also hit me just right. I couldn’t get 
enough of  it. I loved Santa Fe even more this visit and I almost 

didn’t return to Ashland, Oregon where I live now. But being in 
Santa Fe and living in Santa Fe are two different conversations. 
Conversations I need to save for a later date. I had work, 
community and unfinished business on the west coast. So I 
packed us up and we drove through electric desert all the way 
to California. A lot of  yabbering with friends on the phone. 
The sky was unbelievable on that drive. 

Returning home
almost didn’t leave santa fe!
First stop California for a week on the lake.

Left: Dakota eating in the backseat as I 
drove down the freeway. And one of my 
favorite books that remind me of what 
matters. 

Bottom: Isn’t my sculptor friend Anne 
Russelle (Santa Fe) a cutie? Her work is 
provocative, powerful and absolutely 
brilliant. 
If you’d like to see more of her work: Anne Russelle Art

http://niyasplace.com/new_mexico_new_/
http://niyasplace.com/new_mexico_new_/
http://niyasplace.com/new_mexico_new_/
http://niyasplace.com/new_mexico_new_/
http://www.annerussellart.com
http://www.annerussellart.com
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Ashland, Oregon
i have a yellow tree
I got lucky.

After Ca. I headed back to 
Ashland but it was full of  thick 
smoke. I’m asthma prone. So my 
plan to get re-settled before the 
big client workload in September 
didn’t work. I decided quickly to 
head to Portland to be with my 
friends, get Dakota some much 
needed medical care from his vet 
and finish out client and painting 
commitments through the end of  
the year. I stayed on a lovely farm 
in West Linn while looking for a 
temporary place. One way or 
another it just didn’t work out. 
But I had some really nice 
connection time with friends while 
there. And Dakota’s health took 
such a downturn, I thought I 

would have to put him down. 
Luckily, it was a matter of  the 
wrong medication and cleared up. 
So this was the stressful part of  
my trip. Everything that came 
before it was simply lyrical. By the 
time I got back to Ashland, I was 
highly motivated to get settled 
down.

STUDIO: I made myself  a 
promise after working on tiny 
tables all summer, to get a place 
with an awesome studio. I thought 
that might be a big push. But my 
repertoire of  materials had 
increased as I had been learning 
many artistic methodologies all 
year in classes. I was pretty 
excited to have these materials 

within reach and really be 
expressive in the last 3 months of  
the daily painting project. 

It took 3 weeks, but I found a 
home that a painter owned and 
had created the perfect studio 
over the garage. Skylights, high 
ceilings, gallery lighting and tons 
of  space and cubby holes. I 
couldn’t believe it. And now that I 
sell fine art prints, I have 2 
businesses, so it’s a write off. No 
brainer. I had a special table built,  
co-designed and I couldn’t be 
more at peace. The daily routines 
from work to art to friends to 
bunnies. And cooking in a lovely 
space have brought home. I feel 
ready, refreshed and excited.

How have I lived this 
long without a real 
studio? I had one 
many years back for 
one year. I loved it, but 
have been make 
shifiting studios in my 
garage or kitchen 
table ever since. I’m 
back!

STUDIO YES!
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It’s hard to verbalize how this trip affected my life. 
Only that things are different now. Everything just 
grew a bit larger. The long shadows I took a bit 
more seriously last year, have their rightful place at 
the dinner table. I got a lot out of  my system. Aired 
it all out and now feel energized and so grateful for 
the people in my life, good rabbits and a handful of  
paintings I really like. 

SPECIAL GRATITUDES
• Cynthia & Will in San Francisco. The food, the digs, 

the love, the complete and utter generosity. You are so 
special. The bunnies still dream of your lettuce bed. 

• Lisa Rhode. Santa Fe. So patient with me - all the 
turns, twists of travel.  And your home was our BIG rest. 
Thank you so much.

• Nancy Froeschle. You were there for us every step. 
Wow. The farm in West Linn. The creativity and warmth 
of your support. I don’t know what I would have done 
without you!

Acknowledgements
laughter, quality time, graciousness
so many soulful exchanges with friends this summer
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Gal pals. 
San Francisco, Santa 
Fe

THANK YOU 
EVERYONE. THERE 
WERE TOO MANY 
GOOD PEOPLE 
THROUGHOUT THE 
SUMMER TO LIST. SO 
IF YOU DON’T SEE 
YOUR NAME, IT 
EXISTS IN MY HEART. 

LOVE, LOVE, LOVE 
NIYA.

I’m planning on 
Europe next summer. 
Stay tuned. ; )

FRIENDS 
Visited. 
Partial list.
Joel Ficks. Sweet 4th 
of July. Always an 
inspiration. Especially 
in the business and art 
worlds. 

Douglas Gorney. 
Saved me from myself 
many times, especially 
at the de Young.  So 
much fun with you. 

Sherry Belul. New 
friend who sent me 
voice memo’s all 
summer. Often with 
poems and beautiful 
words supporting the 
journey all the way.

Susan, Caroline (the 
girls). Wonderful 
birthday, shopping and 
general celebrations in 
the Bay Area.

Anne Russell. Santa 
Fe Baby! She’s my 
rock. Anne, and I hiked 
in Santa Fe, shopped, 
yakked and had quality 
girl time.

And more...





This is Monty (left). The adobe architect
in Sedona I interviewed for the July paintings
AU REVOIR. THANK YOU FOR SHARING THE JOURNEY WITH ME. NIYA	

“Lorem Ipsum Dolor Set Ahmet In 
Condinmentum. Nullam Wisi Acru Suscpit 
Consectetuer viviamus Lorem Ipsum Dolor 
Set Ahmet. Lorem Ipsum Dolor Set Ahmet 
In Wisi Acru Suscpit Consectetuer 
viviamus.”
Leo Praesen


