
My story: an informal & personal bio  
 
I grew up in the woods. I was born and raised in a small Montana town, but my real development took 
place in nature. For as long as I can remember, camping and hiking was the way my family bonded. 
During the short Montana summers, my extended family would go camping nearly every weekend. 
During the winters, my grandparents often borrowed someone’s cabin for the weekends as payment for 
my grandfather’s work as a handyman. It was in these places that I discovered the world around me. 
 
I was raised by my single mother, a kind woman who has struggled with a debilitating brain injury her 
entire adult life. When I was very young, as many parents do, she asked me what I wanted to be when I 
grew up. Without hesitation, I answered, “a nurse!” When she asked why, I explained it was because I 
wanted to help people. Well, I didn’t become a nurse, but helping and healing people is still a passion of 
mine. Admittedly, though, it looks much different than 8-year-old Tascha imagined it might.  
 
Music and performance has been an integral part of my life since I was young, though becoming an opera 
singer was never what I had in mind. Around the age of 5, my mother and grandmother took me to see 
The Nutcracker for the first time. This is where my love of performing first sparked. I immediately 
decided I HAD to become a ballerina, so my mother took on an extra job cleaning the dance director’s 
house in order to pay for my dance lessons. It was during these lessons that my love for music was born. I 
began playing piano at a young age; singing at church, in the shower, and I routinely sang along to The 
Sound of Music about seven times a day.  
 
In highschool, the only thing that interested me besides my social life was choir. I looked forward to it 
every day. I never felt particularly challenged or inspired at my public school. I would skip classes in 
order to partake in the various choirs I was and wasn’t a part of, and I genuinely thought everything else 
was a waste of my time. When the time came to begin looking at colleges, majoring in music was the only 
thing that made sense. 
 
My first year of college was fun, but ultimately a huge waste. I was far too comfortable. I knew too many 
people, I was in my hometown, my extended family was all around me, and I felt safe, but that’s not what 
I wanted deep down. The summer after my freshman year I decided I was going to apply to transfer to a 
few colleges out of state. As much as I loved Montana, something was tugging at my heart to be less 
comfortable, to push myself. I knew the best way to do all of this was to set out on my own and see the 
world. I didn’t know exactly what I was going to do, but I knew my restlessness wouldn’t be cured until 
my curiosity was more fulfilled, so I listened to the mysterious tugging. 
 
That summer, I ended up applying to Pepperdine University. Afraid my on-paper self wouldn’t accurately 
represent who I am or what I’m capable of, I took a trip down to Southern California to speak to the Dean 
of Admissions. Surprisingly, he agreed to a meeting, and I explained how: although on paper it looks like 
I’m not the most motivated, I was simply bored in highschool, but wanted to do something bigger and 
better with my life. Even more surprisingly, he understood my sentiments and I was accepted to the 
school with several scholarships and grants. Attending Pepperdine turned out to be one of the biggest 
blessings of my life, for so many reasons, including but not limited to: meeting some of the best people in 



my life, learning what sushi was, studying abroad in Germany, and of course - realizing how much I loved 
opera.  
 
My first year at Pepperdine was a rollercoaster. I was in a beautifully unfamiliar place, a bit of a misfit, 
and unsure if operatic singing was for me. However, my choir director saw some potential in me, and 
convinced me to give classical music a solid year of open-hearted trying, before calling it quits. Sure 
enough, his intuition was 100% correct. The following summer I studied abroad in Germany for a 
semester, and it was there where I saw my first opera (a very modernized Don Giovanni) and participated 
in my first opera scene, only to be hit over the head with a metaphorical brick that was screaming, “wake 
up, Tascha! Of course you would love this artform! It’s just like dance performances, which you loved so 
much, except instead of dancing to the classical music, you’re singing it!” That brick was exactly the 
wake up call I needed to fully open up to this career path and realize I loved it. Ultimately, it was the 
moment that I decided I was going to give it my all.  
 
Undergrad came and went, graduate school came and went, and although I was blessed with a good 
amount of experience for my age, I didn’t feel I had much to show for the past 6 years. I was working five 
jobs, hustling to barely survive in beautiful but costly Boston. As a struggling artist, I continued with all 
the typical shoulds: I attended several Young Artist Programs, completed all the auditions I could bear, 
said yes to too many things, lived on the east coast, etc., until I finally hit a wall and couldn’t tolerate it 
anymore. It’s not news that the arts don’t pay much. While I was getting good experience, I was 
financially treading water just trying to stay afloat. I asked myself, “what’s the point of living in this great 
city if I can’t enjoy anything it has to offer because I’m constantly working? Also, what’s the point of 
paying rent and lacking ownership of my home if the goal is to be busy gigging around the country or 
world? Isn’t this a waste of my resources?”  It was around this time that I became interested in more 
creative living styles. Simultaneously, I remembered who I am at my core, which is to say, a 
nature-loving sun child from Montana who hates being cooped up in concrete buildings. “But how do I 
continue to grow in this career if I’m not living on the east coast, or at the very least in a big city?” I asked 
myself again. Then the tugging started again, but this time it was tugging me back home to the mountains.  
 
Now, after 3 years of sacrifices, downsizing, and lots of creative thinking outside the box, I’ve made a life 
for myself that is perfectly me, wonderfully unconventional, and incredibly free. I live full time in a 
camper with my wonderful partner and sweet dog, traveling wherever we want or need to for our careers, 
and living off the grid. It’s not without discomfort and hard work, but it’s the kind of work that makes 
sense to me - a type of struggle that’s more rooted in natural law. A type of struggle that is so worth it to 
me, because the work I put in directly benefits my life instead of going to someone I’ve never met, who 
owns the space I live in. My life now forces me to trust my intuition, have faith in my ability to manifest 
my reality, believe in the importance of mental and emotional health through complete freedom, and 
recognize the impact all of this has on me as an honest and authentic artist.  


