


I could kiss love onto mouths. / Holding 
on for dear life / until we lose all sense 
of ground. / I have a strange addiction 

to smoke machines and parties and life. 
/ Oh, life is a bottle of whiskey and I am 

drunk. / Standing on mountains and 
swimming in liquor and love. / Oh, I 
could fast, I could run miles. / Oh my 

my, oh my my, oh my my... / Let me be 
wild. / Let me be wild. / Let me be wild. 
/ Oh, life is a bottle of whiskey and I am 

drunk. / Standing on mountains and 
swimming in liquor and love. / Oh, I 
could fast, I could run miles. / Oh my 

my, oh my my, oh my my! / Let me be 
wild.

I could walk the world / I could sail the 
seven seas. / I am one to dance until I 

break my knees. / And I am one to 
shout / I am one to scream! / They call 
me a dreamer / And maybe all I am is 

dreams / And all my pieces are made of 
stardust and wild things. / But I run fast 

and I run free. / Oh, life is a bottle of 
whiskey and I am drunk / Standing on 
mountains and swimming in liquor and 
love. / Oh, I could run fast, I could run 
miles / Oh my my, oh my my, oh my 
my. / Let me be wild. / I could wring 

myself out of thoughts and feeling and 
desire / but soon enough I would be 

drowning in thoughts and feeling and 
desire. / Rooms full of it. / I’m full. / I 

am a one-man choir. / And I could paint 
the skies. / 



1, 2, 3, 4!
You are just a child / Looking at 
the world / With eyes wide with 
wonder and a heart filled with 

hope. / You always used to tell me 
you wanted to grow up big like 

me. / But I’ll tell you something / 
It’s kinda funny. / When you’re all 

grown up it seems you wanna 
grow back down. / You wanna 

grow back down. / You are just a 
child / Young and sober as can be. 
/ Unaffected by the darkness of the 

world.

 / I wish that I could go back in 
time / And feel that again. / I 

wanna grow back down. / I wanna 
grow back down. / I wanna grow 
back down. / I wanna grow back 

down. / You are just a child / 
Little hands and little feet. / When 
I look at you, in you, I see me. / 

Bending over backwards, 
speaking only questions. / I wish 

that I could feel that again. / I 
wanna grow back down. / I wanna 
grow back down. / I wanna grow 
back down. / I wanna grow back 

down. / I want to grow back 
down. / I wanna grow back down. 
/ I wanna grow back down, down, 
down. / I wanna grow back down.



We can’t fight it. / So it comes. / Down and 
pouring /  Quenching thirst. / It knows our 

secrets / And hides them in the clouds. / Then 
the clouds get heavy / And the rain falls down. 
/ Oo, oh, ohhh. / Oo, oh, ohhh. / The droplets 

falling / On the tip of my nose. / Sending 
chills through my body / And life through my 
bones. / Painting gardens. / Sketching skies. / 

It’s gentle calling / brings us back to life. / Oo, 
oh, ohhh. Oo, oh, ohhh. / Oo, oh, ohhh. / Oo, 

oh, ohhh.



now please don’t make me cry.
He said, I just get this feeling in my 

stomach. / Well, darling, I feel it, too. 
The butterflies in my stomach,  they fly, 
I cry,  I feel like I’m dying,  I feel like 
I’m flying with the butterflies in my 

stomach. / They fly, I cry, they fly, I cry 
and he plays me like a piano. / I 

memorize him like a melody. / And I 
tread on both our hearts, so I tread 

carefully. / And I am afraid of love, 
‘cause somehow it always seems to 
break. / But if you hold me, maybe I 

won’t be so afraid.  / Hold me, hold me, 
hold me, hold me. / Hold me, hold me, 
hold me, hold me. / Hold me, hold me, 
hold me, hold me. / Hold me, hold me,
Hold me, hold me. / And play me like a 

piano. / I’ll memorize him like a 
melody. / I tread on both our hearts, so I 

tread carefully. / And I am afraid of 
love, ‘cause somehow it always seems 
to break. / But if you hold me, maybe

I won’t be so afraid. 

He said, all I want is you, I don’t care 
about anything else. / I said I had to think 
about it all and take some time to myself. 
He said, I’ll be here and I love you and 
that will never change. / And I smiled, 

and I cried, and butterflies flew through 
my veins. / He said, sometimes you’ve 
gotta take a leap of faith, but I’m scared 
of falling, and I don’t know which way.

I said, you mean the world to me and I’m 
telling the truth. / He said, nothing’s 

gonna change, baby, baby, baby, I love 
you. / And he plays me like a piano. / I 

memorize him like a melody. / I tread on 
both our hearts, so I tread carefully. / And 

I am afraid of love, ‘cause somehow it 
always seems to break. / But if you hold 
me, maybe I won’t be so afraid. / I said, 

I’m scared. / He said, I’m very scared too, 
more than I’ve been in a long time.   He 
said, tell me the truth. / I said, I’m telling 

the truth,



Black eyelashes and bleach blonde hair / And high-pitched voices which never 
really hush. / And lip-glossed pretty-faced half smiles / And thinking they are 

royalty. / Well your snickering / And your whispering… / The gossip is your gun 
/ But your gun’s run out of bullets and your games are never won. / And I don’t 
mean to kill the fun / But you’re not hurting anyone. / You can judge me all you 
want / But the verdict is mine. / So stop! / Looking me up, up and down / Trying 

to figure me out. / I’m not popular and plain. / And stop playing these silly 
games. / You’re like children running around / Trying to knock over sand castles / 
But now these sand castles are people. / Where will you be at ninety-three? / Will 

you have a family? / Will you still feel empty inside? / Where will you be at 
ninety-three? / Will you have a family? / Will you still feel empty inside? / I don’t 
mean to kill the fun / But you’re not hurting anyone. / You can judge me all you 
want / But the verdict is mine. / And I don’t mean to kill the fun / But I will not 
put my hands up. / The gossip is your gun, but trust me / It’s better to be kind.



I love the way he smiles, I wish that he would never stop. / And I love the way he looks when the lights go off. / And I 
love the way he is quiet but simultaneously loud. / I love the way he always wears that white collared shirt. / And I love 
the way he always talks like he’s chewing on the words. / And I love the way he’s humble but simultaneously proud. / 

He’s a monster, but he’s harmless. / He’s like morning after darkness. / He’s like falling, but he’s an armrest. / He is strobe 
lights and lite brites and breath. / And I love the way he lights up like a city. / And I love the way just the thought of him 

sets me free. / But I stay quiet. / I stay small. / ‘Cause how could a football boy fall in love with the ukulele kid / Who sits 
in the corner writing songs about him? / And I hope he doesn’t see me looking at him looking at me. / He’s a monster, but 
he’s harmless. / He’s like morning after darkness. / He’s like falling, but he’s an armrest. / He is strobe lights and lite brites 
and breath. / He’s a monster, but he’s harmless. / He’s like morning after darkness. / He’s like falling, but he’s an armrest. 
/ He is strobe lights and lite brites and breath. / He’s like dancing in the dark. / He’s like open windows and flying cars. / 
He’s like smiley faces and wild places and amusement parks. / He’s like champagne and swingsets / And spinning in my 

best dress. / He’s a poem, he’s a sunset. / He is strobe lights and lite brites and breath.



Lift me up. / I am lead. / Pull me out of my own head. / I’m 
tired of being in there, you don’t know. I’m tired of the sun, 
and the wind, and the snow. And the doubt. / And the fear. / 
And the monsters that live in here. / They’re in my head. / 
They’re under the bed. / Where are your monsters and why 
don’t you let them come out? he said. / So I summon the 

monsters to come out from under the bed and talk and be my 
friend. / And I suppose you could say I could ignore them, 

but they’re loud and they scream and they dance on balance 
beams.  And sometimes they are ugly, sometimes they are 

beautiful. / But when I was a child, in my nightmares, I 
would turn the monsters into friends. But they are doubt. / 
And they are fear. / I’m tired of the monsters living here. / 

They’re in my head. They’re under the bed. / Where are your 
monsters and why don’t you let them come out? he said. 

So I summon the monsters to come out from under the bed 
and talk and be my friend. / But they are doubt. / And they 

are fear. / Sometimes they are beautiful, sometimes they are 
ugly. / Where are your monsters and why don’t you let them 
come out? / Where are your monsters and why don’t you let 
them come out? / Where are your monsters and why don’t 

you let them come out? he said. / So I summon the monsters 
to come out from under the bed and talk and be my friend.



She’s beautiful like nobody else, mm-mm / Ain’t nobody got a smile like hers, mm-mm / Oo, when she laughs, it’s like ice cream on a hot 
summer day / Oo, I love her, I love her, I love her. / She was always there by my side, fitting her warm hand into mine. / She taught me love 
and she taught me life and she taught me how to compromise. / She brings me smiles when I’m feeling down. / She makes me soar sky-high 

when I’m on the ground. / And she’ll never know how much I love her. / She lights up every room, yeah, even when it’s dark, mm-mm. / 
She makes me smile, she makes everybody smile, mm-mm. / Long car rides and singing and playing spies, / we never stop running around. 
/ She sings to me and I love it when she does / And now I’ll sing it to the world outloud… / She brings me smiles when I’m feeling down. / 
She makes me soar sky-high when I’m on the ground. / And she’ll never know how much I love her. / And she’ll never know how much I 

love her. / And she’ll never know how much I love her. / 1, 2, 3! / She brings me smiles when I’m feeling down. / She makes me soar 
sky-high when I’m on the ground. / And she’ll never know how much I love her. / Hey! Hey! Hey!



Windows down / Wind in my hair / Driving down 
the highway. Radio on / Screaming that song into 

the wind / That swallows the sound. / Isn’t this how 
it feels to be young and wild and free and alive? / 

Flashing lights on a dark summer night. / First 
kisses, first love and then / Time slows down / As 
our synchronized heartbeats get loud. / Isn’t this 

what living feels like? / Isn’t this what living feels 
like? / Isn’t this how it feels to be young and wild 
and free and alive? / I feel alive. / I feel alive. / I 

feel alive. / I feel alive.  I feel alive. / I feel alive. / I 
feel alive. / I feel alive.





I have spent the last two years of my life writing these songs and recording them.  They are about my interactions 
with the universe,  and with myself.  Each has its own story; for me, it's extremely important for listeners to 
recognize that story.  I figure that if you knew a little bit more about each song, you may find that your 
imagination could take you just a little bit further.  You may also find that your story is very similar to mine; we 
are all human, right? Here's a little bit about each song:

                 Some songs just fall out of me, and this is one of those songs.  I wrote it at the end of summer when the 
sense of adventure and thrill was still in my veins.

                                                     One of my best friends is 8 years old.  This is about her, and me.

                                            This one has a funny story, actually. I don't remember writing it. I was looking through 
my GarageBand files and I found it.  At that point, it was just guitar and one lead vocal.  It changed tremendously 
through the process of production, becoming much more vocally complex.  I got a lot of inspiration from Lorde on 
this one, sound-wise.  The topic is also very relevant, as I live in Oregon.

                              This song is entirely built around a series of text conversations between a boy and me. I used 
direct quotes from our conversations; because of this, I find that it is lyrically raw, authentic.  I suppose you could 
say we co-wrote it, because most of the words are his.



                         I wrote the first lyrics in history class as I looked at the girls around me.  It was really incredible to be writing a song 
about a person and have them right there in front of me for reference; that's why there are a lot of specific details.  In reflection, I often 
question whether I wrote this song because I truly do look at those girls and wonder why they behave the way they do, or if I wrote it to 

justify my being different.

                                                           This song is about a boy in my health class first semester.  The funny thing is, I didn't talk to him 
often.  The song instead elaborates on the details I would have only noticed from afar.  I composed it while feeling the thrill of falling 

and not knowing how things will end.  It's a very straightforward song.  I am often inspired by Ed Sheeran's lyrics and how specific and 
situational they are; I tried to capture that attention to detail in this song.  I think you're going to like it, because, chances are, it's not just 

about me.  It's about you, too.

                                 I met an incredible, thought-provoking person who inspired one of my favorite lines of the entire album: "Where 
are your monsters and why don't you let them come out?" This person was my dad's colleague.  He came over for a dinner party one 
night and dove right into asking me why I exist and what I want to do with my life.  He really made me think about my life and the 
power I possess within myself.  The song is about feeling weighed down by thoughts, regrets, promises, and ideas, and being both 

exhausted and fascinated by this.  The monsters, in a way, are every emotion I feel and every thought I have.  The line above references 
my own internal monsters and the struggle between being afraid myself and befriending myself.  It also explores the idea of 

vulnerability.  I was overwhelmed, but also extremely compelled, by this man's words, so much that I ran upstairs before the party was 
over and started writing.



                                           My sister and I are incredibly close. We took a road trip in our RV last summer, going from Oregon to 
Mexico's Baja California and back in a month.  We bought a shared ukulele at the very beginning of the trip, partially because my guitar 

was too big to haul around for a month.  One day, Ava and I climbed the ladder of our RV with cold drinks, some notebooks, and a 
ukulele and sat on the roof for hours on end.  We decided to co-write a song... about each other.  I wrote two verses, she wrote two, and 

we wrote the chorus together.  The recording process was fun, as well.  We sang facing each other, so every once in a while, you can 
hear a smile or some extra good vibes in the vocal track.  We have played it live for a few people on sporadic occasions and everybody 

says, "I could hear that on the radio!"

                        This is the very last song on the album, but ironically, it's the first I wrote out of all nine.  A bit like "Wild," it's about an 
endless, raw sense of adventure.  The song is inspired by a very specific set of circumstances and a very specific feeling: Driving down 
the highway on a summer night, feeling loud music with the bass turned up, and rolling down the window to stick my head out and just 

be with the world.  That is one of my favorite feelings in the world.

These songs are fractions of my story in downloadable form.  The album is Wild, but it is gentle, too. It is lyrically complex but 
musically raw and simple.  It speaks of dreams, and it speaks of nightmares. It is mine, and now, it is yours.  My biggest hope is not that 

you will like the sounds you hear, but that it will make you ponder love, and human tendencies, and yourself, and being Alive.












