
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Forward

This story is a tapestry of facts and echoes—a narrative woven from real events, verified documents, and the unmistakable traces left in art, memory, and silence. It draws from court records, genealogical threads, and a peculiar alignment of names, symbols, and songs. But it also ventures into uncertain terrain, filling in the gaps left by time, omission, and discretion.

While every effort has been made to ground this account in verifiable detail, some connections remain speculative—reasoned but ultimately unconfirmed. These narrative liberties are not intended to mislead, but to explore the emotional and thematic architecture that might have shaped the events beneath the surface.

This work supports two interwoven theories: (1) that Taylor Swift’s Getaway Car was more than just metaphor, and (2) that a secret muse may have quietly influenced some of the most pivotal lyrics In modern pop history. The aim is not to overwrite anyone’s truth—including Taylor Swift’s—but to explore what it means when fragments align. When a lyric mirrors a file number. When a name echoes through another story under a different name.

This is not fan fiction. It is not a biography.  

It is something else: part research, part narrative, part reckoning.

A story built from what was left behind.

CHAPTER ONE: “GO, GO, GO!”

Eric B. Hickerson bolted through the rear door of the Phelps County Jail in a big, damned hurry. No map. No real plan. Just a jumpsuit that glowed like a beacon under the Missouri moonlight and a sentence snapping at his heels. He wasn’t sure how much time he had before his absence would be noticed, or if his future co-defendant had arrived as promised. All he had was momentum and motivation. And that was enough.

He sprinted toward the old, historic courthouse, knees cutting through cold night air, before collapsing into the cover of its neatly trimmed hedges. The streets of Rolla were quiet, but not asleep. Somewhere out there, wheels were turning—legal, literal, and otherwise.

In the shadows, he peeled off the prison-issue orange like a second skin, leaving only a pair of dingy white boxer shorts and matching t-shirt, which, under the cover of relative darkness, kind of looked like jogging apparel... or close enough. 

Across the way, an early 1990-something Pontiac idled low, recently divorced from its rightful tags. His accomplice had exchanged them with those of an unsuspecting shopper in the local Walmart parking lot. The old car purred like a co-conspirator.

Near the Oklahoma border, the radio crackled at low volume: “Inmate at large... investigation ongoing.” Hickerson didn’t react. Just stared through the passenger side glass as buildings and trees blurred into absence. He wondered if it would always feel like this—like trying to outrace a sentence written in permanent ink.

A wallet turned up missing near Ada a week later. A convenience store clerk reported a failed credit card swipe and a man who didn’t quite belong. The wallet’s owner—some guitar-pickin’ country boy whose middle name appeared on his stolen license as Tollison—had apparently canceled the cards. Local gossip would eventually finger “some guy from Missouri,” but no one could pin it to the stranger who casually strolled into a roadside bar roughly an hour later and asked for directions south. Hickerson was a ghost.

That is... until Texas.

In Deport, the brick ranch-style home looked empty enough to be promising. A wrap-around driveway, a burglar-friendly dog in the backyard and a neatly decorated Christmas tree faintly visible in the window. He slipped in through the side door, heart pounding, half-hoping for loose cash or perhaps another free wallet conveniently placed on the kitchen table like in Oklahoma. He wasn’t picky, though—in addition to cash, he also accepted checks, credit and debit cards.

But just as he stepped over the threshold, the backside of the slightly busted door with the broken deadbolt accidently clipped the holiday tree, sending what was later described as a “vibration” through the house.

Down the hall, a man stirred.

The homeowner moved like a Northeast Texas rumor—quiet, careful—retrieving a .25 caliber pistol from the nightstand. He didn’t shout. Didn’t panic. Just crept down the hallway with the gun trained at the back of Hickerson’s head until the unexpected voice came from behind him, smooth and cold as river stone:

“Can I help you?”

Hickerson didn’t answer. He didn’t turn. He just ran.

Ran through the same door he entered, through the splintered door frame, gripped by the sound of accompanying footsteps and the abrupt fight-or-flight-induced panic. The Pontiac was already backed into position, in gear and running—good girl. As he dove into the passenger seat, he screamed over the roar of the engine: “Go, Go, Go!”

Somehow, Hickerson had briefly evaded both capture and death. Just barely. The homeowner didn’t pull the trigger. Mercy or hesitation—he’d never know. But it didn’t matter. The moment cut him like a wound from the bullet he didn’t receive.

Regardless, the victory was short-lived. By morning, Hickerson was awakened by the harsh reality of consequences and the flashing lights of patrol cars. They surrounded him in Paris. Not the one in France—this was the Texas kind: dry, faded, and haunted by old debts yet to be paid. The Eiffel Tower replica out by the civic center felt like the punchline of a joke no one laughed at. All he saw were handcuffs and broken promises—the kind you make to yourself but fail to keep.

And this time the snitch wasn’t new—just rebranded. An old friend/new enemy. But after nearly a month, Hickerson had grown tired of running and wanted a place to settle in. Made the mistake of contacting someone from his past—someone he thought he could trust. His frienemy played it cool, then alerted authorities to his location—fast asleep in the parking lot of a local hospital. 

They held him in the Lamar County Jail for eleven months while Missouri deliberated his worth. He also faced charges in Texas. Hickerson sat in fluorescent purgatory, counting days in busted ceiling tiles.

He thought this was the final chapter.

He didn’t know she was about to start writing hers.
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“It was the great escape, the prison break...”

CHAPTER TWO: THE LATE ARRIVAL

The article ran on page 2a of the December 12, 1999 edition of The Paris News, next to a Kelley Produce ad and a Belk Department Store Coupon Offer. “Authorities Charge Missouri Fugitive, Companion with Attempted Burglary.” No mugshot. Just a few paragraphs: time, place, charges. Only about 50% accurate overall. Some small-town editor probably thought that was the end of it.

It wasn’t.

She wouldn’t see that article until years later.

By mid-2007, Taylor Swift was already writing songs that doubled as smoke signals. Cracking open old names like safes. Digging through internet archives long after midnight, lit by the hum of a tower PC running Windows XP and the ache of curiosity. He came to her not entirely through fate, but through MySpace—that digital confessional where strangers became sparks and the past could masquerade as potential.

His profile was mostly bare. A few photos. No promises... and his top six looked more like mugshots than profile pics.

They probably wouldn’t have crossed paths under normal circumstances. But she was promoting her debut album on social media—a fairly new concept at the time. He just liked the girl on the album cover.

As luck would have it, someone associated with her profile appeared to be online. So when the automated message popped up—something like, “Hi, my name’s Taylor, I’m just a girl with a guitar”—he replied.

To his surprise, she messaged back. They made small talk, casual at first. But she seemed discouraged. Mentioned her music, how hard she’d worked, how she thought she should’ve already made it. She asked if he’d listen to a couple songs and give his honest opinion. She sent them. He listened. Then tried to be honest—and encouraging.

The conversation lasted well over an hour. It was easy. Comfortable. More than once, she told him he took too long to reply.  He said he wanted to be sure he was saying all the right things.

The online messages continued for a bit after that. Maybe one day you’ll write a song about me, he had said. But the final conversation ended quickly. She said she had to go—hurried, apologetic. Like she wanted to explain but couldn’t. He felt like she blew him off but wasn’t sure why.

They didn’t speak again. But a couple months later, during a Saint Louis Symphony Orchestra Christmas performance at Powell Hall, he thought he saw her with her parents. Briefly, they made eye contact through the crowd. Years earlier, her grandmother, Marjorie, had performed with the SLSO at Kiel Auditorium. But was it her?

Somehow, though, she traced the details—like a detective in boots and bright red lipstick. Verifying names. Reading court summaries. Scratching notes in the margins. Side-eyeing every word for sugar or gasoline. He had the grammar of the Midwest and the charm of someone who knew it. But what got her wasn’t how he said things.

It was what he left out.

The years between ’92 and ’07 were mostly spent in the Missouri Department of Corrections, if the dockets were telling the truth. But here and there—blank spaces. Fuzzy records. A calendar gap that felt like a dare.

She never asked if the bar fight in Amarillo was real. Or if he really climbed out a jail window barefoot.

Part of her didn’t want to know. Truth has a way of closing doors.

So she let some things live in ambiguity—not as fact, but as fuel.

Some songs just need a single match.

And if anyone ever asked, she’d smile like the question was cute and change the subject to bridges or metaphors. Deny the muse. Embrace the myth.

But in her drafts, he lingered.

In scratchy demo tapes. In titles she crossed out twice. In a line about a Pontiac that made the final cut without ever being explained.

“Go, Go, Go!”

CHAPTER THREE: TRACES

She wasn’t looking for him. Not exactly.

But sometime in early 2008—months after the messages had gone silent—curiosity flickered back to life. Maybe it was a lyric that refused to land. Perhaps it was a name she couldn't forget. She typed it into a search bar.

A mugshot loaded onto the screen. Harsh lighting. Flat background. His most recent photo, taken at the parole office the day he walked out. Charges stamped beneath it like subtitles: Burglary 2nd. Stealing. Escape from Confinement.

ERIC B. HICKERSON.

Somehow, he'd made it past the on-duty officers, reached a switch inside the control center—the one that unlocked the back door of the facility—and vanished into the night.

Waiting a block away was Jessie Mahurin. Old friend. Known associate. On supervised probation for a string of forgeries Hickerson had somehow gotten away with (she didn't snitch). She was the driver. The accomplice. His exit strategy.

Her vehicle: a 1992 black Pontiac Grand Prix with red trim and a temporary tag. Or at least it had a temporary tag. The car was hers—sort of. Her parents had registered it jointly, hoping it might help her get a job and straighten out. But that night, it accomplished the opposite. It was a getaway.

The official reports never used that word. They didn’t need to. She stole the keys. She aided and abetted an escaped felon. The facts spoke for themselves.

A Wanted Bulletin was issued to neighboring law enforcement agencies. A Grim Reaper tattoo listed on Hickerson’s right forearm.  

A line noting the possibility of a companion—“unknown white female.” Specific and vague at the same time, like a blurry witness statement.

But one detail hit harder than the rest:  

“Go, Go, Go!” Scribbled in pen on the cover of a notebook. Urgent. Breathless. As if someone had shouted it in real time and a sheriff's deputy had captured the echo in his supplemental police report.

Oddly, she’d written that exact phrase into an unfinished bridge. Even played with the idea during a video she created about getting her driver’s permit. “Go, Go, Go, Go, Go! HaHa!” She thought she’d made it up. 

Now she wasn’t sure.

And the deeper she dug, the stranger it felt. The car. The jailbreak. The tattoo. The Saint Louis connection. And then, in 2009, another improbable thread surfaced: someone Hickerson was serving time with: William Bauer, an inmate at Missouri Eastern Correctional Center.

The name didn’t mean much—until later.  

She typed Moehlenkamp—her grandmother’s maiden name—into a genealogy site while drafting a song about legacy. An obituary appeared. Same last name. Same Missouri town: St. Charles. Not her grandmother. But it could’ve been someone else’s.

Listed among the survivors:  

William Bauer.

The connections were faint. A prison roommate. Familiar names. Stories traded in cell blocks like crime-riddled ghost stories. If someone had ever mentioned him—if a detail had slipped through—could it have lodged somewhere in her mind?

Time jump:  

Years later, she co-wrote with Joe Alwyn, who used a pseudonym: William Bowery. Fans chalked it up to romantic subterfuge. Maybe it was.

Still—the echo lingered.

She didn’t need the whole story. Just a few images. A handful of lines. A phrase in Courier font that drifted into a demo. A Wanted poster. A map of Missouri. A trail of messages that ended too soon.

And maybe, when she revisited a certain song, she changed one lyric in the bridge.

Crossed out: You ran.  

Wrote: And we run.

She never explained it.

She didn’t have to.

Some metaphors don’t need to be invented. They’re already out there. On record. In the margins. Driving fast, on a cold night, in a black Pontiac with red trim.

CHAPTER FOUR: THE FRENCH DISCONNECTION 

Paris, Disguise, and the Myth of Escape

They say history repeats itself, first as triumph or tragedy, then as a Tumblr post. But here—amid mugshots, faded headlines, and MySpace memories—it repeats like a song you almost remember, one you hum before you realize it’s about someone who disappeared—at least temporarily.

I. The Outlaw, the Escape, and the Unclaimed Seat

In 1934, Eastham Prison Farm in Lovelady, Texas was the stage for one of the boldest jailbreaks ever orchestrated. Clyde Barrow returned not just for revenge—but for extraction. Among the convicts working the field that day was J.B. French, imprisoned for kidnapping an East Texas doctor from Paris. He wasn’t part of Barrow’s crew. He wasn't even on the list.

But fate—messy, impulsive, cinematic—put him in the frame.

When the bullets started flying and the smoke offered cover, French ran. Legend has it, he reached Clyde’s getaway car, that infamous Ford V8 idling in the brush, and tried to climb in. Barrow refused him.

French was recaptured shortly after.

The newspapers immortalized Bonnie and Clyde in photographs. French returned to the shadows, his name appearing briefly in The Paris News (then The Paris Evening News) like an epilogue nobody read. But the echo lingered. A man named French, denied escape. A city named Paris, tethered to captivity.

II. David French and the Phantom Map

In 1999, Eric Hickerson vanished from the Phelps County Jail. His cell left empty, his trail paper-thin. In the fog that followed, law enforcement questioned other inmates. Most met silence with silence.

But one man spoke.

David French.

He told investigators he’d overheard Hickerson on the jail phone—his voice hushed, the conversation tense. An unknown female. Plans half-whispered. Escape hours away.

Unbeknownst to authorities, French was supposed to go, too.

The rumor spiraled: two men, one plan. But only one made it out.

And then came the misdirection. French advised authorities to look in Arkansas, where Hickerson might seek to obtain a fake ID under a new name. He spoke with conviction. Like a man flipping a switch. Or closing a door.

Hickerson, as far as records show, never went to Arkansas.

So what really happened?

Was David French, like J.B. before him, denied a seat at the last possible second? Or did he decline on purpose, choosing not to run but to rewrite the chase?

Because here’s the thing: both Frenches show up just before the moment everything breaks—just before escape becomes legend. Both are left behind. But both leave a trace, a diversion, a clue that leads nowhere... or everywhere. History does indeed repeat itself. 

III. Curtain Call in Paris

By the time anyone caught wind of his trail, Hickerson was already there.

Paris.

Not France—but close enough to make the pun permanent. The same city that printed J.B. French’s name in 1934 now became the whispered backdrop to Hickerson’s vanishing act. It’s almost like the stage was already built. All he had to do was step into the light.

No confirmed sightings. No paper trail. Just the slow hum of irony loud enough to fill a theater: the fugitive lands in Paris, where “the French” have already played supporting roles—twice.

Was it a coincidence? A dare? Or just the perfect third act?

Like Red finally walking into Zihuatanejo in The Shawshank Redemption, Hickerson’s reported arrival in Paris hums with cinematic closure. Except instead of a wide beach and blue Pacific, there’s a quiet Texas skyline and the ghost of a V8 Ford idling in memory.

And maybe that’s the point.

Perhaps great escapes aren’t about getting away after all. They’re about rewriting the script so the last page folds inward. So it looks like an ending, even when the mystery lives on.

“We were jet-set, Bonnie and Clyde... .”[image: ]

CHAPTER FIVE: THE NEWS WE DIDN’T READ

The refrain sounds innocuous: “I didn’t see the news.” In Taylor Swift’s Paris, it registers as a lover’s alibi, a refusal to let the outside world intrude on a private fantasy. Yet the line functions as more than romantic shorthand. It is a gesture of selective blindness—an insistence on not knowing. And the news she “didn’t see” was not abstract. It was literal: the reporting in The Paris News, a small-town Texas paper documenting the capture of Eric Hickerson, a fugitive whose brief disappearance and recapture were already drifting toward myth.

Lana Del Rey enters the same symbolic terrain from the opposite direction. Paris, Texas opens not with denial but with departure: “I had to leave, knew they wouldn’t understand.” Her Paris is not a city of lights but a liminal border space, a waypoint for the judged and the exiled. She withholds the crime but foregrounds the consequence. Where Swift’s Paris is a site of suspended disbelief, Del Rey’s is a site of aftermath.

The synchronicity between the two is striking. Within months, both artists released adjacent, Antonoff-produced songs invoking Paris as a place where narrative can be rewritten, where accountability can be deferred or dissolved. Both gesture toward the erasure of public record—Swift through romantic distraction, Del Rey through the quiet resignation of someone already living with the fallout. And both, intentionally or not, orbit the same real-world event: the fugitive arc of Eric Hickerson, whose capture in Paris, Texas was chronicled in local print even as the broader pop-cultural world remained oblivious.

The online account @realgetawaycar articulated the connection first. Their reading reframes Swift’s lyric as a form of plausible deniability: “No, I didn’t see the news...” becomes a legal shrug, a refusal to acknowledge the existence of a narrative that might implicate or entangle. Del Rey’s Paris, Texas, by contrast, reads like a deposition in verse—especially given its instrumental lineage. The track samples SYML’s I Wanted to Leave, a song whose title echoes Swift’s earlier Getaway Car confession: “I wanted to leave him, I needed a reason.” The suitcase in Del Rey’s opening line is not merely symbolic; it is evidentiary, a material trace of flight.

Visual language reinforces the parallel. Swift’s Midnights aesthetic—berets, trench coats, noir palettes—constructs a Paris that never existed, a cinematic projection of secrecy and glamour. Del Rey’s stripped-down vocal delivery, paired with SYML’s spectral piano, evokes the morning after the fantasy collapses. One artist builds the myth; the other performs its disintegration.

And then there is the soup. In a moment that borders on the surreal, Blake Tollison Shelton joked that that he “could’ve been singing about soup” during CMT's Top 20 Countdown premier of his Texas music video. The detail seems absurd until one remembers that Campbell’s operates a major manufacturing facility in Paris, Texas—and that Travis Kelce, Swift’s boyfriend, together with his mother, Donna, and brother, Jason, has appeared in multiple Campbell’s advertising campaigns. The pantry becomes part of the symbolic network: a can of soup, a fugitive, a love song about not seeing the news. The mundane becomes a clue.

What emerges is a shared cultural lexicon in which Paris, Texas, functions as a cipher. It is a place where stories are rewritten, where inconvenient truths are bracketed, where the line between romance and evasion blurs. To “not see the news” is to choose the fantasy over the fact, the myth over the record. Swift dramatizes the refusal; Del Rey dramatizes the reckoning.

This chapter is not about proving intention. It is about tracing the narrative strategies artists use to metabolize the stories that shadow them. The headlines we ignore, the cities we repurpose, the metaphors we inherit. In these songs, Paris becomes a site of erasure and reinvention—a place where the truth is both too heavy to hold and too dangerous to name.

“No, I didn’t see the news, ‘cause we were somewhere else... “
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CHAPTER SIX: “GET OUTTA MY HOUSE!!!”

	Burglar as Muse, Cinema as Confession


On Taylor Swift’s official YouTube channel, nestled among slickly edited content and high-gloss visuals, there’s a behind-the-scenes video titled Look What You Made Me Do: Taylor Mountain. Within it, Swift walks fans through her creative process—a chaotic pile of past personas clawing their way to the top. At one point, two Taylors are shown grappling with each other over a baseball bat. One yells, “I hate you! Get outta my house!” When the scene ends, the camera trails the real Swift as she breaks character and, seemingly half-laughing, says, “I have no idea where that came from. I have no experience with home invasion, but, you know, you’ve just gotta follow the muse.”

To casual viewers, the moment may seem like nothing more than behind-the-scenes banter. But to those familiar with the shadows cast by the Secret Muse Theory, her words resound louder than any prop bat on set.

When I Was Sixteen...

Earlier in the same video, with a disarming smile and that practiced sparkle in her eye, Swift casually mentions a phase she went through when she was "sixteen.” The line may register as a throwaway to most, but in the context of this theory, it lands like an Easter egg dropped with intention on the forest floor, albeit with some degree of deliberate misdirection mixed in.

Eric Hickerson was paroled from the Tipton Correctional Center on January 18, 2007, and it was in 2007, during her breakout into the mainstream and her earliest run of MySpace-era stardom, that she reportedly connected with him. The phrase “a phase” gives the illusion of triviality—but when paired with both a simulated home invasion and her explicit disavowal of personal experience, the juxtaposition becomes chilling. That said, Swift was in fact sixteen-ish when she stepped into the orbit of the one man whose criminal record includes Burglary of a Habitation, an offense defined under Texas Penal Code 30.02.

	Staged Reality, Staged Memory


The bat scene isn’t mere chaos for spectacle’s sake—it’s a visceral split-screen of emotional charge. One Taylor erupts in violent defense, shouting at an intruder; the other tries to wrest the weapon from her. The clash feels startlingly authentic—because it very well might be. Swift later shrugs: “I have no idea where that came from.” But subconscious staging has long been her medium, and this time, it speaks with surgical precision. She knows exactly where it came from. So does the muse.

That cry—“get outta my house”—rings louder than simple character dialogue. Under the Texas statute Hickerson was indicted for—Burglary of a Habitation, defined as unlawful entry with intent to commit a felony, theft, or assault—it transforms into a psychological echo. Swift may not have lived it, but the muse did. And so did the Watsons.

	“Go, Go, Go!” and the Lingering Residue of Flight


In the real-world incident, Hickerson fled the scene of the crime screaming “Go, Go, Go!” while being chased from the Watson residence by an armed Charles Watson—a detail that’s been preserved in court records and newspaper accounts. Though that moment isn’t explicitly reenacted in Look What You Made Me Do, the energy of panic, urgency, and confrontation is manifest in the Taylor Mountain scene. Swift fights herself, yes—but more than that, she fights someone she once trusted to stay outside the threshold.

	Guns, Bats, and Selective Memory


It's notable that Swift chose a bat and not a gun—especially given the well-documented and very real version of events as outlined in both the witness statements and the related police report. But the substitution softens the scene just enough to keep plausible deniability intact, while still referencing violence and territorial defense. Moreover, the domestic nature of a baseball bat also lessens the true severity of the incident, evoking Swiftian Americana while adequately telling a story that implies a violation of personal space. And while a gun would be a bit much, a baseball bat is an acceptable weapon that could belong to any girl who grew up trusting people she probably shouldn’t have.

	The Indictment as Mirror Text


The presence of Hickerson’s indictment—shared by @realgetawaycar, framed beside Taylor’s quote about “home invasion”—invites the audience to draw a line that Swift herself only hints at. She states that she’s never experienced such an event but follows a muse who clearly has. And if we chart her public associations against that qualifier, only one person checks the box, and she just so happened to meet him in the “phase” she now chooses to reference on film.

In the end, what appears to be a surrealist vignette from a pop star’s behind-the-scenes reel becomes something else entirely—a dramatized memory, a veiled testimony, a confession through composition. Swift’s casual remark about “no experience with home invasion” isn’t a disavowal, but a wink; her mention of being sixteen, not nostalgia, but time-stamped evidence. The baseball bat as an alternative weapon, the subtle mention of a muse—all operate like parts of an encrypted cipher. And when paired with the legal record, the timeline, and the stagecraft, the message becomes unmistakable: this wasn’t make-believe. It was memory, made myth.

“I have no idea where that came from; I have no experience with home invasion, but, you know... you’ve just gotta follow the muse.”

––––––––
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CHAPTER SEVEN: THE EVOLUTION OF A FORBIDDEN LOVE 

If Love Story marked the dawn of Swift’s self-mythologizing, it may also have disguised the first tremor of a far more dangerous truth. The official line, cemented in interviews and family anecdotes, has always framed it as a rebellious teenager’s reaction to romantic disapproval. But what if that rebellion was real? What if the reason Love Story rang with such urgency wasn’t because it was fantasy—but because it was a true story cloaked in metaphor?

According to Taylor’s own words in a 2008 Ellen DeGeneres Show interview, only one track on Fearless—Forever & Always—was about Joe Jonas, her then-recent ex. So who were the remaining tracks about? Though she didn't name names, she was clear that songs on her then-newly released album were about “a couple people.” That said, if one is Jonas, the remaining tracks can likely be narrowed to a singular, unnamed figure. After all, given Swift’s tightly scheduled, heavily supervised lifestyle at roughly seventeen, it’s implausible that she had time for a parade of muses. This wasn’t a girl juggling heartaches—this was a girl hiding one.

Enter the “epic teenage tantrum.”

During the 2015 Academy of Country Music Awards, Andrea Swift shared a defining story: Taylor, aged seventeen, fell hard for a boy her parents didn’t approve of. There was yelling, there were slammed doors—and then, about an hour later, there was Love Story. That anecdote maps perfectly onto another resurfaced gem: a 2008 PopSugar interview during which Taylor recalls crying, yelling “But Daddy, I love him!” and immediately penning a song on her bedroom floor. It was Romeo and Juliet rewritten, not as tragedy—but as subterfuge.

So who was this forbidden boy?

@realgetawaycar points to Eric Hickerson, whose connection with Swift began online during that formative period. At the time, their bond would’ve been easy to dismiss, impossible to reveal. But if Hickerson is the muse, then Love Story becomes something else entirely: a secret message buried under layers of Shakespearean allusion—a song not about fantasy but about escape.

And escape isn’t just metaphor - it’s biography.

Hickerson’s criminal record includes charges related to escape, a detail that casts new light on Swift’s lyrics: “Escape this town for a little while” and “All there’s left to do is run.” These aren’t just poetic flourishes—they’re thematic fingerprints. The language of flight, of urgency, of running from something rather than toward it, recurs throughout Swift’s discography. From Run (Taylor’s Version) to I Know Places and Getaway Car, the motif of escape is not only persistent—it’s personal.

And it resurfaces in full throttle on The Tortured Poets Department.

In But Daddy I Love Him, Swift returns to the exact words she once screamed to her father. No balcony this time. But there is another getaway car, the suggestion of potential flight from parental authority, and a girl who is no longer asking for permission:

“I’m tellin’ him to floor it through the fences... I know he’s crazy, but he’s the one I want.”

It’s the same girl. Same story. Only now she isn’t cloaking it in metaphor—she’s detonating it with clarity.

The connective tissue between these two songs—separated by over 15 years—is emotional DNA. Both are born from parental disapproval, both fueled by reckless devotion. But where Love Story sanitized, But Daddy I Love Him sears. This isn’t evolution. It’s excavation.

Swift once wrote her way around the truth. Now she’s writing straight through it.

CHAPTER EIGHT: "ALL THERE’S LEFT TO DO IS RUN” – THE DIGITAL GETAWAY

From the moment Juliet whispered “All there’s left to do is run,” Swift’s work has echoed with urgency. Not just the ache of longing—but the pulse-pounding drive to flee. Across eras, this motif of escape evolves—from soft rebellion to open defiance. Whether in love, in secrecy, or in danger, Swift has always ran. The question is: from what—or perhaps, for whom?

In Love Story, running is romanticized. It's the fairytale exit plan. A teenage girl rebuking her disapproving father. A balcony. A white dress. A fantasy spun from real-life frustration. It reads like fiction. But beneath the Shakespearean veil lies something more grounded—possibly more grave.

By the time I Know Places arrives on 1989, the stakes have shifted. “They are the hunters, we are the foxes... ." Swift and her lover are no longer just misunderstood—they’re hunted. The running here is psychological, even primal. Fame is no longer a stage—it’s a snare. Escape is no longer a metaphor—it’s survival.

The Fearless (Taylor's Version) vault track Run, featuring Ed Sheeran, amplifies this theme. “Give me the keys, I’ll bring the car back around” paints an image of small-town suffocation. But one line detonates the subtext: “Run, like you’d run from the law.” This isn’t hyperbole. It’s an Easter egg—one that implies not just disapproval, but illegality. Not just rebellion, but flight from persecution—or perhaps, from prosecution. If we accept the theory that Eric Hickerson—an alleged fugitive with ties to Swift’s early online life—is the hidden muse, then this line reads less like poetry and more like confession.

Then comes But Daddy I Love Him, where the same emotional flashpoint resurfaces. “I’m tellin’ him to floor it through the fences... ." There is no doubt here. No lingering metaphor. It is escape at full speed—wild, reckless, and real. The balcony is long gone. The girl is not dressed in white but undone, unbuttoned, alive.
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BELIEVED 10 BE IN THE COMPANY OF:
JESSIE £. MAHURIN W/F DOBOTOSTS ~
HGT/S06 WGT217 HARBROWN EYESBROWN

POSSIBLY DRIVING A 1992 BLACK WITH RED TRIM PONTIAC GRAN PRIX WITH
TEMPORARY LICENSE

SURJECT MAY POSSIBLY BE IN THE HARRISON, ARKANSAS AREA. SUSPECT MAY
ATTEMPT TO GAIN AN ARKANSAS IDENTIFICATION CARD. HE IS BELIEVED 10 BE
TRAVELING WITH AN UNKNOWN WHITE FEMALE. LAST KNOWN ADDRESS WAS IN
STLOUIS, MO. ANY INFORMATION CONTACT DETECTIVE MARK WILLIAMS BY PACER
AT 800.765.1271

KNOWN TO HAVE BEEN ARMED OR PHYSICALLY VIOLI

NIC/W 160321589
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TODAYS NEWS WHILE IT'S FRESH FOR NORTHEAST TEXAS. SOUTHEAST OKLAHOMA
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Clyde Barrow Rescues Five Convicts
In Machine Gun Raid On Prison Farm
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;ll ‘bkﬁﬂ- Sunday, December 12, 1999
‘Authorities charge Missouri fugitive,

Dan Sansing
News Seaff Wrirer
A from Missouri and

b gilfriend were arcestod by
local authorities Friday after
they were discovered attempt-
ing to burglarize a home near
 the day before.
e Ellen Maburin, 21, a0d

25,
arrested whea Cpl. James Mazy
of Paris Police Department
answered 3 2 suspicious
vehicle at McCuistion Regional

Medical Center pasking loL.
“About 5 or § o'clock in the
morning  Paris  Police

Department received 2 call of
car at " sai i
B.J. McCoy.

Lamar County Sheriff’s
Depanment bad begun investi-
gation the day before and trans-
mitted 2 description of the vehi-
cle seen leaving a burglary near

B Rohen Trapp and Mazy

uestioned the individuals on

their arrest as suspects in the
burglary.

Both originally gave false
names to police.

Mahurin is charged with bur-
sllry of a habitation, a second

iegree felony, and failure to
identify.

Hickerson is charged with
burglary of a habitation, failure
to identify, and is being held
without bond on the felony
escape charge from Missouri.

Other charges on the two are
pending, McCoy said.

“He was in jail in Missouri
and she met him when he broke
out of jail,” McCoy said.

Hickerson reportedly broke
out of a Phelps County Missouri
jail Nov. 17.

According to police, the two
were caught when they appar-
ently tried to burglarize a house

!companion with attempted burglary

that was occupied.

“The people were home.
They were apparently napping.”
McCoy said.

McCoy said the man of the
house was awakened by the
noise and confronted Hickerson
with a gun.

Hickerson fled, but the
homeowner got a description of
the car and called police.

McCoy said good coopera-
tion between law enforcement
agencies and public involve-
ment led to the arrest.

“We think they may have
been involved in a couple more
burglaries,” he soid.

McCoy encourages anyone
who may have becn nrproach:d
by the pair to call Lamar
County Sheriff’s Office at 737-
2400.

He said they would approach
homes and tell the homeowners
they were from Missouri and
lost.






