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This one goes out to my Day Ones, the two people who always believed in me and would never let me give up on my dream of one day writing a book about the secret lives of Taylor Swift’s cats. To my parents, Ed and Little, this one’s for you.


Sue Chef, July 2024












Disclaimer


The following is our version of events. Any resemblance to reality is pure coincidence.









Foreword


In this world, the only things that are certain are death and taxes.


That is, unless you’re a cat. And especially if you’re Taylor Swift’s cat.


OK, there aren’t *no* deaths (though there are certainly more lives) and I guess that *technically* there are no taxes – it’s not like it’s us who’s paying them – but who are we kidding? Everybody wants to be a cat, and if you don’t, you’re lying to yourself.


I’m Meredith Grey, and I know exactly what you’re thinking: How is this cat talking to me? (Answer: a ridiculous amount of time on our paws, and access to Duolingo Premium.) But I know what else you’re thinking too: that my younger siblings – Olivia Benson and Benjamin Button – and I are the kinds of ultra-privileged, ultra-pampered, ultra-Instagrammed celebrity cats that are ultimately no use to anyone or anything. (You’re not entirely wrong.)


For too long, we’ve hidden in the shadows, relegated to the occasional search-engine-friendly news article. But in fact, we were right in the middle of Taylor’s rise to fame and world domination. And now it’s time to set the record straight.


Over the course of the next few chapters, we the Mob (Meredith, Olivia, Benjamin; Taylor learned how to do Easter eggs from us, you know) present our own version of events: of how a random ragdoll and two increasingly immobile Scottish Folds formed a firm of fixers that facilitated the far-fetched fdreams of Ftaylor Fwift, all recalled to Sandford’s finest Swiftie, Sue Chef.


I believe it was Christopher Marlowe who said, ‘All the world’s a stage, and all the men and women merely players.’ (Does that make cats the directors? I never went to drama school.) Anyway, in the all-singing, all-dancing Swift production, I, Meredith Grey, cast myself as the don, the matriarch, the alpha overseeing a career without omega.


And sure, I guess the musicians, producers, management, family, Squad, the post-Squad Squad, written media and social media all helped build the Taylor we know and love in their own unique ways – not forgetting the small matter of the hundreds of millions of fans who bought records, the many more who streamed or watched the 152-show, 21-month, globe-trotting phenomenon that was the Eras Tour, and the global populace who sought to anoint a new kind of megastar for the twenty-first century – but mostly it was me.


But who were the real constants in her life all this time? ‘I’m going to go hang out with my friends, and then I go home to the cats,’ Taylor told a reporter on the Grammys red carpet in 2015. Steady and unmoving then, steadier and unmovinger today.


Overseeing Taylor’s burgeoning career is no easy work, but before we begin, it would be remiss of me to not pay tribute to those no longer with us, the pets who did the groundwork for us and Taylor, even if they knew nothing of it at the time.


In the beginning, there was Indy, an adorable Siamese–tabby mix. Taylor called up best friend Abigail Anderson, just so she could share Indy snoring down the phone. ‘This is the cat that I talk to when I’m lonely or bored or happy,’ Taylor told the world in 2008. We give thanks to Indy, for being the first cat in a lifetime of pet-based obsessions. (There were horses and dogs too. Unfortunately, that Taylor can’t come to the phone right now; she’s dead.)


Then, there was Eliehsen, another Siamese. We give thanks to Eliehsen, for having a name close enough to Alison that we can safely assume Taylor Alison Swift’s pets are an extension of herself and, crucially, her artistry.


I entered the tale in 2011 and quickly realised my duty. My predecessors had done a fine job in creating the right atmosphere for a young Taylor to practise her music. But in truth, this was amateur hour. In all the drama around Taylor, she needed someone strong and reliable to take care of family matters. You’ll hear from my siblings later, but first, this is my version.
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Meredith’s Version


25 September 2008, three years before I arrived on the scene. Taylor had known Grey’s Anatomy showrunner Shonda Rhimes for a little while; or rather, Rhimes had known of her. (One time, Taylor turned up shoeless and guitarful in her office, and proceeded to play ‘Love Story’ to a bemused Rhimes while declaring her undying love for the TV show.) So when ‘White Horse’ appeared in the fifth season of Grey’s, something clicked for Taylor.


I entered the fold on Halloween 2011, embodying all the characteristics expected of a strong, independent, distinctly unspooky TV doctor. (Despite it being the ‘most important day’ of Taylor’s life so far, I never really got the whole Halloween schtick. The first and last time that Taylor attempted to dress me and Olivia up in Halloween outfits in 2014, I tried to jump off the balcony.)


The first few months of our relationship were documented on Instagram posts painfully consigned to the pre-Reputation archive in the sky. But, while Olivia would later become Taylor’s ‘sabre-toothed tiger cub’, ‘baby wolverine’, ‘Princess of Meow Town’, ‘melting snowman’ and ‘little unicorn kitty cat’, my relationship with Taylor was far deeper than any silly childish nicknames. The cats have had many songs over the years – see Benjamin’s selection later on – but our song was forged from Taylor confessing to me (and only me) everything about her blossoming career, her beautiful life, her friends, her lovers and her adoring fans, and me, lying there, literally not moving a muscle, plotting all the ways I could make her dreams come true. Though missing her was dark grey, loving her was yellow. (I’m colour blind.)
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