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to Millie and Cooper always listening









“For my part,” said Deronda, “people who do anything finely always inspirit me to try. I don’t mean that they make me believe I can do it as well. But they make the thing, whatever it may be, seem worthy to be done. I can bear to think my own music not good for much, but the world would be more dismal if I thought music itself not good for much. Excellence encourages one about life generally; it shows the spiritual wealth of the world.”


“But then if we can’t imitate it? — it only makes our own life seem the tamer,” said Gwendolen, in a mood to resent encouragement founded on her own insignificance.


“That depends on the point of view, I think,” said Deronda. “We should have a poor life of it if we were reduced for all our pleasure to our own performances. A little private imitation of what is good is a sort of . . . preparation to understand and enjoy what the few can do for us. I think Miss Lapidoth is one of the few.”


“She must be a very happy person, don’t you think?” said Gwendolen, with a touch of sarcasm, and a turn of her neck towards Mrs Raymond.


“I don’t know,” answered the independent lady; “I must hear more of her before I said that.”


—GEORGE ELIOT, DANIEL DERONDA
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1


. . . READY FOR IT


WELCOME TO EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND, WHERE TAYLOR is everywhere.


A man in a feather boa plays “You Belong with Me,” followed by “Love Story,” on the bagpipes beside a crowd of tourists, many in Eras Tour gear: Taylor’s face—stenciled, printed, tinted on white pavement—seems to look back with approval. Clear plastic Eras Tour merchandise bags show up everywhere too. A pub in the city center has placed glitter and bangles and Swiftie gear under clear tabletops. A train station near the city center shows, in lieu of the normal Scottish Rail signboard, a sign modeled after the Eras Tour poster.


It’s June 8, 2024. Edinburgh’s manifestations of Taylormania are only the latest among the splashes she’s made as year two of the biggest pop tour in the world rolls on. In Rio de Janeiro, the iconic statue of Christ the Redeemer wears the T-shirt from Taylor’s “You Belong with Me” video, projected in lights with faux-handwritten messages. In London, a military band plays “Shake It Off” for the changing of the guard at Buckingham Palace. Not to be outdone by royalty, London’s center-left mayor, Sadiq Khan, rolls out a version of the London Tube Map with stations renamed after Taylor’s songs: It appears in Wembley Park Station and as a newspaper pullout section. Taylor’s tunes, the Swiftie Tube map implies, can find you—or take you—almost anywhere.1


This book asks how those tunes, and their creator, got to that point. It began—that is, my Taylor Swift journey began—when I heard “You Belong with Me” in a drugstore in 2009 and got curious about the songwriter. By the time 1989 came out, I was ready to call myself a Swiftie, and by the time of the pandemic albums I wanted to write about her work. Then, in September 2023, a few of my students at Harvard noticed my Swift-themed tote bag and asked if I would supervise a semester-long independent study about Swift’s songs. I told them I’d rather teach a course instead. I listed it in the course catalog and expected a few dozen students to show up. Instead, 200 did, followed, from January to June 2024, by reporters who wanted to cover it—TMZ, NBC, NPR, CNN, the BBC, the RTE (Irish public radio), and then others, from Australia, Brazil, Canada, Chile, the People’s Republic of China, Ecuador, Finland, France, Germany, Greece, India, Mexico, New Zealand, Norway, Poland, Portugal, Singapore, Spain, and Sweden.


Taylor Swift is a world phenomenon. How did she get that way? This book, like the course that produced it, proposes three answers, which stretch through all thirteen chapters. First, it all starts with the songs. Like the Beatles and Prince, and unlike (say) Sinatra, Taylor got famous by singing the songs that she wrote, both on her own and in collaboration. To understand her we ought to hear her songs as songs: not as if they were poems in printed books, but as lyrics interacting with music.


Second, her songs have worked so well—for so long—because throughout all her changes of style and genre and collaborators, she’s been able to stay both aspirational and relatable. She and the characters in her songs present people her fans wish they could be or want to be like. But, even after her ascent to superstardom, she also writes so that we can identify with her: She presents roles, characters, and personae that resonate with many of us, and dilemmas that resemble many of ours. An almost too typical teenage girl, an insecure outsider even when she gets celebrated and welcomed, a beauty icon who knows she tries too much, Swift represents the kind of person that many of us want to be and mirrors the way that some of us already see ourselves. We know she works hard, that she’s always been a good girl, that she’s tried to please the adults and the audiences around her, and that she has largely succeeded. So. far.


Her music shows how it feels—and here’s my third answer—when you can’t stop working: when diligence, worldly success, and artistic commitment get you everywhere you’ve ever wanted to go, and you still want something more. That work ethic, and that attention to what people want (while trying to give us something more), contribute to what my subtitle calls Swift’s genius. It’s a word more often applied to artistic revolutionaries, to rule-breakers who stand above and apart from the crowd, and (not by coincidence) to men. A versatile creator who understands her audiences; who brings us along with her; who figures out all the rules, then uses those rules to make an art that’s many-layered, emotionally compelling, individual, and new: That kind of creator deserves the term “genius” too. And that’s the kind that Taylor Swift has become.


What makes her (in that polemical sense) a genius? What makes her music mean so much to so many fans (including me)? My three big answers (along with many small ones) come from listening to Taylor’s work and from learning about her life. This book follows that life—her triumphs and scandals, her tours and her relocations, her boyfriends and best friends and colleagues and friends-become-enemies—because that life informs the songs. Ultimately it’s not a book about Taylor’s life, but a book about the music, the recordings and the performances, that have emerged from that life: Taylor’s own versions of Taylor, as heard in those songs.


The songs have a kind of heroic origin story. In Taylor’s own telling (from the 2010 documentary miniseries Journey to Fearless), she started learning at the age of twelve when, as she put it, “a guy who my parents had hired to fix my computer” saw a guitar in the house and asked, “‘Do you want me to teach you a few chords?’ I said yes, and that was that. . . . I was just relentless about wanting to play all the time, songwriting for all my free time.” The supposed repair guy that Scott and Andrea hired seems to have been a professional guitar teacher too. Without Scott and Andrea and their wealth and attention, without the family’s move to Nashville (see Chapter 2), without Taylor’s whiteness, without her photogenic countenance, without her early collaborators (such as Nathan Chapman and Liz Rose), without her willingness to work and learn and study and take direction, both in the studio and onstage, she could not have found success in the same way.2


With them, though, her success came from her songs. “It can get complicated on every other level,” she said in 2018, “but the songwriting is still the same uncomplicated process it was when I was writing songs in my room.” The New Yorker critic Kelefa Sanneh, in his majestic survey of American popular music, Major Labels, calls Swift “both brilliant songwriter and a brilliant collaborator.” A pop singer who could not please casual fans would run little chance of attracting so many devoted ones: Swift’s rise depended not just on the depth of her lyrics (though they helped), nor on her originality (much of which came later), but on her heard-in-the-drugstore, overheard-on-the-car-radio appeal. Nonetheless, the songs and their words reward close analysis: The more attention you pay, the better they get, and the more you can get out of them. Reporters for Vogue once asked Taylor, on camera, “If you could teach one subject in school what would it be?” She answered, gleefully, “English!”3


She’s been the subject of English classes instead, and not only my own. Teachers and readers can learn how those words work so well by setting them next to other English words from other writings, some of them novels, memoirs, and modern poems. I brought some of those novels, memoirs, and poems into the class I taught. Some of them (including novels and poems that Taylor has certainly read) come up in this book. At the same time, this book treats the songs as songs, not page-based poems or speeches or anything else: The way they sound can transform what the words do and say. Before we look at what the words do and what they mean, I want to make sure that we hear the music too.4


To take one recent example from the Midnights era: “Hits Different” repeats the two-word title phrase four times in each chorus. The song says that the word “love” might be a lie—after all, Swift’s friends keep telling her so—but the word, and its hollowness, change as the phrase “hits different” repeats. Its syllables change pitch, up two whole steps, then down two whole steps, then up and down again, as if Swift couldn’t figure out whether to believe in love (the upside) or spurn her former belief (the downside). Love and disappointment, in this composition, really do hit different each time, even when the words are the same. And what’s true for that song holds for others. To understand why Swift’s words hit so hard, and so well, and mean something so different each time, we need to understand how they work in her music.


That understanding requires some slightly technical musicteacherish vocabulary, though I’ve tried to keep it to a minimum. Most pop music relies on vocal melodies that follow the notes of a major or minor scale. Voice teachers give the eight notes of a scale one-syllable designations: For a major scale, that’s do re mi fa sol la ti and a higher do (as in the song “Do-Re-Mi” from The Sound of Music). I use the do, re, mi system (also called solfège) wherever I can in order to make this book as easy as possible for nonmusicians to follow. Where necessary I also use the names of notes (C, D, F-sharp, and so on) and the chords they make when played together. One chord, for example, is do, mi, sol (in the key of C, the notes C, E, and G); we refer to that chord by the Roman numeral I, because it starts on the first note of the major scale. Another chord is fa, la, do (F, A, and C in the key of C); we refer to it by the Roman numeral IV, because it starts on the fourth note.


Some chords, such as the major I (also called the tonic), sound stable, or calm, or like “home”; others, like the minor vi (la, do, mi), can sound unstable or unsettling, as if they’re supposed to lead somewhere else. A series of chords is called a chord progression. In most pop music (and in most classical music written before about 1880), chord progressions end at a stable, “home” place, such as the I or the V (sol, ti, re). Modern jazz musicians, contemporary composers, and some pop songwriters (Joni Mitchell; Walter Becker and Donald Fagen; Tori Amos) invent strange or unintuitive chord progressions. Swift mostly reuses simple, familiar ones. Her creative power comes in the melodies, and the arrangements, and the rhythms, and above all in the words—which need all those other components in order to move us as they do.


Some patterns emerge from her melodies on their own. The musicologist Nate Sloan points to one pattern he calls the T-drop: mi, fa, mi, and then down to the lower la. “Everything you lose is a step you take” (“You’re on Your Own, Kid”). “You belong with me-e-e.” Swift uses that drop for dramatic, climactic effect, taking us with her to low points that can precede high points. The big swoop from mi down to the low la also helps her get the most from a vocal range lower than that of many female pop stars. Hearing these devices come back through her work, we can see how that work holds its words together, how its signature riffs bring us along.


Other effects do show up in the words alone, even though those effects take root and work so well because they’re in such catchy songs. Consider all the numbers, and all the ages, that her lyrics specify: Has any other successful pop songwriter used so many? When you’re fifteen and somebody tells you they love you, you’re gonna believe it. That kind of radiance you only have at seventeen. It’s supposed to be fun, turning twenty-one. I don’t know about you but I’m feeling twenty-two. I would’ve stayed on my knees . . . At nineteen (in songwriting, “my knees” rhymes with “nineteen,” because heard rhyme for singers is all about vowels). This creator gives numbers for ages, her own and her characters’, because she focuses so often, and so closely, on what it means to grow up: for her, and for her listeners too.


That’s one reason that fans can see ourselves in her songs. Fans have seen themselves, and their generations, in other songwriters’ work, too: Billie Eilish, for example, or Marvin Gaye with What’s Going On, or Carole King, whom Swift once called “the greatest songwriter of all time.” Swift wrote that King’s “songs come to you from somewhere else—a loved one, a friend or the radio—and then, suddenly, they are partly ours,” and that “her persona on Tapestry feels like listening to a close friend intimately sharing the truths of her life so that you can discover the truths of your own.”5


That quality makes those songs relatable, a word not remotely popular until the 2010s, if we trust Google Ngrams, but a goal, and a concept, that goes back centuries. The literary critic Samuel Johnson wrote in 1779 that Thomas Gray’s poem “Elegy in a Country Churchyard” “abounds with images that find a mirror in every mind, and with sentiments to which every bosom returns an echo.” The modern literary critic Helen Vendler wrote about her astonishment when she first read the poet Adrienne Rich: “Someone my age was writing down my life.” Swifties have felt that way about Taylor’s songs since some of us first found her self-titled debut. Many of us, despite her superstar status, hear her latest work and feel the same way. Her self-consciousness about being a songwriter, about putting her feelings into songs—a quality that some skeptics dismiss as contrived—helps bring her closer to her listeners too: As the essayist, editor, and onetime teen celebrity Tavi Gevinson explains, “By pointing to her own authorship, by letting us in on it,” Swift “fosters a greater intimacy with her listener than with her male subject,” even when she seems to be making love songs.6


Taylor would stand out if she could do nothing else. But Taylor, as a songwriter, does something else, just as often, and as importantly. Not only do Swifties, among whom I count myself, feel akin to the characters she creates, and to the versions of herself that she presents in her songs. We also want to be those people. We have looked up to these characters and have seen them as better or more exciting versions of ourselves. Again, other songwriters have pulled off this same feat: Charli XCX, for example. Or Prince, who told us rightly that he was something we would never understand, even if he would also “die 4 u.” The David Bowie of “Life on Mars?” remained achingly, sweepingly relatable; the Bowie who became Ziggy Stardust became aspirational. Taylor stands out because, almost alone in her tier, she can do both, often within the same song.


Taylor’s earliest commercially released songs paint her as aspirational, too. In “Teardrops on My Guitar,” her crush Drew has been dating another, higher-status girl, but at least Taylor, unlike most of us, can make her heartbreak into song. Her supposedly outcast, discouraged, rejected teenage protagonists often sing about problems we might wish we had. Who needs advice, at fifteen (in the song “Fifteen”), about not dating the boy on the football team? Who needs advice about what to do when senior guys think you’re cute and say they haven’t seen you around before? Girls who look conventionally attractive, who can at least compete in the popularity sweepstakes, who belong in the hot guys’ dating pool. The same pair—aspirational but relatable, like us but also excitingly not like us—comes out in her later songs about public life: Who needs advice about what to do, and how to handle burnout, when the whole world seems to be watching? A girl, or woman, who’s already a star.


Besides making three big arguments about how and why Taylor found such lasting success—she’s aspirational and relatable; she makes the words fit the music, and the music fit the words; she depicts her need to be loved, alongside her ambition—this book spends time with individual songs. It’s got something to say, not about all 274 (as of early 2025), but about all my favorites and about all the hits, from “Tim McGraw” to “I Can Do It with a Broken Heart,” that look like pivot points in her career.


Between the career as a whole and the individual songs come eras and albums. Each chapter has something to say about one of them. Taylor Swift launches the teenage star by treating her teenage-girl life as authentic material, the trappings of country music as pastoral conventions. Fearless perfects the pairing of the aspirational with the relatable: She’s just like you, if you’re in her core audience, except that she’s got problems you might wish you had. Speak Now speaks to that postadolescent question “What’s next?” as well as to the post-success question “What now?” Red responds with a rush, diving into new musical styles and revving up its lyrical engine to depict headstrong, unwise, disastrous romance along with guitars and fast cars.7


The album that Swift described as her own rebirth, 1989, deploys the self-conscious artifice of 1980s synth-pop to tell us how she’s made herself new, how she can live in the present, and pose, and flirt, and pretend, and have fun. Reputation draws instead on modern Black pop, on sounds and collaborators from neo-soul, hip-hop, and R&B, to portray Taylor as an empowered adult, no longer a pure, and stereotypically white, girl-child: It’s the right place to think about Taylor and race. Lover feels now like her only album that doesn’t hold together as a whole; its political statements, its efforts to demonstrate joy, and its inward, backward-looking melancholy moments make for rough collisions, taken together, and for plenty of beauties, taken alone. Her pandemic albums, Folklore and Evermore, treat their acoustic and folktronic atmospheres as alternatives to the chaotic present day, but they work in different ways. The first looks backward, dwelling in teenage pasts and pastorals, while the second asks how, and whether, and when, to escape.


Swift’s return to studio pop in Midnights put her angst and her meta-angst at center stage: Do I really want all these people looking at me while I process my feelings? What if I do? What if they stop looking? Showing the influence of stars younger than Swift, stars who grew up listening to Swift, it showed us as listeners how to look back on our own roughest moments. The Tortured Poets Department, released amid the Eras Tour, considered how much Swift depended on her fandom, on her public life, and on her art, how much she got from chasing the success that American culture asks us to want, even after she had already achieved it. It also framed what many of us have loved, and regretted, and loved again, about falling for the wrong, disreputable, rebellious guy. My final chapter, on the Eras Tour itself, sees what the sets and costumes and performance choices say about the songs Swift offers her fans. That chapter also returns to the joy we can take in a pop hook, a well-turned vocal, a well-launched phrase, the joy that comes from hearing Taylor Swift’s best songs even before we know what they mean.


Of course, Swift does more for her songs than just write them and sing them. She said in 2010 that if she had not become a professional musician, she would have gone into “something that has to do with a lot of organization.” She would have been “in advertising,” she mused, “because you are organizing and creating at the same time.” She seems to have learned, eagerly and early, not just how to write and play but how to promote, and how to use social media, and how to keep crews, band members, support staff, and fans on her side. But none of those skills would have worked for her—not nearly so well, and not nearly for so long—had she not continued to write approachable, relatable, singable, and also excitingly aspirational songs.8


Taylor’s detractors, even when they see those powers, sometimes claim that she only writes songs about guys: either about falling for them, or about leaving them, and condemning them once they’re gone. Those detractors are wrong: One of Taylor’s earliest masterpieces—a neat way into her gifts—has nothing to do with boyfriends, and everything to do with the way she fuses approachability (she’s just like you) with inspiration (if only you could be more like her). That song would be “The Best Day,” from Fearless (2008). The middle-school Taylor we meet in “The Best Day” had a terrible time with her mean-girl ex-friends, but she also came home to the very best mom she can imagine. That song’s musical qualities underline that double aspect too. It starts out so simple that it resembles children’s music: A simplified version without a pre-chorus could fit a school sing-along. We can sing along too, as each verse climbs down slowly, one step at a time. “I’m five years old, it’s getting cold, I’ve got my big coat on . . . I’m thirteen now and don’t know how my friends could be so mean”: mi, re, re, do, do, ti, ti, la, sol, sol. . . . Then the song reaches out, and up, and down, until we get her mother’s strong support in the chorus’s ending, tilting up from ti back to do: “I had the best day with you today.” Imagine being held so strongly, lifted up that way.


“The Best Day” also makes a good first case—I used it that way in my class—for Taylor’s connections to older literary traditions. Little children (as in the first and last verses of the song) don’t know why the leaves change in the fall, but older children do. That’s how you know they’re growing up, a melancholy experience at best. It’s this same experience that animates Gerard Manley Hopkins’s 1880 poem “Spring and Fall: To a Young Child”:




Márgarét, áre you gríeving


Over Goldengrove unleaving?


Leáves like the things of man, you


With your fresh thoughts care for, can you?


Ah! ás the heart grows older


It will come to such sights colder


By and by, nor spare a sigh


Though worlds of wanwood leafmeal lie;


And yet you wíll weep and know why.


Now no matter, child, the name:


Sórrow’s spríngs áre the same.


Nor mouth had, no nor mind, expressed


What heart heard of, ghost guessed:


It ís the blight man was born for,


It is Margaret you mourn for.





Margaret realizes that the leaves change because they will die; we will too. Hopkins laments her loss of innocence and shares her new sense of mortality. (“Ghost” means “spirit” or “soul”; “leafmeal,” a word Hopkins coined, means a forest floor of scattered or shredded autumn leaves.) Hopkins relies on a series of couplets, Taylor on verses and chorus and bridge. Margaret doesn’t seem to get support from anyone, not even from the poet, who wants to tell her he knows she’s going to die! Taylor, on the other hand, seeks and finds support from her whole family, her brother and her dad as well as her mom. She’s relatable in her fears at various ages but aspirational in the way that she finds and accepts such reassurance: She’s learned things, and one of the things she’s learned is that her mom will always show up.


“The Best Day” joins a lot of other Taylor songs in this way: It’s simultaneously relatable (we’ve been there) and aspirational (we wish we were there). This kind of balance carries forward into her pop eras in a way that might seem paradoxical. By the time she created 1989, Swift’s life no longer resembled the lives of her fans, at least not outwardly. As an adult celebrity in New York, writing danceable songs about turning twenty-two and going out clubbing, she could remain aspirational without half trying. But that’s only half of her genius. How did pop Taylor, celebrity Taylor, jet-setting Taylor, stay relatable?


Some answers apply only to certain albums. Taylor made Folklore while she had to isolate herself during the pandemic months of 2020, when the rest of us had to stay at home too. The Taylor of Reputation felt wronged and falsely accused, as many of us have felt at times. But another answer covers her whole career: Even long after her teens, Swift kept evolving, remaking herself in response to circumstance. We associate that evolution, that kind of self-making, with adolescence, with uncertainty, and with vulnerability. Swift has kept up those associations too: She never stopped growing up, if growing up means changing, reevaluating, and rejecting your previous selves. Long out of high school, Swift still feels like “life is just a classroom”: Each day our castles fall and we try to build them again. Like Bowie, she won’t stay put for more than an album at a time, though her personae, unlike his, insist on their lack of pretense, on their genuineness as versions of her (and therefore potential reflections of us). And those personae show off their troubles alongside their glamour, their contradictions alongside their highest highs. Even her wish to be loved, to give back, to do good (so she believes, at her low points) reflects a “covert narcissism disguised as altruism.” Maybe we’ve felt that way at our low points too.


No wonder Swift’s music brings so many people together—literally, at her concerts; metaphorically, through the broad church of her songs. At the same time, she allows, and even encourages, a world within a world, a not-very-secret society in which serious fans communicate through references and quotations. Alex Suskind of Entertainment Weekly quipped that Taylor had created a “Taylor Swift Musical Universe,” one that’s “like the Marvel Cinematic Universe but with more guitars and fewer Stan Lee cameos.” Suskind was more right than he knew. I’ve spent a great deal of my life obsessed with various made-up universes and characters. I found my friends based on those universes, some of them stereotypically nerdy (Dungeons and Dragons), some prestigious but limited in their reach (the poetry of John Milton), some defiantly Not for Everyone (1980s indie rock). Most people didn’t care for, or care about, these things.9


Swifties are different. As I became one—or learned to call myself one—I discovered a fandom hundreds or thousands of times bigger than any prior fandom I had known. Paradise Regained stans were out there somewhere (if you love that poem too, please get in touch). But Swifties were everywhere. Many of them—by contrast with, say, indie-rock obsessives, or John Milton super-fans—knew how to act and seem, if not to feel, at home in modern social life, especially girlhood and womanhood, the demands and delights of which have remained among Taylor’s favorite topics since “Our Song.” (No one I’ve met by playing Dungeons and Dragons has helped me learn to layer blush over foundation, but more than one Swiftie has.) We may, or may not, crave social acceptance, but we don’t, as Swifties, give up on it, or spit on it when it comes. Many of us really do feel like we belong at the high school football game, or the office party, or the hen party. Many others have learned—are still learning—how and when we might want to fit in.


And Swifties were—are—the opposite of exclusionary. Taylor Swift fandom, by being uniquely expansive, has also become uniquely welcoming. The music avoids the trap of generic celebration and bland inclusion because it’s so specific, and so often angst-driven, and so articulate, in the feelings that it presents. But the fandom itself (from what I’ve seen) rarely tries to keep anyone out. Indeed, you might get—or make—another friendship bracelet each time you bring someone in. Those links show how many of us see ourselves in her songs, how many of us feel like—but also wish we could be more like—her.


Relatable, singable, changeable, aspirational, communal, emotionally available: All those terms apply to Swift’s catalog. All help explain her success. But that success also reflects a ton of work: not only writing and rehearsing and singing and posting on social media and dressing up and dressing down and planning and executing world tours, but also writing songs about and through that work, writing songs (and essays, and a few poems) about the drive for attention, affection, approval, and conventional success that made Swift the star she became. No wonder, then, that Swift can seem both ambitious and insecure, at once delighted by her chosen art form and helplessly driven to pursue it. She can’t help wanting everyone to like her. She blows up or melts down or fights back (in song) when not everyone does. And then she gets back to work trying to please us all. That’s the paradox of the good girl, of the Type A personality, of “growing up precocious” (as she put it), and taking the advice of the adults to heart. If we do everything right and work hard enough, we tell ourselves, we can feel good about ourselves; we can feel loved. How much work will it take? Who knows? Best to keep at it. Many of Taylor’s fans have felt that way too. Her way of portraying ambition as insecurity also runs through all her eras. Those portrayals, too, let her fans see our lives in what she can do, and in what she has done.
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DEBUT


TAYLOR SWIFT’S MYTHMAKING STARTED EARLY. So did her hard work. She entered the world of popular music through a clearly marked door labeled “Country,” and she had to look the part for that side of the house. At the same time, she had to present herself as an almost normal teenage girl, one who understood her first faithful listeners as least as well as they understood themselves. The girl who sings on Taylor Swift—Swifties call that first album “Debut”—resembles many other girls, living out common (though hardly universal) teen experiences. She’s an earnest, hardworking, flawed role model, in her romances as in the rest of her life. Sometimes guys want to date her; sometimes they just like her as a friend. She wants us to see ourselves as her friends too, even though she knows we’ll never meet. We might wish that we could be (even) more like her—especially once we remember that she writes the songs.


Those songs, in turn, place her clearly, almost aggressively, in Nashville, fit for Nashville-centric stages and country radio in the late 2000s, where (unlike on Top 40 radio, and despite the recent example of LeAnn Rimes) teenage girls were hardly common. Taylor’s uniqueness there didn’t hurt. But it would be wrong to call her choice of country insincere. Up through her twenty-first birthday, country was the music she wanted to make. It was the music that shaped her, and that she in turn reshaped.


Her family helped to shape her too. Scott and Andrea Swift welcomed Taylor—on December 13, 1989, as Swifties know—into the world in West Reading, Pennsylvania, then into a comfortable home on a fifteen-acre Christmas tree farm in Wyomissing. Her brother, Austin, arrived in 1992. Scott—like his father and grandfather—worked for Merrill Lynch as a stockbroker and financial adviser who ran his own division, the Swift Group. Andrea worked as a marketing manager before becoming a full-time mom. From childhood Taylor saw herself as a performer: comfortable onstage, in front of a microphone or a camera. In 2004 she modeled for Abercrombie & Fitch.1


The earliest public recordings of Swift singing anything give her performance, age twelve (some sources say eleven), singing “The Star Spangled Banner” before a Philadelphia 76ers game. She strains for the notes but she hits them, and she’s got the volume: She’s also earnest. She means it. Apparently she had sung the anthem in public before, at age nine, at a Minor League Baseball game, after the scheduled singer failed to show. In Journey to Fearless, the authorized 2010 documentary miniseries, Swift explains that singing the national anthem in Philadelphia “was my first huge crowd experience—then I was addicted.” So—with support from her parents—she did it again. “It occurred to me that the national anthem was the best way to get in front of a large group of people,” she explained later to Rolling Stone. “So I started singing the national anthem everywhere I could.”2


But she wanted to sing country. Maybe because she loved LeAnn Rimes; maybe not. Swift told one interviewer in 2010 that she knew she wanted to sing, and to sing country, “the first time I saw Faith Hill on TV in her video for ‘This Kiss.’ I was about 9 years old.” Accounts of Swift’s early years make clear how well her parents supported her goals: She told them she wanted to be a famous singer, never the other way round. Before starting eighth grade, she recorded with producer Steve Migliore in Philadelphia and attended the Britney Spears Camp for the Performing Arts in Cape Cod, with Britney herself in attendance. Of course her parents paved, and paid, her way.3


For many country artists, and their listeners, country means authenticity: the real reflection of tradition-minded lives in some version of southern rural America. Some country artists remind us that they come from that authentic place. Sometimes they don’t need to tell us: We already know. But Swift came from nowhere near there: not the South, not blue collar, not an especially rural environment (Wyomissing functions as an upscale suburb of Reading, Pennsylvania), nor a rural family. Her grandmother Marjorie (of the song “Marjorie”) trained as an opera singer, then became a beloved TV host in Puerto Rico. Andrea Swift’s favorite band was Def Leppard; Scott and Andrea seem to have raised Taylor on 1970s singer-songwriter fare. What could country music mean for her?


One answer might lie in the power that it gave songwriters, as against arrangers and performers. Another might come from literary tradition: Country, in Taylor’s early work, means pastoral. Literary critics use that term for the rural space (sometimes based on a real place, sometimes not) where poets have set scenes since ancient Greece. Pastoral poets portray shepherds (the term comes from “pastor,” which then meant “shepherd”), gardens, villages, maidens, and idylls, all of them simpler and more joyful than the troublesome urban present from which they escape. Alexander Pope deployed its attractions in his long poem Windsor-Forest (1713), comparing his English scene to “the Groves of Eden”:




My humble Muse, in unambitious strains,


Paints the green forests and the flow’ry plains,


Where Peace descending bids her olives spring,


And scatters blessings from her dove-like wing.





The great modern poet William Butler Yeats employed pastoral, too, envisioning a mythical Ireland where (to quote one 1899 poem) “my lost love came stealthily out of the wood / With her cloud-pale eyelids falling on dream-dimmed eyes.” John Denver (who grew up in Roswell, New Mexico, and Fort Worth, Texas) went all pastoral in his 1970 hit “Take Me Home, Country Roads.” In each case, pastoral means a purposefully made-up rural retreat, a simpler, happier place to live. Pope used pastoral to imagine an England and a world at peace, Yeats to present the purity of lovelorn yearning, Denver to imagine familial warmth.4


At worst, pastoral falsifies and condescends. At best, it both imagines a happy escape and gives poets metaphors. Country music and its tropes count as pastoral when they’re consciously adopted and artificial: Loretta Lynn (a Kentucky coal miner’s daughter) and George Strait (raised on a cattle ranch) do not use country music in that way (nor do they sing about modern teenage life). The music that other performers took on as a natural fit for their own upbringings gave Taylor a set of tools, and tropes, and sounds, that let her sing about something else: about popularity and unpopularity, about frustration and ambition, about romance and alienation, in the lives of suburban and exurban teenage girls.


Taylor spoke to those lives not least because she described, and remembered, feeling left out and unpopular. And she was telling the truth. Her middle school drew its students both from affluent, leafy, largely white Wyomissing and from less privileged West Reading. Swift, in biographer Chloe Govan’s summary, “not only stood out for her singing voice, but also lived in a palatial home,” with an elevator and an indoor pool. She also stood out as a young performer at Berks Youth Theatre Academy, the region’s leading children’s theater, landing roles that might have made her peers jealous even without her wealth. She played Maria in The Sound of Music and Sandy in Grease, where she sang the Australian character’s parts with a southern twang. “Taylor had this idea that there was a conspiracy to push her out of [her local children’s theater] to make way for the less popular children who wanted her roles,” one unnamed friend of the family told Govan. “Some of the moms . . . didn’t want her around.”5


How did Swift move from children’s theater to teenage writerly prowess? Swift herself describes a trip to Nashville at the age of eleven, when she gave record company executives CDs of her karaoke demos: After they rejected her, she concluded that she’d have to write her own songs. The “computer repairman” showed up after that. And then, by Andrea’s telling, Swift never stopped writing, or singing, or feeling left out in middle school. She knew what she wanted—a country music career—and she could not get it in Wyomissing. So Andrea and Scott Swift took their whole family (along with Scott’s work at the Swift Group) to Hendersonville, Tennessee, near Nashville, in order to bolster Taylor’s musical goals before their daughter began eighth grade. She had financial advantages, and parents willing to use them to build her career, but not the insider connections of a second-generation Hollywood or Nashville star. “There would always be an escape hatch into normal life if she decided this wasn’t something she had to pursue,” Andrea told Entertainment Weekly. “And of course that’s like saying to her, ‘If you want to stop breathing, that’s cool.’”6


Her first Nashville show survives only in photographs. Behind a red-and-white banner that reads “Taylor Swift,” a fourteen-year-old Swift and her four-piece band take the stage in front of a body of water, before a few dozen onlookers, at the Nashville Rubber Duck Race, a fundraiser for the Boys and Girls Clubs of Tennessee. Swift and her band played before, or after (she later told talk-show host Graham Norton she couldn’t remember which), the ceremonial dropping of 10,000 rubber ducks in the Cumberland River: The first duck to float to its goal won the sponsor a prize. It’s quite the metaphor for America, where competition rules, and even a duck flotilla yields only one winner. But it’s also as earnest an image as a young singer can get.


Taylor took songwriting lessons from adult hitmakers, first with Robert Ellis Orrall (who had written hits for Shenandoah and for Lindsay Lohan), and then—every Tuesday, after school—with the Nashville talent Liz Rose, already a hitmaker for Bonnie Raitt and Gary Allan. Rose told the online platform Taste of Country in 2014 that “with Taylor, it really was editing,” because writing with Swift was “unlike the way I’ve written with anybody else before or since” (emphasis in original). Rose continued, “I meet a lot of young girls that think they can be Taylor if I help them out, and I have to say to them, ‘These are Taylor’s words. There was no magic fairy dust around me. Taylor knew how to write a song at 13.’” Rose also introduced Swift to the then-unknown studio engineer Nathan Chapman, who would craft the sonic envelope for much of her first four albums: sharp guitars, the crystalline twang of a mandolin or a banjo, and the absolute clarity of Swift’s voice.7


Based on demos from her early work, Taylor got a development deal—a “we might sign you later; stick with us” contract, in effect—from RCA at age fourteen. Such deals could end with nothing, or with an album of songs selected by managers and written by Nashville professionals. After a year she refused to renew. “I walked away because I had the feeling that I was not going to be able to record my own music that I had written,” she explains in Journey to Fearless. “I wanted there to be something that set me apart. And I knew that had to be my writing.” She put that writing on display again at a songwriters’ showcase, apparently arranged by Orrall, at Nashville’s famed Bluebird Cafe; there she earned the trust of Scott Borchetta, a former Universal Music executive, who asked her to join his new label Big Machine.8


Taylor Swift showed how—with support from Borchetta, and her parents, and Rose, Chapman, and Orrall—a girl could become, simultaneously, a country songwriting powerhouse and an ideal-typical American teen. She had just the look for it, too: As the fashion scholar Sarah Chapelle writes, Taylor’s debut look “spelled it out for everyone . . . sundress + cowboy boots = teenage girl + country star.” Swift showed everyone she meant country, as well as teenage, in her first single, named after (though not quite about) the country star “Tim McGraw.” Entering a space dominated by older men, without a rural backstory, Swift established her bona fides not just through her sound, but also by name-checking McGraw, a name that country listeners (but not Top 40 pop fans) would recognize: The business scholar Kevin Evers even calls the song “a Trojan horse,” designed to get Swift through the gates of country radio. Her song about McGraw’s songs points hard to southern rural whiteness: blue eyes, Georgia stars, a Chevy truck, back roads at night, and “the moon like a spotlight on the lake.”9


McGraw’s own hit “Something Like That” (1999) remembers a county fair at the end of summer, when he or his character was seventeen: “I worked so hard for that first kiss, / and a heart don’t forget something like that.” That’s pastoral. But it’s not Taylor’s version. “Something Like That” treats youth at the county fair as pastoral, modern southern life as the real thing. Taylor’s debut, beginning with “Tim McGraw,” reverses the pattern: Country life, rural America, gives her a set of pastoral tropes, but as for the teen years? She’s genuinely living those. “Tim McGraw” gives country radio listeners—especially younger, female ones—something to recognize immediately, a version of feelings they can understand. It’s also meta: a country song about hearing the right country song. Sometimes that song already exists.


At other times, Swift intimates, you can write it yourself. The apex of meta-songwriting on Swift’s debut came with “Our Song,” not the first hit with a title of that kind (consider Elton John’s “Your Song”), or the first country song about writing a country song (see Alan Jackson’s “Talkin’ Song Repair Blues”), but the first that many Swifties would encounter. Pastoral signals crowd the lyrics: roses, and screen doors, and most of all the amens, for a God-fearing good girl who says her prayers at night. Many Swifties believe “Our Song” and “Tim McGraw” address a particular senior from Henderson High whom Swift dated or just crushed out on. “Tim McGraw” evokes her nostalgia when he moved away, but “Our Song” opens up a romance as it happens. “We don’t have a song,” she complains (twangily), unless “our song” lies in the ambience of screen doors, slow telephone conversations, and other acoustic byproducts of youthful courtship.10


For another girl, those non-songs might suffice. Not for Taylor. She’s not only his girlfriend: She’s a songwriter, and if they don’t have a song, she’ll grab a pen and an old napkin (pronounced spondaically, so that “napkin” rhymes with “cap when”). New fans might come for the love story, for the screen doors and the trucks, and for the feeling, both shy and exciting, “that I didn’t kiss him when I should have” (better to stop short than go too far: She’s a good girl). Those fans can then stay for the writerly empowerment (especially if they skip the disturbing video, which looks like an homage to the movie Heathers: An immaculate, straight-haired Swift reclines on AstroTurf, then reappears in a prom dress). If you see yourself in this version of Taylor Swift—the one in the song, not the one on the screen—not only can you imagine yourself with this affable, reachable boyfriend, but you can imagine yourself creating art about your life: You might see yourself writing songs.


Especially if you’re a girl. Women have made country music since before country existed as a commercial category, but we’ve never been a majority: The former Spotify data guru Glenn McDonald writes that even in 2024, “mostly, on country radio, you hear men.” Swift’s diaries—excerpted, in facsimile, inside deluxe editions of Lover (2019)—confirm the dilemma: Visiting Capitol Records at age thirteen, Taylor heard “that country is directed to 35-year-olds. Radio just doesn’t play teens.” Teen girls who did make it in country had to perform songs by Nashville professionals, carrying them with distinctive vocal flair. Like Rimes. Or like Tanya Tucker, whose 1974 Rolling Stone cover profile called her the “Teenage Teaser,” praising (accurately) her voice—“low, brassy and vibrating”—alongside her Elvis-like “stage presence,” making her “all things to all people.” (Tucker still has that voice: See, or rather hear, her albums with Brandi Carlile.)11


Women who wrote their own songs (even Dolly Parton) took longer to rise. They had to establish country bona fides, and then to write as adults. Swift, by contrast, treated country as a set of tropes, and teen social problems as her lived reality—hardly a new dilemma in rock or pop, by 2005, but new to the Nashville scene. We can hear that life in “Teardrops on My Guitar.” The arrangement folds in a kind of inside joke, since the instruments that track Swift’s vocal line are mandolin and banjo, not guitar. The song also leans on pedal steel: a guitar, but not the one she cries on. We can feel ourselves into this situation, friendzoned by the boy of our dreams. But we can also aspire to Taylor’s reaction: driving or riding around, coming home, picking up our guitar and turning our sadness into these midtempo hooks, stretched to fit over Chapman’s instrumentation and Eric Darken’s brush drums.


“Teardrops” remains a signal of Taylor’s debut era: On the Eras Tour in Nashville, night one, she introduced it with a monologue. “I have people here who were friends with me and welcomed me into my school in eighth grade,” she told the audience at Nissan Stadium, “and who would tell me to keep going when I played them my songs, so it just makes me want to play something that I wrote when I was in school.” This piano version of “Teardrops,” with no guitar, had the Nashville crowd singing along for the entire first verse, going quiet for the highest note in the chorus (“rea-son”), then joining back in. The chorus wraps itself up comfortably in three low notes, like a sad girl rolled up in a duvet: “You’re the song in the car I keep singing, don’t know why I do” (do-re-mi, do-re-mi, do-re-mi-re, re-do-re-mi-do). The song comes from experience that feels personal, but it works because so many of us have found our best selves in its melodies too.


In “Mary’s Song (Oh My My My),” the pastoral tropes and country signifiers take over the song, even though it’s based on a real-life couple, “a perfect example of forever” (as Swift has said). You could play it on a contemporary Christian station, since it describes the story arc to which conservative families (though not only those families) aspire. “I was seven and you were nine,” the girl in the couple remembers; they grew up together, played kiss-chase, starting dating seriously, fell in love, married, raised children, and grew old together in their hometown. “Our daddies used to joke about the two of us / They never believed we would fall in love.” The melody line nods to Train’s “Drops of Jupiter,” the 2001 pop hit that Taylor would later cover onstage. This couple grew up near a creek; he drove a truck. They fought and got over it. Now here they are, supported by sweet electric guitars and an arpeggiating mandolin. “Mary’s Song” portrays the happy ending promised by the rhetoric of compulsory heterosexual monogamy, the message that says we should save ourselves for marriage (to the opposite sex) and then settle down and own a home. The problem with such rhetoric is not that it never works out, but that other happy endings are possible: That particular ending cannot fit us all.12


Country tropes and teenage feelings, girls who could be us and girls we might wish we could be, come together again in Taylor’s first great revenge song. “Picture to Burn” has a mildly infamous history: The first released version warns her ex that she’ll tell all his friends he’s gay. The version now on streaming replaces that lyric, but otherwise it’s the same anthem, led by a speedy descending violin. Carrie Underwood’s “Before He Cheats” stands behind the composition narratively, if not musically: Underwood’s 2005 megahit (written by Chris Tompkins and Josh Kear) has Carrie keying his car and trashing his reputation while showing that she hasn’t left him. Maybe Carrie’s stuck with him. As for Taylor? She’s done: The only “match” they made ends with his portrait in flames.


In the video Taylor spies on her ex alongside her real-life bestie Abigail Anderson. Then she torches both his picture and his “stupid old pickup truck you’d never let me drive.” (The high school boy who apparently inspired the song became a Nashville firefighter.) An early performance practically vibrates with the intensity of her attention—not so much to his cheating heart, though, as to the audience that needs to hear her message: You don’t have to stand there and take it. You can get out; you can be like her. You can—while respecting traditions of country music—burn your antagonists down.13


Swift did not grow up country, but she knew the heritage. An essay she wrote at the age of eighteen about Brenda Lee saw print in a 2017 collection of essays about female country stars. After watching Lee sing “Someone Loves You Honey” on a videocassette, Swift wrote about how Lee “could create classics and break down barriers no matter what genre,” and about how she “mastered the sound of heartbreak so flawlessly that she made audiences not only identify with her but believe her.” Swift continues, “I watch the look on her face as she ends her song and first hears that applause. There’s a reason she’s been able to move people to their feet for almost sixty years.” It sounds like aspiration as well as ambition: When the young Taylor reaches that age, maybe she, too, can have the “class and composure” to keep all those listeners on their feet.14


Taylor Swift follows a template that Swift saw in Lee, finding and holding and standing with her audience. The album takes up country arrangements, country settings, and even namechecks country songs in order to fit firmly into a commercial radio genre. The album also uses country as pastoral, a set of familiar symbols and tropes for Taylor’s core subjects: first love, teen ambition, teen nostalgia, teen angst. Her songs about those subjects fit the music to the words—that’s why the words work. And they make her both relatable (as listeners we feel we are like her) and aspirational (we want to imagine we are more like her, feeling that moonlight on that lake, picking up a guitar to write our own song).


Swift’s essay on Lee also underlines Lee’s hard work: She wasn’t born able to sing that way—she learned it, because she wanted it. The Taylor Swift of Taylor Swift wants it too: We can hear, in other songs, her own role as a performer, a people-pleaser, driven both by her wish to follow the rules and by her own persistent artistic ambition. That ambition makes songs such as “Our Song” possible—it’s one of the things that “Our Song” is about. But that ambition also leaves her vulnerable. What if she fails? What if people think she’s fake? Swift told Entertainment Weekly that she wrote “Tied Together with a Smile” about a girl at her school, a “beauty queen, pageant princess,” “gorgeous, popular”: “I wrote the song the day I found out she had an eating disorder.” Swift would later develop disordered eating herself, on the 1989 tour, under pressure to hit her choreography, fit into costumes, and look her best under lights.


Yet “Tied Together with a Smile” does not address disordered eating directly: It’s about beauty and the pressure to perform—what the sociologist Erving Goffman calls, in his 1956 book of that name, The Presentation of Self in Everyday Life. Social life, for Goffman, requires “impression management,” curating and maintaining how we appear to others: trying to stay beautiful, to sound good, to show people what we think they want to see. For some, it comes easy; for some, it hurts more. And if we look past our “techniques of impression management,” says Goffman, “each performer tends to wear a single look, a naked unsocialized look, a look of concentration, a look of one who is privately engaged in a difficult, treacherous task.” That’s how the friend in “Tied Together with a Smile” looks to Taylor—at risk, and coming undone. The pre-chorus evokes the sexist double standard, not as something to fight against, but as something that girls just have to acknowledge. “Giving it away” leads into a rhyme on “not his price to pay,” which Taylor repeats, stretching “pay” from a single held syllable into a four-note trill. Taylor won’t think about sex that way later on.15


She will, however, keep thinking about the performance of selfhood, about exhausting yourself (as in “Castles Crumbling,” or “Anti-Hero”) so you can show people what they want to see. The girl in “Tied Together with a Smile” resembles a sheaf of grain, or an old-fashioned doll, liable to fall apart when her ribbon is pulled. If “pay” gets four notes, ending on a step down, “undone” gets all of seven, taking more than a measure to stretch and hold its emotional world. “Tied Together with a Smile” is, in other words, a song about becoming, as Swift would put it much later, a pathological people pleaser, someone who can even do it with a broken heart. No wonder its almost stately progress leans on instruments that Swift herself does not play: a fiddle and pedal steel. If she’s going to tie things up neatly and get to the end of the song, she’s going to need help.


As much as the girls on Taylor Swift need other people—especially other girls—they need some ability to call their own shots, to find, as she put it, “A Place in This World.” Sometimes they need more independence from boys. And sometimes they do not yet know they need it. “I’m Only Me When I’m with You,” cowritten with Orrall, stands out musically because it represents Taylor’s first pure guitar-pop—its pace and instrumentation place it closer to, say, Blink-182’s “All the Small Things” than to most of the Shania Twain catalog. The words, set beside her later lyrics, stand out too, and not in a good way: She practically celebrates codependent toxicity. To say “I’m only up when you’re not down” is to confuse romance with a lack of boundaries, to let your boyfriend’s depression eat you alive. “My first boyfriend would make subtle suggestions,” Swift told an early interviewer, “like ‘I like your hair straight’ . . . [s]o I’d straighten it all the time. Or he’d say ‘You look good with a tan,’ so I was tanning every day. It hit me that I didn’t want to be the version of myself that he approved of, so I had to end it.”16


“I’m Only Me When I’m with You” shows how it would feel not to end it. What if you could become exactly the person your boyfriend wanted? What if you could make him happy that way? We can hear Taylor stepping away from the tropes and rules and powers of country instrumentation, country tropes, country songwriting, in this number, while remaining both aspirational and relatable, ambitious and vulnerable: As much as it points to a kind of romance she’d reject, it also points forward to the rock-oriented, Red part of her career. And it points to a kind of romance, a destructive codependence—reliance on someone else’s mood for your own; the feeling that you’re incomplete without your boy or girl—that too many of us have often known.


That kind of codependent romance colludes with the pressure Swift chronicles in other songs to be beautiful, to be perfect, to be the person that friends, teachers, and mentors want to see. It’s a kind of pressure only rarely described in earlier generations’ songs, because it comes out of a beauty myth and a sense of romance and an educational system that only developed in recent decades. It’s also a kind of pressure that contemporary poets describe. Robyn Schiff, for example, compares her younger self, pushed to excel, to bits of fired clay: “The pressure that / made them makes more of them than it makes of / me,” she writes. “Out of proportion, out of the quarry . . . I feel a great pressure.” Swift has felt, and accepted, that pressure too.17


What could make somebody want so much to fit in, or work so hard to look right, and follow all the rules, even to the point of falling apart? What could make somebody (especially somebody young) feel like all that effort was never enough, like so much depends on how other people feel? You might feel that way if you’ve already felt excluded, ignored, rejected, left out, making any sense of inclusion more precious. The earliest songs that Taylor chose to preserve describe those feelings—another key to her appeal, since her kind of teenage girl outsiderhood (unlike, say, Britney Spears’s, or Tori Amos’s, or Bikini Kill’s) did not require open rebellion, or contempt for the popular kids, or a way to live without adults’ dumb rules. No matter how much she accomplished, or how far she could go, she began as an outsider, just like you, and still feels like one deep inside. Maybe you can be like her (and succeed, later) in other ways too.


Taylor’s earliest recorded songs about feeling left out, dependent, and excluded tend to be Orrall cowrites. Others include “A Place in This World” on Taylor Swift, “Invisible” on the deluxe edition of the debut, and “Crazier” on the soundtrack to the Hannah Montana movie. “Invisible” goes out of its way to stack up polysyllables and half-rhymes: beautiful, miracle, unbelievable, invisible. “Crazier” stands out for its sonic choices, made to support a singer’s long notes: Every line ends with a liquid (l or r), a nasal (n or ng; “ground” sounds like “groun”), or an open vowel (“believe” sounds like “belee”). All three songs’ lyrics suggest a writer who has felt unseen, overlooked, insubstantial, looking at high school dating life from the outside.


In that way they point back to the oldest song on Taylor Swift, “The Outside,” which Taylor penned in middle school. “I was writing from pain,” Swift told Entertainment Weekly. “I was taller, and sang country music at karaoke bars while other girls went to sleepovers. Some days I woke up not knowing if anybody was going to talk to me that day.” The Lover diaries record its composition, on Valentine’s Day: “It’s about being left out in the cold. . . . I don’t know if it’ll go anywhere but it made me feel better.” “The Outside” became an Eras Tour surprise song in Tokyo, night three, a passionate piano version suggesting Swift’s continuing connection to her lonely thirteen-year-old self. With its range of exactly an octave, the song seems designed for other lonely kids who might sing along in their own rooms. The chorus also contains a puzzle. If Taylor has always felt this lonely, why does she say that she’s never been on the outside? Wouldn’t “I’ve always been on the outside” make more sense? Maybe not, given Taylor’s happy childhood and her effortful focus on future success. She might belong outside a middle school social group that never wanted her anyway. She might leave Pennsylvania and become famous—and popular—beyond her bullies’ craziest dreams.18


That’s what she did. And it took—along with her musical talent— constant promotional effort. She visited radio station after radio station to talk to DJs. She shared her work aggressively on then-new social media, especially MySpace. She performed, showing off her music and herself, even when she wasn’t on any stage. One entry in 2006 from the Lover diaries shows Taylor’s—and Andrea’s—ambition and drive:




Today was great. I got up early and went to Love Shack, a studio downtown with Mom. There I had an ISDN phone interview for Westwood One radio, then one for NASCAR radio, then we broke for lunch, then went to Sirius Radio and that went amazing. Then an interview at CMT radio. Then went to the label to label envelopes of singles. . . . Then answered like 100 emails over MySpace. Then my friend called me and said they heard “Tim McGraw” on the radio! . . . I’m so happy.





What stands out, now, about Swift’s promotional tactics? Her energy, and her packed schedule, and her level of adult support. What stood out at the time? Her use of social media, especially MySpace, the barely or badly regulated pre-Facebook site whose users could easily put their own music online. “MySpace is one of the main reasons I’m here,” Swift told Entertainment Weekly in 2007, adding that the website was “pretty much a younger thing at the moment.” Few major-label pop stars, and even fewer country musicians, at that time, used social media in that way. The puzzles and Easter eggs on Taylor Swift, the physical album, made sense (and promoted further engagement) without the internet. But MySpace helped turn individual interest into a real-time community: the first Swifties. “I spend so much time on MySpace,” she confirmed for Billboard. “I upload all the pictures, I check the comments. . . . It really is important to me . . . when someone comes up to me and says ‘I’m your friend on MySpace.’”19


Swift did not just act like her new fans’ new best friend; thanks to her offline image, and to the material in the songs she wrote, she made herself plausible in that role. Jon Caramanica of the New York Times observed the growing community in his otherwise damning-with-faint-praise review of Taylor Swift: It is, he wrote, “essential to her self-presentation that there is no barrier between her and her songs, and their listeners, the consumers.” She dove hard into the kind of self-promotion that turned songs into sales, feelings of solidarity into commercial transactions. She knew, and chose, that kind of marketing. It worked. Taylor Swift sold modestly at first, but as fans contacted the stations that played it, the debut picked up commercial momentum, and it went triple platinum by the time Fearless came out. She clearly enjoyed—indeed threw herself into—promotion. And yet, Andrea told Entertainment Weekly, “the happiest I ever see her is just after she writes a killer song.”20


Not all those killer songs got commercial releases. Taylor (and her team) chose songs for Taylor Swift, and for the promotional singles, based on how well they set her up as accessible, admirable, and a potential best friend, both a country star and a teenage girl. Some of the best of the rejected rest—the ones that would not fit her image—pop up and then disappear regularly on YouTube and Spotify: Presumably Team Taylor’s legal eagles get them taken down. Among those rejected songs, the finest in terms of songcraft must be “Dark Blue Tennessee.” One version uses only piano and vocals; another adds pedal steel and heavy strings. In it a man pines for an ex-lover “just seven miles away,” believing she’s left town. He writes her, in the last verse, a “goodbye note,” likely a suicide message, in “such sweet sorrow.” It’s beautiful and affecting: It’s also a song nobody would place on a first album meant to show off a fresh teenage voice.


“Just South of Knowing Why,” which Swift recorded (but never released) with a full rock band, also works on its own terms, and also could not have fit on Taylor Swift. A road song, a drive-away-from-yourproblems number, with an appropriately driving beat, it might have worked on Red; it would have stuck out, in a bad way, on an album whose principal songwriter made a point of being barely old enough to drive. “Sweet Tea and God’s Graces,” another unreleased early song, presents the opposite problem. Built around a four-chord loop, cowritten by Liz Rose and Brian Maher (“Mary’s Song”), it’s over-the-top and implausibly retro, as well as effortfully pious: The lyrics invite us to “love like a sinner, lose like a winner,” and “get by on sweet tea and Jesus.” Another song left off the debut album proper, “I’d Lie,” did find commercial release, as a digital download extra with some CD versions of Taylor Swift. Its jaunty attitude and teenage setting fit Taylor’s early persona. So would the passenger seat where she places herself—perhaps the same seat as the one in “Our Song.” But it’s no wonder that Swift left it off the album, because it paints her as a conscious schemer, someone who feels she has no choice but to deceive.


Swift managed her image, and shaped her fan base, through what she left off Taylor Swift as well as through what she put on. She shaped that image again through her choice of live covers. As much as Taylor Swift established her firmly and clearly in the realm of commercial country, those earliest covers point to larger ambitions. At the KAT Country outdoor festival in California in 2007, Swift—in her signature sundress with cowboy boots—told listeners that “one of the cool things about being able to play guitar is being able to play what you want. You can play songs that you wrote, or you can play songs that other people wrote. Or you can play this.” She then launches enthusiastically into a sped-up acoustic version of Beyoncé’s “Irreplaceable,” known to even the most casual listeners by its opening words: “To the left, to the left, in a box to the left . . .” She’s announcing her startling goals by setting herself beside Beyoncé: an artist who might take over the wider world. If you don’t think she can do it, if you’re not on her side, as Beyoncé says, “you must not know ’bout me.”


Other covers speak to the side of Taylor that can’t stop trying hard and seeking approval: an outsider, just like us, even when standing in spotlights. Recorded while on tour for Fearless, a version of Tom Petty’s “American Girl” became a digital-only single in 2009. You can still hear it now on fan-circulated videos, and it’s beautiful but jarring, fuzzy and urgent, the closest to punk rock Swift has ever come. The nineteen-yearold Swift takes up Tom Petty’s (or rather his character’s) complaint about the endless chain of American “promises,” each leading to the next, fulfillment nowhere, certainly not in the arms of a man who’s gone. The songwriter and critic Scott Miller wrote that Petty had “captur[ed] a girl’s . . . ‘one desperate moment’ of unrequited love, with a vague hint she might jump off a balcony.” Jumping, a Swiftie might say, from a very tall something, knowing that she can never be satisfied. No wonder a younger Swift selected the song. And no wonder the thirtysomething Swift of the Eras Tour, having gotten all the things fans might think she wanted, still would not stop chasing her very American promises.21


Lore around Taylor Swift emphasizes her hard work to break into the industry, her hours and weeks online, and the time she spent answering physical mail and meeting local DJs. That lore isn’t wrong. But the songs got big not just because of what happened around them, but also because of what happens within them: country signifiers aplenty, treated as pastoral delights; the authenticity of youth; a teen who understood teen experience from the inside as well as the outside (or “The Outside”); a songwriter who understood how to be aspirational and relatable, how to come across both as a peer and as the next great country star, seeking a spotlight where she might feel comfortable, ready to invite new people in. Taylor Swift gave her, to quote her, a place in this world: a place on the country charts, a fan base to start with, a recognizable image both visually and psychologically. It also gave her a recognizable sound, at home on commercial country radio, electric and acoustic guitars at hand, mandolin, banjo, and fiddle in reserve. Glossy, imperfect, both vulnerable and confident, Swift’s debut told fans both what she hoped to become and what she hoped she could do. And then—with Fearless—she did it.
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