
How Kanye’s Storm was a rainbow in disguise for Taylor Swift 

The first time I snuck out of my house in the middle of the night, in high school, was with a blonde girl 
named Savannah who loved Taylor Swift. We toilet papered the house of her ex-boyfriend. I didn’t like 
Taylor for the same reason I had my reservations about Savannah: I thought she acted dumber than she 
was to manipulate her men. Savannah never hurt me, as I expected she would, but the structure of the 
friendship was such that I was clearly the punk and wannabe—and some things never change, except for 
self-awareness and a will to overcome the past. 

Taylor  Swift  has far  more music awards than I  have friends,  but  one thing we do probably have in 
common is a nickname. “Snow bunny” was mine for a weekend of my life which I spent up 176th and 
Lexington,  living  with  a  pimp,  who I’m not  sure  I  realized  was  a  pimp until  we finally  got  to  the 
lovemaking part of the exchange. That same night, I entered a CVS in Harlem to buy candy (the only 
brand of candy I’ve bought at a drugstore in years), heard “Shake It Off” on the radio, and walked out of 
the store because I wasn’t in the mood for happy confidence music. My throat hurt; maybe I was coming 
down with strep. Let’s say I proceeded to walk into another store, playing Kanye’s “Monster” on the 
stereo, and I did not leave in a bad mood. So what was my issue, at the time, with Swift as opposed to 
West?

Big stretch, to compare the two events, but I can only imagine how Tay felt after Ye stormed the stage at 
the 2009 VMAs—just as Taylor was about to accept an award for her “Love Story” music video—and 
said, famously, “I’ma let you finish… But Beyonce had one of the best videos of all time! One of the best 
video of all time!” The moment is so monumental in pop culture that I wouldn’t be surprised if it ends up 
on a future AP US History exam. To be fair to both Kanye and Taylor, there are moments, in awards show 
history, when robberies take place. But any big artist knows, when it comes to awards (especially music 
awards; there’s a different show like every week)—just like politics—merit probably matters less than 
power, influence, and the ability to buy those things. At that year’s VMAs, thanks to Kanye, Taylor was 
the one who got robbed: of her acceptance speech, but also of status and dignity.



On production night  at  the  college  newspaper,  Taylor  served time as  the  adored but  not  necessarily 
respected laughing stock of  the  almost  all-female  staff  of  The Eye arts  and culture  magazine of  the 
Columbia Spectator (major shout-out guys! ox), when Taylor came out and declared, publicly, that she 
was a feminist now and had been confused in the past. This happened after Taylor talked to Lena Dunham 
about what feminism really meant. The pair reportedly became friends after Lena sent Taylor a DM on 
Twitter, asking, can we be friends please? “I don’t really think of feminism as boys versus girls,” Taylor 
said to The Daily Beast in 2012. This got us, as college women, who by now had received comprehensive 
educations on the convoluted history of  feminism—which I  honestly  still  don’t  understand,  but  like, 
there’s first and second and third wave feminism, and I think we’re on fourth wave now, and these days 
you can be a non-gender binary conforming feminist or a #freethefemme feminist or lots of things I won’t 
try to explain because I’m not the girl to ask. The point is, it struck us as silly that Taylor Swift—a blonde 
pretty girl who’d dated some of the hottest boys in the world—dare proclaim herself a feminist, when 
many of us (well I can speak for myself) were struggling to receive even a modicum of respect, from 
ourselves let alone boys, after growing up in a male-dominated world that, any girl trying to make it on 
her own knows, still totally exists. A world that only empowers women with powerfully attractive bodies! 
Taylor Swift—pussy whipper of Joe Jonas, John Mayer, Calvin Harris, Jake Gyllenhaal and more—is a 
testament to that flawed thesis. Kidding but she’s like, not even helping the situation, amirite? So thanks 
Taylor, for the gesture (winks at nonexistent audience) but we doubt you understand how it feels to be 
quite this disenfranchised, by men, or just like in general.You are not a feminist. Shut, the. Funk. Up.
Flashforward a few years, to 2016. Life of Pablo, Kanye’s latest album, has just hit the internet. What’s 
this new track, called “Famous”? “For all my Southside niggers that know me best / I feel like me and 
Taylor might still have sex”—wait WHAT? That’s not what he said on the phone call!!!!!!! “I made that 
bitch famous (Goddamn), I made that bitch famous.” To make matters better I mean worse, Kanye’s 
video for the song featured a wax doll (weird amirite?) of Taylor’s great naked bod, and I doubt she 
consented to being looked at by hundreds of millions of billions of viewers. If he hadn’t already, Kanye 
just  crossed  the  line.  And  if  she  didn’t  already,  now  Taylor  really  knows  how  it  feels,  to  be 
disenfranchised. 

Flashback to my night on 176th and Lexington. I walk into a third store, because my candy was sold out 
in the second store, and hear the song “Delicate” on the stereo. “This ain’t for the best, my reputation’s 
never been worse / So he must like me for me,” sings Taylor. And I start bawling. Like snot from my nose 
on-my-knees bawling, because that’s like all I ever wanted. Someone who really, really loves me. What 
am I doing wrong God? Why do I feel so ugly? God doesn’t answer me directly, but finally in this store, I 
find some Plan B.

As a kid growing up, I never had friends to my home. Certainly not Savannah, the blonde friend who 
loved Taylor Swift, though I spend many hours at her kickass mansion. I didn’t let the popular kids in, 
because I didn’t want an outsider to get exposed to a visual memory they didn’t want to (and I didn’t want 
them to) witness. My crib was always a mess, and small, and chaotic. One of the rare times I had my to-
this-day close  friend Jane over,  my mom was in  the  front  hall  with  her  pants  down.  I’m sure  Jane 
remembers my mom’s ass, from that one time, and that’s basically why we played Gamecube at her house 



not mine. Anyway. It’s one thing to call men misogynists for rapping or writing or making movies about 
how much they love pretty girls—it’s another, to call them misogynists after taking your clothes off in 
front of them, and having them avoid you, or better yet, bludgeon you with insults. But what do you do, 
when you’re stuck in a body that renders you (for the most part) voiceless. One option: a makeover. Plan 
B when that fails: make a scene, and bite the bullet when they attack. Plan C: fxxk, the. spunk. up. 

Lena Dunham was the closest  thing America had,  for  a  while,  to a 
public intellectual  who was both famous (very famous) and female, 
which was a good thing. I used to envy Lena Dunham for her platform, 
until  I  read  one  of  her  Instagram  comment  threads  and  saw  how 
satanically out-of-control some of her trolls could be. Lena is a body 
positive  feminist,  whatever  that  means—like  I  said:  underqualified! 
won’t try and explain or define “feminist”—but I do know that GIRLS 
was an important moment in cinema history as far as regarding young 
women not just as objects of desire but as voices with complicated (if 
not insufferably overcomplicated) minds of their own. To Lena’s credit, 
I  personally  think  it’s  braver  and  more  self-sacrificial  for  an 
unmodelesque girl to take her clothes off, than for a hot girl to do the 
same thing,  especially  since Lena’s  intention (I  think)  was to  make 

girls feel less imprisoned by what they honestly can’t control. “Nobody wants to sit there doggy-style for 
ten hours while they shoot or whatever,” she told Marie Claire UK in 2013. Dunham further admitted, 
“Not being the babest person in the world creates a nice barrier. The people who talk to you are the people 
who are interested in you. It must be a big burden in some ways to look [like a Victoria’s Secret model] 
and be in public.”

“Lack of visual empathy equates the meaning of L-O-V-E / Hatred and attitude tear us entirely,” raps 
Kanye West  in “Blame Game” from his  hands-down masterpiece album, My Beautiful  Dark Twisted 
Fantasy. Maybe I’m not a body positive feminist in the sense that I believe that beauty is power, and that 
lack of power makes it hard to be beautiful—but if you do have power, then it’s a responsibility to treat 
the body like a sacred temple. But how does one hypothetically escape a decrepit physical state? The 
answer, I contend in my future movies, is love—real love, mind you—and sometimes in order to find the 
people who really, really love you, and to weed out the lusty suckers, one must first “create a barrier” 
against being attacked in the flesh.

As a hopeful filmmaker my intention is to swing the pendulum back toward a femininity that does value 
looking as hot as humanly possible for the American population at large: male or female, though my ideal 
audience (if I had a choice) would be hetero men, because they’re the ones who TBH need their gazes 
reoriented to be more visually empathetic. The best way to do this, I think, will be to demonstrate that no 
woman (or man but I have more female hoes I mean roles) is a lost cause physically. No one! Seeing is 
believing, and a lot of my screenplays require some hella transformations from beginning to end. Are you 
ready, actresses? 



These days, I believe there’s something not only noble, 
but responsible, about being the girl who military men 
fantasize about at the darkest hours of war. The same 
type of men, who I know for a fact would think the 
word “ugly”—or even exercise their right to put it in 
writing, on the internet—if they saw me fatish with no 
hair  and make-up onscreen for a movie as a young-
twenties woman. Suuure, suuure, beauty is subjective
—until  you’re  outnumbered  in  a  room  (or  movie 
theater) by horny straight men! AAAH!!!! And it’s clear 
that  some-not-all  women  are  electromagnetovisually 
metahormonophysically attractive to them. And while I’ve resigned to powerlessness over my current 
level of hotness, at least I’m educated enough, thanks to college and to the sacrifice of chicks like Lena 
Dunham, to understand that it’s not a sin to “create a barrier” against a gaze that objectifies women. 
Especially if that’s what it takes to be listened to—and not lusted for constantly, or resented by those less 
physically blessed. You try playing the dork bitch who looks like but isn’t a lesbian. Tough! 

Not a lesbian but, TBH, the reason I used to hate on Taylor Swift was probably because I was jealous of 
her for being so, funkingg, gorjiss. And talented, Boss! Actually, I love Taylor’s music, and I’m the type 
of girl who shoots the moon and listens to jazz. This video of her performing “Shake It Off” (with an all-
male team of back-ups! feminist) is one of the only thing that breaks me out of really bad depression. I 
will say, the most I’ve ever been attracted to Tay was when she appeared on the cover of Maxim, and after 
I saw this, I started to wonder whether she plays the “dumb blonde” game for a reason. (Good actress….) 
It’s the same reason I’ve tried to get all my uncomposed lyrics and musical screenplays done while I was 
still poor, powerless, and in devastating need of a makeover!!!! That reason, is self-protection. The more 
hapless a person seems on the surface, the less likely they’ll be to get attacked. And the sweeter the 
revenge, when the pendulum swings back. “They never see it coming, what I do next,” sings Taylor in “I 
Did Something Bad” from her latest and greatest album Reputation. “This is how the world works / you 
gotta leave before, you, get, left.”

As far as feminism, well, I’m gonna go ahead and throw Taylor 
some  shade  for  actively  reversing  the  gaze—which,  if  done 
correctly, will put an equal price tag on male appearance.   When’s 
the  last  time  you  heard  a  girl  refer  to  a  man  as  “Gorgeous”? 
Maybe it happens now and then. But fyi, the last time I heard this 
happen was on Taylor’s track about her new man Joe Alwyn, who 
must be proof that there is a God watching out for Taylor because 
(see left), damn. 
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