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A Swift Entrance
Pop sensation, songwriter and actress. At 21 years 
old, Taylor Swift has accomplished more than most 
artists can even dream of in a lifetime. Refreshingly 
down-to-earth and bubbly, Swift excitedly sits down 
to talk about her amazing career and whirlwind life.

Taylor Swift loves a lot of 
things, but maybe nothing 
quite so much at this mo-
ment as her new Prevost tour 
bus. “It’s amazing!” she says, 
bounding through the back-
stage labyrinth of the Save 
Mart Center in Fresno, Califor-
nia, where she’ll be performing 
tonight — long Goldilocks curls 
bouncing behind her as she 
goes. “My mom and I just redid 
the whole thing. Come see!”
Inside, the bus is a lush girly 
fantasy in chocolate brown 
and peacock blue, complete 
with a tufted brown velvet 
couch and pearly blonde 
laminated wood paneling, an 
electric fireplace (“Because I’m 
always freezing!”), a big cham-
pagne marble bathroom, and 
a Star Trac treadmill that folds 
up like a Murphy bed. “We 
bought the old bus from Cher,” 
explains Swift’s mom, An-
drea, who goes on every tour, 
watching from the sidelines, 
keen-eyed and silent as an 
eagle. “So it was all black and 
gothic.” For the new bus, she 
says, “We wanted to brighten 

In Swift’s bedroom, a big tur-
quoise satin jewelry box has 
the word Barbie written across 
it in rhinestones, and Swift’s first 
two multiplatinum albums shine 
above her silky, pillow-piled 
turquoise-and-brown bed like 
twin full moons. A sign over the 
door reads Never, Never, Never 
Give Up in curling bronze script.
“Did you have that made?” I ask 
her.
“No. I got it from T.J. Maxx,” 
chirps Swift, who may be the 
world’s least snobbish pop 
princess. In Taylor Swift’s world 
(or “Taylor Nation,” as fans call 
it), Urban Outfitters T-shirts and 
$900 Christian Louboutin stilet-
tos are embraced with equal 
fervor. All
the crew members are present-
ed with cakes on their birthdays 
and serenaded by Swift her-
self. And everyone — literally 
everyone — is greeted with a 
hug and an enormous smile. 
It’s kind of like meeting Mickey 
at Disney World. The weeping 
8-year-old fan in a pink cowboy 
hat gets a hug. The mayor of 
Fresno gets a hug. Even the
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“It’s literally 
all I’ve ever 
dreamed 
of”

sweaty, walrus-shaped teen-
age boy with the slightly 
crazed glint in his eye gets a 
hug — though when he starts 
pawing Swift and kissing her 
all over her face, two beefy 
security guys step in and 
carry him off. “It scares the 
daylights out of me when she 
goes around hugging every-
body,” says Scott Borchetta, 
who signed Swift to his then-
newborn record label, Big 
Machine, in 2005. “I have to 
turn my head when she does 
it during the concerts. But you 
couldn’t stop her if you tried; 
she’s just a born hugger.” 
 Fresno is an interest-
ing place to see Swift perform. 
Basically, the whole town has 
gone bananas over her — in-
cluding the mayor, who has 
officially proclaimed today 
“Taylor Swift Day.” (In part, this 
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may be an attempt to distract 
residents from the fact that 
Fresno was recently rated the 
number one Drunkest City 
in America by Men’s Health 
magazine, but still ...) A dusty 
farm town in the middle of 
California, Fresno is the land 
of monster trucks and short-
haired, churchgoing ladies 
in ruffled homemade aprons 
and Easy Spirit shoes who 
sell their crafts at the Big Hat 
Days festival in neighboring 
Clovis. Swift, who does not 
drink or swear or flash cleav-
age, is huge here.
 “It’s very Taylor to 
want to share her dressing 
room,” Swift’s publicist, Paula 
Erickson, said earlier. “She 
just likes having her friends 
around.” And while that’s true, 
it’s worth noting that toward 
the end of every concert, 
Evanson and Swift have a 
spectacular, hair-thrashing 
drumming battle on two big 
steel garbage cans during 
the song “Should’ve Said No.” 
(Swift always wins.)
It’s about 5:30 in the after-
noon, and Swift has just 
finished her preconcert re-
hearsal. She does not seem 
nervous at all. In fact, she 
seems downright relaxed. 
Dressed in a loose gray mini-
skirt and black Rag & Bone 
dance shoes with patent 
leather tips, she has been try-
ing to explain to me what it’s 
like to be born with such an 
intense sense of destiny, and

how completely it has defined 
and driven her life so far. “It’s 
literally all I’ve ever dreamed 
of,” she says.
 The first time she 
played here, in 2006, it was 
at Cali’s Frozen Custard 
Creamery out on Blackstone 
Avenue. Swift, then 16, was 
in town for a promotional 
radio tour. She and her band 
stopped off for frozen yo-
gurt and ended up playing 
an impromptu concert. The 
second time was two years 
ago, when she opened for 
Rascal Flatts. So when Swift 
appears later in the afternoon 
for a meet-and-greet back-
stage with the various radio 
people of Fresno and says, “I 
can’t tell y’all how long I have 
been waiting for this night!”, 
you actually believe her.
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