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DOJA
CAT&
THE
HUMAN
PLANET
‘Mooo!’ is sexual psychedelia.
On a late night in Chicago, I told a man I was chatting with on a dating app that 
researching Doja Cat had filled the evening. I directed him to ‘Mooo!’, a music video 
featuring farm references, milkshakes and straws, a speaking style that connotes 
hip hop over melodies referencing summer-afternoon soul, and a racially ambig-
uous young woman eating a hamburger. He said, “Wow. That’s a lot of breasts”.
 Bouncing anime bosoms, in close-up, fill a green screen I discovered was a 
sheet hung in Doja Cat’s bedroom, for probably 70 per cent of ‘Mooo!’. Those were 
the bosoms he mentioned, other than hers, and possibly his thoughts of mine, on 
display in a seven-year-old photo on my dating profile. The point of any moment 
or word in the video, even for our viral-front-loaded culture, seemed obscure. Yet 
the man and I are in our late-30s, we’re 2000s hipsters, I’m a jazz poet, and he said 
he’s a folk bassist. Our relevance and pop-cultural understanding might simply 
be diminished. Perhaps that’s why we were each sharing personal details to a 
stranger on our back-pocket computers, searching for meaning in life.
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I’d figured YouTube comments would be disastrous 
things to consume. They usually are anytime a woman 
is front and centre, with double those chances for women 
of colour. The statement rings true from Kamala Harris 
espousing politics, to Meghan Markle attracting royalty, 
to Amala Zandile Dlamini twerking in cow print. Yet tens 
of thousands of in-awe assessments have racked up 
beneath ‘Mooo!’ since its August 31, 2018 release.
  Two of my favorites: From a user named skylerkain 
posted nine months ago, “Wig: snatched / Heart: moved 
/ Lactose intolerance: cured / Veganism: ended”; and 
from sksksks sksksks posted 10 weeks ago, “Her similes, 
metaphors, analogies, WHATEVER TF are spot on”.
 The latter stands out because pinpointing the nature 
of Dlamini’s flow and whether her music is hip hop — or 
rap (delineation debate aside) — proves difficult. When 
I asked if she categorises herself as a rapper, she didn’t 
have a definitive answer, either.
  From her home in her native Los Angeles, lounging 
outside, fresh from a nine-date European tour, 23-year-
old Dlamini said in her candy-coated cadence, “I don’t 
know if my music is hip hop”.
 “I don’t think my various teams have, either. Many 
people have tried to figure out the best way to categorise 
or market it.”
 Dlamini’s been creatively prolific for more than five 
years, largely self-producing, self-recording, writing 

all lyrics, and styling herself in self-created videos. ‘So 
High’ [2014] is smokey, dusky R&B, with a digital twerk 
and single rap verse. Its video is a Hindu-inspired visual 
feast. Doja depicts Hindu goddess Lakshmi, drenched in 
lotus-flower-perched sensuality. Lakshmi, the goddess 
of wealth, abundance and fertility, is worshiped during 
the festival of Deepawali, or the festival of light. Doja’s 
rap verse here makes a clever play with “we both look 
Asian”, referring to herbal refreshment, proffering a 
thematic wink at how the line slips into the total video-
song experience.
 Moments of synthesis such as this are a Doja Cat hall-
mark, her DIY visual concepts and costumes standing in 
equal importance to the tracks. She was merely 18 when 

‘So High’ came out. At the time, Vibe described her as an 
"18-year-old psychedelic prodigy”. ‘So High’ featured on 
the ‘Empire’ soundtrack, on the third episode of the first 
season. 
 Despite this industry entrée and a string of collabora-
tions released on YouTube and Soundcloud, Dlamini was 
largely back to her bedroom, that is until ‘Mooo!’ went viral 
last summer. For those keen enough to get it — which your 
writer initially wasn’t — its mammary theme was another 
thematic wink: udders, milk, women, fierce feminity, sex. 
On or off a greenscreen farm.
 “YouTube was my music school,” Dlamini says. “After 
dropping out of high school at 16, I stayed mostly in bed 

on a mattress on my floor for what felt like months at a 
time. I was battling depression and partying with people 
who probably weren’t the greatest to be around. On my 
desktop iMac I’d find beats I liked, and taught myself to 
sing. Music was definitely my salvation.”
 When asked what she thinks has changed about 
the hip hop landscape over time, she said, “I don’t know 
much about [that]”.
 Yet, Doja Cat’s lyrics reference hip hop masterworks 
while her flow is replete with rhythmic metaphor, simile, 
and classic tough talk. On ‘Mooo!’, for example, as a cow 
alter-ego, she says, “Cash rules everything around me 
/ Ice C.R.E.A.M. / You a calf bitch, you ma daughter / I 
ain’t bothered”. On ‘Tia Tamera’, featuring Maryland’s 
Rico Nasty, Doja rhythmically hiccups her way through 
African-American cultural references about the size of 
her bra cup: “Money go long like Nia / I am the big idea / 
My twins big like Tia / My twins big like Tia, Tamera (Uh, 
wait)”. Meanwhile she wears a cotton-candy-pink wig 
and licks lollipops, in hypersexualised visual references to 
young girlhood. Comparing the output to circa-2011 Katy 
Perry visuals canoodling with audial Nicki Minaj wouldn’t 
be off. Plus, Rico Nasty is a bona fide MC, among a new 
school of lesser ingénues such as Saweetie.
 Dlamini’s YouTube comeuppance is emblematic 
of the era, and saved her from slinking into less healthy 
territory. For us, her output is simply supposed to be fun. 

In its seeming disregard for genre legacy, Doja Cat’s irrev-
erence and postmodern pastiche could be seen as a new 
entry in humanity’s looping proclivities and habits, older 
practices given volume capacity via those aforemen-
tioned back-pocket computers. Technology reproduces 
cultural elements via speed and convenience. Dlamini 
going crate-digging birthed a career, like it did for rap 
artists from the 1970s through the 90’s. Only she did it in 
a 21st century bedroom. A quiet/not-so-quiet revolution.
 Take the similar dalliance with dating apps. Today’s 
flurry isn’t different from a standard of entreating 
matchmakers millennia ago, traced to ancient Chinese 
and Aztec civilization, down an unbroken line to today. 
(Remember “Matchmaker, matchmaker, make me a 
match / Find me a find / Catch me a catch” in 1964’s 

‘Fiddler on the Roof’, set in 1905 Ukraine?) 
 Dlamini is the child of a Jewish-American painter 
mother, Deborah Elizabeth Sawyer, and a South Afri-
can actor, composer and film producer father, Dumisani 
Dlamini, best known for ‘Sarafina!’. Before Los Angeles 
she lived in Rye, New York. She attended surf camps, 
ballet, and tap lessons.
 The childhood initially sounds idylic. Only Dlamini 
has never once met her father. 
 Oddly enough, the elder Dlamini, who’s based in 
Durban and is an ongoing South African treasure, consis-
tently makes his presence known on Doja Cat’s social 
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“Many people have 
tried to figure out 
the best way 
         to categorise or 
market [my music].”
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media posts, commenting how “proud” he is of his “African princess”. He 
frequently mentions her in interviews, such as in ‘Dumisani Dlamini’s daugh-
ter is flying the flag high in the States’, published 25 October 2017 in South 
Africa’s Sunday Times. Chrizelda Kekana quotes him as saying, "Beautiful 
girl (who goes by) the name Doja Cat, she's singing with Nicki Minaj. If you 
Google you will see, it's D. O. J. A. C. A. T. She's one of the best singers now in 
America. That's my daughter. … I am close to my kids, all of them. I love them 
and they love me."
 Yet in a March 8, 2019 video interview with Hot New Hip Hop, Dlamini says 
in between chuckles about the subject of family support, “My dad's proud of 
me, he's excited. He's all over my Instagram, but what's funny is I never met him”. 
She says it with a shrug, and the chuckles seem incredulous, though not bitter.
 I find it fascinating, if not a bit surreal. It’s another aspect of today, of her fame, 
of her story, made possible only through social media. The humans, the humans.
 As British science fiction author John Brunner wrote, “It's supposed to 
be automatic, but actually you have to push this button”.
 Social media, in kind, rebirths a paradigm. After abstaining from my site of 
choice, Twitter, for more than a week, I was struck with how logging on imme-
diately made me feel negative and worried. Straight away my feed showed 
death caught on video, racialised terror, anger at headlines. In those moments 
I realised the platform itself isn’t to blame for negativity, it’s the content we 
fill it with. Despite its untapped capacity, Twitter is simply a message board; 
it’s the tendency of humanity to share death, true crime, negligence, and the 
sadness of being.
 Digital is now the currency through which we have access to one another.
Life remains tough. Fiery, fun, sexy things such as a Doja Cat video make us 
forget for three minutes. A small handful of culturephiles my age and older 
denounce her work, or misogynistically tend to describe it as vapidly liber-
tine. As an owner of what I like to believe are a nice pair, I in no way object to  
bouncing breasts. Bitch, I’m a cow.

‘Amala’ is out now.


