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Justin Townes Earle left this world a little over a mile from where he came in, having 
seen more of it than most folks in his thirty-eight years before his all too short arc brought him 
right back to where he started from; Nashville, Tennessee.  

The evening Justin was born, in what was then called Baptist Hospital, his mother, Carol, 
exhausted after 36 hours in labor fell immediately into a deep sleep and I was left staring into 
the eyes of my first-born son. After a while, a kindly nurse asked if I would like to carry him to 
the nursery myself. I don’t know how I ever negotiated the walk down the hall without tripping 
over my own two feet. I couldn’t take my eyes off him and he looked right back at me, hardly 
blinking, as if to say, “I know you.” After a bit of a gentle tug-of-war at the nursery door I 
reluctantly relinquished custody to the nurse.  

My arms had never felt so empty. 
Suddenly it occurred to me that I hadn’t spoken to any of my family back in Texas since 

I’d phoned early the day before to let them know that Carol was in labor and we were headed 
for the hospital. 

I beelined for the payphones in the waiting room and was relieved to find a quarter in my 
pocket (not a given at that point in my career). I dropped it in the slot and dialed my parents’ 
number in Houston. My Dad answered and immediately upon hearing his voice, I burst into 
tears and apologized for every shitty thing I’d ever said or done to him, which was a litany.  

Carol and I split up when Justin was 3 and he shuttled between our households, 
sometimes voluntarily sometimes not, until he left home. That event occurred pretty organically 
when he accompanied me on a teaching sabbatical to the Old Town School of Folk Music in 
Chicago.  



Justin was playing by that time, having gone from post-mortem Nirvana fan to acoustic 
blues practitioner by way of Kurt Cobain’s WHERE DID YOU SLEEP LAST NIGHT. He’d only 
been interested in electric guitar until seeing Cobain hunched over the big Martin acoustic on 
MTV Unplugged so I pointed him towards the original recorded version in my record collection. 
Leadbelly was next to Lightnin’ Hopkins and Lightnin’ next to Mance Lipscomb and next thing I 
knew he was playing stuff I’d been trying to sort out for years. The original idea of Justin going 
to Chicago (besides just keeping an eye on him) was that he would take a few classes at the 
Old Town School, but within a few weeks he was TEACHING fingerstyle guitar. By the time I 
completed my eight-week course and returned home Justin had turned 18 and elected to 
remain behind. 

He was back in Nashville six months later and, musically, things began to develop 
rapidly. A jug band, a rock band, a short stint as a Duke, but, lo and behold he’d begun to come 
up with songs of his own and they were really fucking good. He would release 8 full length 
albums and an EP over 13 years during which our paths crossed infrequently, usually on the 
road. Ironically, we both sat out the last summer of his life in Tennessee, grounded by 
pandemic, unable to escape to the only place either one of us ever felt at home. 

The Highway.  
We spoke often those last few months, saw each other a handful of times and I talked to 

him the night he died. I am grateful for that. 
This record is called J.T. because he was never called anything else until he was nearly 

grown.  
Well, when he was little, I called him Cowboy.  
For better or worse, right or wrong, I loved Justin Townes Earle more than anything else 

on this earth. That being said, I made this record, like every other record I’ve ever made… for 
me. It was the only way I knew to say goodbye. 
 

See you when I get there, Cowboy, 
Dad 
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LYRICS 
 
 
I Don't Care 
Standing on the corner in the middle of the night, begging dollars from people I see 
Trying to book a ticket on a one-way ride up out of these dirty streets 



And I don't know where I'm going no more 
I don't know, and I don't care 
 
Well the railcars running through these streets so fast, I would jump one if they'd just slow down 
There's killers on the road so it ain't much chance of me trying and hitching around 
Ah but if I had a dollar, boy, I'd find me a game and I bet you I could turn it into five 
And if I had five I'd book a bullet train and ride it to the end of the line 
And I don't know where I'm going no more 
I don't know, and I don't care 
 
Well Chicago, Cincinnati, New York City, Tucumcari, Amarillo or Los Angeles 
Saskatoon, Baton Rouge, Miami, Johnson City, or anywhere in between 
Anywhere but here, anywhere at all, I'm just looking for a change 
I don't want to see the sun rising up on this dirty little town again 
And I don't know where I'm going no more 
I don't know, and I don't care 
And I don't know where I'm going no more 
I don't know, and I don't care 
 
 
 
Ain't Glad I'm Leaving 
Well I take my time a-comin', take my time a-leavin' 
If you ask me why I'm goin', I’ll tell you when it's needed 
More than you know I could never be what you need 
If you ain't glad I'm leaving, girl you know you oughta be 
 
'Cause I lie, I cheat, I gamble, and I steal from many men 
Where from Georgia to Los Angeles, Texas up to Maine 
I'm a wanted man 
Is that the kind of life you want to live (wanna live), baby? 
(Life you wanna live) 
If you ain't glad I'm leaving, girl you know you oughta be 
 
So what's a girl like you, want a man like me (like me, man like me) 
Never know what I'm gonna do, if you never know where I'll be (I'll be, where I'll be) 
Now I know right now, baby, though it might seem wrong (seem wrong), yeah (might seem 
wrong) 
But you don't wake up in the morning, thanking to your Heavens that I'm gone 
 
Well I'm so good, don't take it too bad, ain't nothing you could do 
Well I ever fall in love and, keep it on the move 
It's just my way, I ain't trying to be mean (mean), baby (tryin' to be mean) 



If you ain't glad I'm leaving, girl you know you oughta be (oughta be, girl you oughta be) 
Well if you ain't glad I'm leaving, girl you know you oughta be (oughta be, girl you oughta be) 
 
 
 
 
Maria 
Used to be I was the object of affection 
In your eyes alone 
But now it seems your heart has found a new direction 
You’re leavin’ me out in the cold 
 
So if you’re gonna break my heart go on and break it 
No I don’t need you no more 
Well I tried so hard and now my will is breakin’ 
Baby even more I still love you 
 
I remember when you used to make me happy 
Just to look into your eyes 
But now every time I try you’re lookin’ past me 
And I don’t know why 
 
So baby you don’t even gotta tell me no I already know 
So don’t even say goodbye just walk on past me 
I don’t want to hurt no more 
Not for you Maria 
 
Any way I turn I could find a better way to lose 
Ah Maria 
 
I guess mama wasn’t lyin’ about the dangers 
There could be inside one’s heart 
We’re better off if we all remain strangers 
Stumblin’ through the dark 
Ah Maria 
 
 
 
Far Away In Another Town 
Well I’m leavin’ 
Tonight babe on a midnight train 
I got to get out while I still can 
Cause that woman don’t do nothing ah but bring me down 



So I think I can be lonesome far away in another town 
 
I’m standing outside in the pourin’ rain 
Every half an hour them trains comin’ rollin’ back again 
So the next time you come lookin’ no I won’t be around 
Cause I think I can be lonesome far away in another town 
 
Somewhere where the wind blows just as cold 
Well, I think I can be lonesome on my own 
 
Somewhere where the wind blows just as cold 
Well, I think I can be lonesome on my own 
 
Oh so that sun is risin’ up over cold steel tracks 
It’s passing sad faces and ol burned out shacks 
It’s windin’ me low and it’s windin’ me down 
It’s winding me lonesome far away in another town 
It’s winding me lonesome far away in another town 
 
 
 
They Killed John Henry 
Well, when John Henry died he lay lookin’ at the sun 
He said Lord, take me now my work is done, Lord, Lord 
Lord, take me now my work is done 
 
Yeah, but when they laid him out in that box of pine, boy 
They laid that hammer by his side, Lord, Lord 
Laid that hammer by his side 
 
Yeah, and Joe Hill he worked any job he could find, boy 
He’d rake your leaves and pick your vine, Lord, Lord 
Rake your leaves and pick your vine 
 
Yeah, and they killed Joe Hill, put a bullet to his name 
But that bullet made a martyr of the same, Lord, Lord 
Bullet made a martyr of the same 
 
Yeah, and my granddaddy worked his whole damn life 
Well, he never saved a nickel though he tried, Lord, Lord 
Never saved a nickel though he tried 
 
And he died in Tennessee but he couldn’t find no rest 



With that long road to Texas lyin’ ahead, Lord Lord 
Long road to Texas lyin’ ahead 
 
Yes sir, I ain’t no great man and Lord I expect to see 
A long life, a-workin’ and you’re dead, Lord, Lord 
A long life, a-workin’ and you’re dead 
 
They killed John Henry, they killed John Henry 
They killed John Henry but they won’t kill me 
Lord, they killed John Henry, they killed John Henry 
They killed John Henry but they won’t kill me 
 
 
 
 
 
Turn Out My Lights 
Same old blues comin' 'round again 
Every night about this time 
And it's callin' me like a long-lost friend 
When I turn out my lights 
 
I can see you in my dreams 
Every time I close my eyes 
And just like I knew you'd be to 
Get me through the night 
 
I can feel the darkness fall 
Like the rain against the wind blows 
And I can hear your memory like a 
Dream outside my window, babe 
 
Even though I know you're gone 
I don't have to be alone now 
You're here with me every night 
When I turn out my lights 
 
When I turn out my lights tonight 
And look into your eyes 
I know it's gonna be alright 
When I turn out my lights 
 
'Til it's them same old blues comin' 'round again 



Every night about this time 
And it's callin' me like a long-lost friend 
When I turn out my lights, turn out my lights 
 
 
 
 
Lone Pine Hill 
I swear I see her in my dreams sometimes 
Held up in the middle of the night 
Shakin’ like a pistol in a young man’s hand 
There in the pale moonlight 
Standin’ up the top of that lonely hill 
Spared by the company mines 
Is my blue-eyed baby with her best dress on 
In the shadow of a lonely pine 
 
It was back before the war 
When the company came 
These hills grew wild and free 
Me and baby we'd hide in the hollers low 
Away from the cruel sun's heat 
But then they knocked down the timber 
And burned off the brush 
To get to the riches below 
And when they pulled out 
They left a cold black ground 
And one pine standing lone 
So take me home... 
Lone Pine Hill 
 
I signed up back in '61 
I'm an army of Virginia man 
I've been from Manassas to Mackonackey 
All the way to Sailor’s Creek fighting 
For my home land 
After 4 years gone and all hope lost 
And Richmond under siege 
And we're diggin’ out Five Forks 
And waitin’ in the rain 
For Sheridan to bring us to our knees 
So take me home... 
Lone Pine Hill 



 
There's a strange moon hangin' overhead tonight 
And if the rain keeps comin' then the creek's gonna rise 
With the good lord's grace 
I'll make it outta this place and 
I'll be in your arms come the morning light I swear... 
 
So God grant me speed and grant me forgiveness 
And carry me on through the night 
Take me through your hills and over your rivers 
Away from this awful fight 
Cause I ain't never known a man that's ever owned another 
Ain't never owned nothin' of my own 
So after 4 long years I just can't tell you 
What the hell I've been fighting for... 
So take me home... 
Lone Pine Hill 
 
 
 
 
 
Champagne Corolla 
Hair up high and seat reared back 
Look like she should be driving something long and black 
All I’m asking you is brother do you know her 
Pretty little thing riding by in a champagne corolla 
 
I’ve seen you around here just last night 
Today she’s been by two, three times 
Ain’t you listening to me lord I done told you 
Pretty little thing riding by in a champagne corolla 
 
I asked the boys on the corner did they know 
They said how many them things you think is out on the road 
I say the one I mean if you seen her you would know her 
Pretty little thing riding by in a champagne corolla 
 
I don't care what no man say 
She can run all week on just one tank 
Goes to show you maybe baby got a head on her shoulders 
And she sure look sweet driving that champagne corolla 
 



But I know every man think that he need 
Some high-tone woman something built for speed 
But you can’t trust a rich girl no farther then you can throw her 
Need a middle class queen driving by in a champagne corolla 
 
LE LS GS GT 
Don't mean one damn thing to me 
Just get me something that will get me where I’m goin 
Like that pretty little thing riding by in a champagne corolla 
 
So help me 
I’d jump on the side if she would have me 
All she got to do is give a little tap on the shoulder 
And I ride away with the girl in the champagne corolla 
 
 
 
 
The Saint Of Lost Causes 
I’m a bad dream 
Not a nightmare 
I’m too pretty for that 
Let’s just say I’m the last thing 
You want to see coming 
I’m the reason they say watch your back 
But for so long I was like a wounded hound 
Backed into a chain-link fence 
The world at large was just a big, mean kid 
Poking me through the fence with a stick 
Ain’t nobody born bad 
Takes a whole lot of hurt 
Therein lies one of life’s biggest lessons 
Ain’t got nothing to do with deserve 
Just pray  
To the Saint of Lost Causes 
 
Now tt’s a cruel world 
It ain’t hard to understand 
You got your sheep 
You got your shepherd 
You got your wolves amongst men 
It can be hard to tell 
You might find a wolf in shepherd’s clothes 



Now and then you’re going to find sheep 
Hidden amongst all the troubled souls 
Know more folks who’s most afraid of the wolf 
If you really stop and think 
Throughout time 
Between a wolf and a shepherd  
Who you think has killed more sheep 
There’s nothing can be done 
It’s just the way it goes 
First you get it bad then you get mean 
Then there is nothing left but to grow cold 
And pray 
To the Saint of Lost Causes 
 
Some will say I’ve got no feelings 
No heart and surely no shame 
Truth is that this has been with me for so long 
That I must admit I kinda like the pain 
How many encounters do you ever have 
Better yet how many wolves you ever seen 
You got about as much chance of seeing one of them 
As you do of running into me 
Still take nothing for granted 
Might live on the best block in Beverly Hills 
Be sure you lock up tight at night 
Because you know poor folks ain’t got nothing to steal 
Just pray 
To the Saint of Lost Causes 
 
 
 
 
Harlem River Blues 
Lord, I'm going uptown 
To the Harlem River to drown 
Dirty water gonna cover me over 
And I'm not gonna make a sound 
 
I'm on a roll, mama, I gotta go 
Gotta get there while I still can 
Troubled days are behind me now 
And I know they're gonna let me in 
 



When you see me walking up the FDR 
With a-singin’ and a-clappin’ my hands 
Tell my mama I love her, tell my father I tried 
Give my money to my baby to spend 
 
Cause Lord, I'm going uptown 
To the Harlem River to drown 
Dirty water gonna cover me over 
And I'm not gonna make a sound 
 
Good times come and they go 
Even a good man'll break 
He'll let his troubles bury him whole 
Even though he knows what's at stake 
 
So I'm taking no chances 
Carrying over while I'm still good in His grace 
And I'm no fool, mama, I know the difference 
Between tempting and choosing my fate 
 
So Lord, I'm going uptown 
To the Harlem River to drown 
Dirty water gonna cover me over 
And I'm not gonna make a sound 
 
Lord, I'm going uptown 
To the Harlem River to drown 
Dirty water gonna cover me over 
And I'm not gonna make a sound 
 
Lord, I'm going uptown 
To the Harlem River to drown 
Dirty water gonna cover me over 
And I'm not gonna make a sound 
 
 
 
 
Last Words 
I was there when you were born 
Took you from your mama’s arms 
Stood in awe a witness to 
The first breath that you ever drew 



I wish I could have held you when 
You left this world like I did then 
Last time we spoke was on the phone 
Then we hung up and now you’re gone 
Last thing I said was I love you 
You’re last words to me were I love you too 
 
Don’t know why you hurt so bad 
Just know you did and it makes me sad 
Said everything I knew to say 
Could not make it go away 
But wherever you are travelin’ now 
It doesn’t matter anyhow 
Can’t help but wonder if you knew 
You took a part of me with you 
Last thing I said was I love you 
You’re last words to me were I love you too 
 
You made me laugh, made me cry 
Showed me truth and told me lies 
Tore my heart apart and then 
Brought me back the piece again 
Now I don’t know what I’ll do 
Until the day I follow you 
Through the darkness to the light 
Cause I loved you for all your life 
Last thing I said was I love you 
Your last words to me were I love you too 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
------------------ 
 
  
Copyright & legal line for CD digiwallet 
© & P 2021 New West Records, LLC. All rights reserved. Unauthorized duplication is a violation 
of applicable laws. SteveEarle.com NewWestRecords.com NW6511 + Label Logo (placement 
discretionary) + Label Code (placement discretionary) 
 



  
Copyright & legal line for CD center label: 
© & P 2021 New West Records, LLC. All rights reserved. Unauthorized duplication is a violation 
of applicable laws. SteveEarle.com NewWestRecords.com NW6511 + Label Logo (placement 
discretionary) 
 
 
------------------ 
 
VINYL 
Standard Vinyl Selection: NW5492 
Standard Vinyl UPC: 607396549214 
 
 
 
SIDE A: 

1. I Don’t Care 
2. Ain’t Glad I’m Leaving 
3. Maria 
4. Far Away In Another Town 
5. They Killed John Henry 
6. Turn Out My Lights 

 
SIDE B: 

1. Lone Pine Hill 
2. Champagne Corolla 
3. The Saint Of Lost Causes 
4. Harlem River Blues 
5. Last Words 

 
 
 
Note to designer: this vinyl cut credit only appears on LP package 
Mastered for vinyl by Jeff Powell at Take Out Vinyl in Memphis, TN  
 
 
Copyright & legal line for LP jacket/gatefold 
© & P 2021 New West Records, LLC. All rights reserved. Unauthorized duplication is a violation 
of applicable laws. SteveEarle.com NewWestRecords.com NW5452 + Label Logo (placement 
discretionary) + Label Code (placement discretionary) 
 
  
Copyright & legal line for LP center labels: 



© & P 2021 New West Records, LLC. All rights reserved. Unauthorized duplication is a violation 
of applicable laws. SteveEarle.com NewWestRecords.com NW5452 + Label Logo (placement 
discretionary) 
 
 
ALL OTHER TEXT SAME AS CD 
 
------------------ 
  
FOR INTERNAL USE ONLY 
  
 
Maria 
They Killed John Henry 
Champagne Corolla 
The Saint Of Lost Causes 
Harlem River Blues 
I Don’t Care 
Ain’t Glad I’m Leaving 
Lone Pine Hill 
 
100% Justin Townes Earle 
1989 Music (BMI) All Rights Administered By BMG Rights Management (US) LLC 
 
_____________ 
 
Turn Out My Lights 
Far Away In Another Town 
 
50% 
Justin Townes Earle 
Cavalcade Music (BMI) All Rights Administered by BMG Rights Management (US) LLC. 
 
 
50% 
Scotty Melton 
Scotty Melton Music (BMI) 
 
______________ 
 
Last Words 
 
100% Steve Earle 



Bleecker St. Cowboy Music (ASCAP) 
 
 
 
 


