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I should hate James Taylor and his music with a passion that burns as hot and 

bright as my love for Luke did in high school. But I don’t. Luke is ancient history 

now, but my love for Sweet Baby James burns more brightly than ever.  

 

I don’t know why I fell so hard for Luke. Maybe it was his reputation as a “bad 

boy”. But in the short time we were together, I learned that the tough guy image 

hid a big heart. He was tall, muscular, and almost always wore blue jeans and a 

denim jacket. His shaggy brown hair grew in layers that brushed his shoulders and 

fell across his forehead. His eyes were a deep, dark brown, several shades darker 

than his hair. He was quiet and I didn’t know if it was because he was shy or 

intentionally aloof. Either way, it added to his allure.  

 

One night my friends and I went to a coffee house. After a performance by a 

ginger-haired folk singer, the room went dark and quiet. Then a single spotlight lit 

up the stage and there he was. He was wearing his usual faded jeans, a white T-

shirt under his denim jacket and black cowboy boots. He perched on the edge of a 

bar stool with one foot resting on the floor and the other hooked into the bottom 

rung of the stool. 

 

Another guy with a guitar sat next to him, but I hardly noticed him. My eyes were 

riveted on Luke. The guitar player strummed the opening notes of “Sweet Baby 

James” and Luke began to sing: 

 

                          There is a young cowboy who lives on the range. 

                          His horse and his cattle are his only companions. 

He works in the saddle, and he sleeps in the canyon 

                         Waiting for summer his pastures to change. 

                  - James Taylor, “Sweet Baby James”, Sunset Sound, 1970 

 

 

Chills skittered down my spine. Luke sounded so much like James Taylor that if I 

closed my eyes, I could imagine he was the one on the stage in the little coffee  
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house. I fell in love right then and there, as only a 17-year-old can with both Luke 

and James Taylor. All I knew about Luke was that he had recently broken up with 

a girl in my class and he had taken it very hard. We didn’t run in the same circles 

so for a few months, I loved him from afar.  

 

I told no one -- no one -- about my feelings for Luke so it came as a shock when, 

out of the blue, he called me. And so began some of the most exquisitely beautiful 

and painful months of my adolescence. Part of me was in a state of bliss; another 

knew deep down inside that he was on the rebound. And that is something any 

self-respecting girl just can’t get past. 

 

He didn’t deny his feelings for his ex-girlfriend but pleaded with me to give us a 

chance, to be patient and see where things went. I agreed but my sadness hung over 

us like a persistent fog that even the brightest ray of sunshine couldn’t burn 

through.  

 

Finally, he ended things. He came over to tell me in person that he was leaving – 

quitting school and moving out West to work with his older brother. A knife sliced 

open my already bruised heart. 

  

“Come here, hon,” he said as he reached and pulled me into his lap. We sat quietly, 

tears streaming down our faces, each lost in our own sorrow. After a last heart-

wrenching hug, he walked out the door into the dark, rainy night and I never saw 

him again. 

 

For months, a James Taylor song on the radio reminded me of Luke and brought a 

fresh wave of pain and tears. Today, I still love James Taylor, not because he 

reminds me of Luke but for his beautiful voice and songs. And because, 

occasionally, when I hear one of his songs, I wonder what became of Luke.  
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