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WOODY'S STORY 
As told by WILL GEER 

and sung by Dick Wingfield 

BALLADS FROM THE DUST BO'vL is the Fourteenth 
album I've done by myself and with others. I mad~ 
up my first loose songs when I was a kid, a f ew 
about other kids and teachers in school. I left 
my home state, Oklahoma, and moved over the line 
u~ onto the high flat wheat and grazing lands just 
at the time the first oil derricks were jumping up 
in front of the cowmen's eyes. I traveled all 
around over the Texa s Panhandle with cowboy fiddle 
bands, played at farm houses, ranch dances, Chamber 
of Commerce banquets, centenniels, holidays and the 
likes. I made up my first written down songs in 
these days. I hit the highways west with the families 
that blowed out with the big dust storms, played all 
up and down the southwest, the west coast, played and 
sang on a Los Angeles radio station for a half an 
hour a day for two years. 

I played around at the cottom pickers strikes 
and on all kinds of picket line s with Will Geer, and 
several other actors and entertainers, kept on making 
up songs and learning new ones from all of the union 
battlers I would meet. I followed the crops in 
season, the schools of running fish, the flights of 
bee s and birds, chased rodeos, carnivals, fairs, and 
celebrations where I tossed my hat on the floor and 
sung for my tips. I sang for all kinds of picket 
line s as I went up and down roads. I hit New York 
in a bie blizzard in 1940, and read the papers, made 
up songs, played in all kinds of halls, homes, apart
ments, outdoor rallies and meetings that fought for 
things I liked. I got jobs in every radio station, 
almost, and hit all of the coast to coast networks. 
I traveled the country with the Almanac Singers, and 
we made several albums of records of a militant union 
flavor. I joined up with the Merchant Marines during 
the war and mad e Three Invasions, got torpedoed twice. 

And then I was drafted into the Army when Hitler 
surrend ered, I walked into the inducting office on VE 
day. I took my music box with me on every ship and 
sung in the PX's and barracks of all the Army Air 
Fields I stayed at. I kept making up songs. I made 
a hundred or more records with Moe Asch in his studios 
between trips of ships and trains, some with Cisco 
Houston, an NMU Seaman. 

I met most of the old Almanacs a day or so after 
I got my Honorable Discharge, and they had organized 
a trainload of new Almanacs, and progressive song 
writers and singers into a group called "Peoples 
Songs", formed to get the id ea you need to you on the 
day that you need it, the song, the ballad, the chant, 
or the material that you need for your militant trade 
union program. I commenced going around singing with 
them again, and with Peter Seeger, the elected 
president of "Peoples Songs." I made a new album 
for Moe Asch for his new DISC COMPANY, "Ballads From 
The Dust Bowl", songs of the Migratory Worker. A 
couple of the songs were already made up out in the 
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Pacific Northwest about tne King COlumbia River and 
the Bonneville and Grand Coulee Dams, by the Depart
ment of the Interior, Bonneville Power Administration, 
in Portland, Oregon. 

I am now working on several book ideas, books 
of ballads, songs, stories, tall tales, and some 
straight facts about things I've seen singing songs 
for the labor movement. I have han to jack up my fee 
on account of high prices, and an mot able to sing at 
small gatherings as lone time did, trying to reach 
only the larger crowds, and to devote more time to 
the books crawling around in my head. I am still 
open for bookings, but the affair must be large. 

WOODY GUTHRIE 

SIDE I 

I was what you call an Oklahoma boy, Okemah, Oklahoma , 
And I carved my initials on about anything that stands 
still out there: W.W. Guthrie. My poor ma got all 
worked up about good and bad things in politics and 
named me Woodrow Wilson Guthrie, W.W. Guthrie. I 
remember trying to follow my big sister Clara off to 
school, my mama come out, she dragged me back to the 
front porch, and there on that front porch, when I 
was five years old, I remember making up my first 
song. The grass and the pickets out there in the 
front was my first aUdience. 

Listen to the mUSiC, music, music 
Listen to the mUSiC, mUSiC, music man. 

In those days our fOlks getting along pretty good. 
We lived in a great big seven-room yellow house, and 
folks would ride by in their buggies and surreys and 
they'd say "Ah, that's Nora and Charlie Guthrie's 
place." 

My mama taught me all kinds of songs. Taught me the 
Bongs people sang, songs she knew, we called them 
songs, we , didn't hear about ballads or folk songs, 
they're just songs. She taught me about how people 
lived, good and bad, and about how to look at the 
other person's point of view. Folks down the road, 
over the tracks. 

Swing low (swing low) sweet chariot 
(sweet chariot) 

Coming for to carry me home 
(Swing lOW) swing low sweet chariot 
Coming for to carry me home. 

Well, I looked over Jordan and what did I see 
Coming for to carry me home 
A whole band of angels coming after me 
Coming for to carry me home. 

Papa taught us never to be a-scared of anybody or let 
anyone bully us or scare us. He was a brave man. And 
our great big seven-room yellow house burned down. 

It takes a worried man to sing a worried song 
It takes a worried man to sing a worried song 
I'm a worried now, but I won't be worried long. 

Well, I went across the river, I lay me down 
to sleep 

Yes I went across the river, I lay me down to 
sleep 

When I aWOke, had shackles on my feet. 

And it takes a worried man to sing a worried 
song 

Oh yes it takes a worried man to sing a 
worried song 

I'm worried now, but I won't be worried long. 

Twenty-one links of chain around my legs 
Twenty-one links of chain around my legs 
And on each link is an initial of my name. 
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Oh, it takes a worried man to sing a worried 
song 

It takes a \'/orried man to sing a worried song 
I'm worried now, but I won't be worried long. 

That train I ride is twenty-one coaches long 
The train I ride is twenty-one coaches long 
I'm on that train and I'm bound to be gone. 

'Cause it takes a worried man to sing a 
worried song 

o yes it takes a worried man to sing a worried 
song 

I'm worried now, but I won't be worried long. 

If anybody asks you who made up this song 
If anybody asks you who made up this song 
Tell him we did, and we'll sing it all night 

long. 

0 yes it takes a worried man to sing a worried 
song 

0 yes it takes a worried man to slng a worried 
song 

I'm worried now, but I won't be worried long. 

I can remember mama coming in the bedroom and saying: 
"Come on you young sprout, cover up; you're my newest 
curly-headed youngest hardest-headed one." "What's 
a hard-head, mama?" "Means you go and do what you 
want to." "Is my head a hard one, mama?" "Yes, you 
bet it is." "Mama, do you know, do you know what I, 
who I'd marry if I was grown up?" "No, haven't the 
least inkling. Who?" "You." "Me?" "Uh-huh." 
"Well, you couldn't marry me if you wanted to, I'm 
already married to your papa." "Ah, can't I marry 
you too?" "Certainly not." "Why?" "You can't 
marry your old mommy, you'll have to look around 
for another girl-marna." "Mama do you know what that 
mean little kid across the alley said?" "No." "He 
asked me how corne our pretty big seven-room yellow 
house burned down and he wanted to know if you set a 
match and set fire to it." 

It takes a worried man to sing a 
worried song 

It takes a worried man to sing a 
worried song 

I'm worried now, but I won't be 
worried long. 

::Woody, have you got that box of matches again?" 
Hmmm, j~st"play~ng"with it." "What are you 

playing? War. You're too big to play war, 
games like that, you're twelve years old now 
~oOdy. " "You don't get too old to play war, , mama. " 

Well, you just have a war with something else. You 
see that, fire-bug? See that?" "Don't be scared 
mama. " "Oh, mean old Woody, mean to hi s mama, me~n, 
cause I just can't understand how I get all worked up 
when I see something like that. Your little eyes 
haven't seen, maybe you don't even halfway guess the 
misery that goes through my mind when I hold a match 
in my hand. I'm not afraid. I'm not a-scared, 
though, Woody, there's nothing on the face of this 
earth that scares me, Woody, Woody .•... " 

That train pulled out, twenty-one 
coaches long 

That train pulled out, twenty-one 
coaches long 

I'm on that train, and I'm bound 
to be gone. 

Mama kept on having spells like that. My papa 
went off to the hospital, the neighbors come in 
and they fetched her off and they took her on the 
Westbound passenger train to the Asylum. "'Bye 
Woody, 'Bye Woody. Woody. " 

This train is bound for glory. this train 
This train is bound for glory. this train 

(Woody, don't be scared, Woody) 



This train is a-leaving town, well, it's 
a hitting the road 

And a-heading on down 
Well this train is bound for glory; this 

train. 

This train don't carry no gamblers, this 
train 

This train don't carry no gamblers, this 
train 

This train don't carry no gamblers, liars, 
thieves or big-shot ramblers 

This train is bound for glory, this train. 

An uncle of mine taught me to play the guitar, I 
went around to all of the square dances allover the 
county singin', uh, "Buffalo Gal", "Old Joe Clark", 
I got three dollars a night. Made up new words to 
the old tunes, sang 'em everywhere I go. It's a 
song you can sing right out. People will jump up 
and down, they sing with you, and on top of this 
you can say what you think in a song. And, on the 
Texas plains, right out th~re in the middle of the 
old Dust Bowl, with the oil boom over and the wheat 
rolled over and hard-working people just stumbling 
around bothered with mortgages, debts and bills, and 
worries of every known kind, I'd seen that there was 
plenty to make up sorgs about. 

I been doing some hard traveling, I thought 
you knew 

I been doing some hard traveling, way down 
the road 

I been doing some hard traveling, hard 
rambling, hard gambling 

I been doing some hard traveling on. 

I been riding them fast rattlers, I thought 
you knew 

I been riding them flat wheelers way down the 
road 

I been riding them blind passengers, dead 
enders picking up cinders 

I been having some hard traveling, Lord. 

Some people like me, hated me, booted me, jeered 
me; before long I was kicked out of every old place 
in the county. I never did make .up any songs about 
cow trails, the moon skipping around through lovers 
trails; I made up plenty songs of what was wrong, how 
maybe you could make 'em better. Good or bad. 

I'm going down this road feeling bad 0 Lord, 
Yes I'm going down this road feeling bad 
I'm going down this road feeling bad, 0 Lord 

God 
And I ain't gonna be treated this-a-way. 

Well now your two-dollar shoe hurts my feet, 
Lord 

Yes your two-dollar shoe hurts by feet 
o your two-dollar shoe hurts my feet, Lord 

God 
And I ain't gonna be treated this-a-way. 

Takes a ten-dollar shoe to fit my feet, 
Lord 

Takes a ten-dollar shoe to fit my feet, 
Lord 

Takes a ten-dollar shoe to rit my feet, 
Lord 

And I ain't gonna be treated this-a-way. 

Then I got a little braver. I made up songs about 
what I thought was wrong and how to make it right. 
Songs of what everybody was thinkin' about, you 
know, and that. 

I ain't afraid of no God-damned deputy 
sherriff 

No and I ain't afraid of no God-damned 
deputy sherriff 

No and I ain't afraid of no God-damned 
deputy sherriff 

And I ain't gonna be treated this-a-way. 
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I'll get me a deputy sherriff if they get 
me 

Yes, I'll get me a deputy sherriff if they 
. get me 

o I'll get me a deputy sherriff if they 
get me 

And I ain't gonna be treated this-a-way. 

Hey now you bastards you better l eave me 
alone 

Hey now you bastards you better leave me 
alone 

Hey now you bastards you better leave me 
alone 

And I ain't gonna be treated this-a-way. 

Now I stayed in Pampa after my mother and father 
jied, I was about fifteen years old, over in the 
Panhandle of Texas. I got on a little old radio 
station over there, it had about six or seven watts ... 
and the dust started to begin blowing out there, 
thirty-three, blew and blew everything away .... dust 
kept getting blacker and blacker, and drought more 
and more, and rain less and less, and then I thought 
I'd get on out so I said: 

I've sung this song but I'll sing it again 
The place that I live in the wild windy plain 
Was the month of April, the county of Gray 
And all of the people were heard to say 

So long, it's been good to know you, 
So long, it's been good to know you, 
So long, it's been good to know you 
This dusty old dust is a-getting my home 
And I've got to be drifting along. 

Well, the dust storm hits and it hits like 
thunder 

It dusted us over and it dusted us under 
It blocked out the traffic, it blocked out 

the sun, 
And straight for home all the people did 

run, singing 

So long, it's been good to know you 
So long, it's been good to know you 
So long, it's been good to know you 
This dusty old dust is a-getting my home 
And I've got to be drifting along. 

Well the sweethearts sat in the park and 
they spark 

They hugged and they kissed in the dusty 
old dark 

They sighed and they cried and they hugged 
and they kissed 

Instead of marriage they talked like this 

Well so long, it's been good to know you 
So long, it's been good to know you 
So long, it's been good to know you 
This dusty old dust is a-getting my home 
And I've got to be drifting along. 

Well, the telephone rang, it jumped off 
the wall 

And that was the preacher a-making his 
call 

He said "Hi folks, this may be the end 
So I gather the price of Salvation from 

Sin 

And it's so long, it's been good to know 
you 

So long, it's been good to know you 
So long, it's been good to know you 
This dusty old dust is a-getting our 

home 
And I've got to be drifting along. 

Well, the churches was jammed and the churches 
was packed 

The dirty old dust was a-blowing so black 
That the preacher could not read a word of 

his text 
So he folded his specs and he took up 

collection, said 













And how the mighty battleships steam the bounding 
main 

And remember the name of the good Ruben James. 

Teli me 

Did you 
Tell me 

Did you 

what were their names, tell me what were 
their names 

have a friend on the good Ruben James 
what were their names, tell me what were 

their names 
have a friend on the good Ruben James? 

Yes, Woody had a friend on that ship . His name was 
Slim Houston. He has a brother . Cisco Houston, two 
brothers, hitchhiked across from Eagle Rock to join 
us. Slim was killed in the engine room of that ship . 
Woody and Cisco went out shipping together, and they 
made two or three trips together, they were torpedoed 
twice. Off Palermo, and Woody came back, and we went 
campaigning around, to elect Franklin D. Roosevelt for 
the last time, in 1944. We toured allover the country. 
Hit all the big C.I.O. towns, campaigned. 

She heads up the Canadian Rockies where the 
tippling waters glide 

Then she tumbles down the canyon till she meets 
the salty tide 

Of that wide Pacific Ocean where the sun sets 
in the West 

In that big Grand Coulee country in the land I 
love the best. 

Uncle Sam took up the challenge in 
thirty-three 

For the farmer and the factory and 
you and me 

He said "Roll along , Columbia, you 
to the sea 

the year of 

all of 

can ramble 

But river, while you're rambling, 
some work for me." 

you can do 

Now in Washington , in you hear the 
factories hum 

Makin' chrome and makin' manganese and li5ht 
a luminum 

When he was down in Akron, as he was goin ' across from And the flyin' roarin' fortress wings her way 
the train when the show finally closed, Cisco and he for Uncle Sam 
and I had been in all these towns together. We sat She was born on the Columbia River by the big 
on the train comin' back from Akron, goin' back into Grand Coulee Dam. 
New York City, and he wrote something like this. It campaign tour 
developed into a very interesting song later. This Then because I got him out to do this 
is where it started. 'Cause this is the development for Franklin Roosevelt, the army got a hold of him, 
what got him the final accolade from the Department of 'cause he wasn ' t shipping out just then, he ' d been 
the Interior. I can 'member as easily being Akron. torpedoed several times ... and he went down to the 
It was the last night, and before he used to sing army camp ... about of ' em, they got in and out 
down there about the Roosevelt button, that same old four army camps, back in, the same country he came 
number, "Last Night I Danced With a Gal With a Roosevel t from, around then, to Oklahoma and T!"xa s . He 
Button" and this started "Clackety-Clack", the song to write me post-cards, mostly filled with four -

, "D d With II G 1 "letter words he heard in the army . And then he began 
he used to sing at all the rallys. lance . a. the onslaught of what Woody had, I suppose some of 

I danced with a gal with a Roosevelt button 
A Roosevelt button, a Roosevelt button 
I danced with a ga l with a Roosevelt button 
And danced by the light of the moon. 

Her heels kept a-rockin' and her knees kept 
a-knockin' 

Whatever ..... 
Danced with a gal with a Roosevelt button 
And we danced by the light of the moon. 

"Last night I got to Akron. A right good rubber town, 
on the Keehawga River that runs from Cleveland down. 
I sung at the Akron Armory, a nice big dirty hall," 
on the train back he's writing those songs about the 
Columbia River and all the five tributaries: The 
Snakd River, The Hood River, The IVillumet, The 
River, and the The train, this train 
stops at Cross-Back, Rabbit-Track, Pump-Kennel, 
Mary's Field, Prospect Gap, Bitter Spirit, Pong 
Down, Corn Chop, Kiddee-wee-Kiddee, and Caughlin 
Corners ... on its way to Wormy Hill .... Goodbye to 
old Akron. Goodbye for awhile. 

The Columbia River takes ' em all to the ocean blue, 
Snake, Hood, Willumet, and 
He wrote plenty songs about the Grand Coulee Dam, he 
just got a job in the Department of the Interior. 
This department is the same as the one that just gave 
him the medal. And some of the songs, twenty, you 
know some of them, perhaps; "Roll On, Columbia", or 
"Grand Coulee Dam" ...•.... 

Through this world of seven wonders, the travelers 
tell it well. The towers and the gardens, I guess 
you know them well. But now the greatest wonder is 
in Uncle Sam's fair land. It's the King Columbia 
River and the big Grand Coulee Dam. 

Through this world of seven wonders, the 
travelers tell it well 

The towers and the gardens, I guess you 
know them well 

But now the greatest wonder is in Uncle 
Sam's fair land 

It's the King Columbia River and the big 
Grand Coulee Dam. 
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you have heard of Huntington's Chorea. That time it 
happens to you, it's hereditary, and begins to come 
to you when you 're in your forties. And his mother 
got that. And he used to jerk like this, jerk like 
that, lots of times people said "What the hell you 
bringing Woody around here to this big mass meeting 
for; he's drunk; how dare you bring him?" Was the 
onslaught of this nervous disease . 

And then the army cap, he begun to write other 
letters, too. Quite interesting; there's a great 
mass of this sort of thing that ,,"oody Guthrie, that 
some time , will be published. Part of it is in a new 
book called "Born To Win". And I like, I think, Jake, 
we ought to have some little tribute to this sort of 
thing. It is a part of Woody too. Just as we know 
that Robert Frost has written some fascinating and 
wonderful pornographic poems , which Mr. Edwards has, 
and Mark Twain has a lot of things, too, which he 
wrote, which you can only do at the Player ' s Club 
downtown. 

And this is a part of Woody, which it was, part of 
this disease also, Chorea. Which is a thing I think 
perhaps in another fifty years we'll look at a 11ttle 
more clearly . I have about twenty of these plays that 
he wrote, most of ' em with a cast of thousands of people, 
which he couldn't possibly put on, but they're quite 
pornographic in nature. I just sent them to Pete 
Seeger for safekeeping. Put 'em in the wall, in case 
his wife, wants to get a hold of 'em ..... 
maybe in another hundred years, they might be •.... and 
this is what he's begun to write ba ck. 

"I'm not ashamed of me, or ashamed of myself. I'm 
not ashamed of me and of any of my positions or moods. 
My body is naked now, and I 'flas born naked. I love no 
man or woman until I see you or help you get naked. 
I love most undressed words or thoughts which you 
have hig from my eyes. I am not ashamed of the state 
I came from, Oklahoma. I'm not 3shamed of the belly 
of the mother and father that I sprang from, or the 
natural fact that I did squeeze my way out of my 
mother's womb amidst those hairs between her legs. 
Not being ashamed of this, I have not been sourly 
ashamed of any thought or feeling of passion that 
comes and goes in me. I have been frozen stiff along 
the sides of roads, been chased with the clubs and 
guns of the deputy sherriffs, been on top of fast 
freights in thunderstorms, cyclones, and flooes, 



droughts and dust storms, through the mills of marriage 
three times, bankrupted a thousand times, torpedoed 
three times and laid out in the army. Say my beau
tiful brown-eyed baby back home." 

Beautiful beautiful brown eyes 
Beautiful beautiful brown eyes 
Beautiful beautiful brown eyes 
I'll never love blue eyes no more. 

So my woman came to me, so strong and plain, while I 
was at sea and in the camps, that I vowed and I swore 
I would eat you up from your head down to your toes, 
if you would freely allow me to do so. And I made you 
such a thing of glory in my mind that I wanted to lick 
you down like a big pile of dark brown sugar. If 
there's a prettier sight on earth than those patched 
hairs between your legs, I've never seen or heard 
about it. If there's a prettier sight than this long 
and viney root that stands up here between my legs, 
I've never seen it. My pecker hard, my pecker soft 
and limber. My root, my rod; this climbing, long and 
jumping pole, this thing that is my gate of life, this 
door of mine to which we flow; this that I pass my 
creation through; I pass you out and down . This 
planting tool, this hose, this dong, dick, this stick 
and rod, this staff of birth; these visions come to me 
at my present age of thirty-eight, on my crazy old 
army cot. 

At some later age I might feel that this exercise is 
not needed any more, my glands, my testicles, my 
breast and thigh bones might operate to mix up diffe~ 
ent feelings in me at some other age. I am singing 
this here for us thirty-eight year yearlings, and 
younger, but when I am sixty-four, I am sure I'll 
not ask all of you thirty-four year youngsters to act 
like us sixty-fours act. I give unto each year of you 
the right to mo ve your moves and to sing your songs 
that fit; so I ask you and I tell you to kick your 
legs 'round in the air for me; spread your legs apart, 
I will be so light and easy that your good feelings 
will make you forget all about me, my name, my color, 
my age, my politics, my religion; of any of these 
same things of your own . And let me be man enough 
to stay here in you, tlll your old spirit is satis
fied; I will rub it against every move you make. I 
will rub your hips, your legs with it; your knees and 
stomach with it, your back and breasts and your ears 
and lips with it; and you shall beg and bite me and 
nibble and kiss me and let me come in as slow as you 
want me. I am this kind of man, and I love you with 
this kind of way. A way that makes me want to see 
you dance naked all around me, and to push your belly 
up against my nose so that I can kiss and lick your 
hairs down slick with our foams and honeys' and this 
over and ever and over and on and on. My secret : 
nothing on this earth, in life, is vulgar to me. 
Nothing around the planet's crust is lowdown to me. 
I see nothirlg obscene around me no matter where my 
ten senses scratch ar0und. Love is the only medicine. 

And for you, the death dope drug, you, the crazy 
needle, the pill , the reefer fag, the hot needle, 
the hot spoon , the opie pipe, the dead matress, gone 
spirit, the gone life, the heavy headache, the 
crackling temples, the wall-eyed eyeballs, the spitty 
lips, the gun, the gat, the stick-up, the fight, the 
cops, the big chase for more dop-=, your own fears and 
hates can be cured by only one kind. Love-tonic. 
That's all my new Bible-book is. The command that 
nature, in her control over all th~ forces of Maw and 
Paw, Nature. 

And I got Chorea . And it did me in . Huntington's 
Chorea. It means that there's no hope nowhere in 
the science of medicine for me. And all of you 
Choreanites like me, 'cause all of my good nurses 
and all of my good mediCine-men and all of my good 
attendants all look at me and say "By your words, 
by your looks, or maybe by your whiskers, there's 
just not no hope, no and all treatments known, to 
cure me of my dizzy. Maybe Jesus Christ can think 
up a cure of some kind. I could see my mother in 

Okemah, just plain now, gettin' worseI' and worseI' 

10 



every passing minute. And all my passing years, 
even before I saw her getting bad enough really 
bad enough for any of my next door neighbors to get 
wind of what she'd done, or even for my own Daddy 
to get wise at all, and I learned how, if not why it 
is that my people spend about a good ninety-nine and 
nine-tenths per cent of their lives and hours just 
trying to hide the little simple facts of truth and 
life from one another. 

"Good-bye, Woody. Woody, don;t be scared , Woody. 
Don't be scared Woody." 

This train is bound for glory, this train 
This train is bound for glory, this train 
This train is leavin' town, it's hittin' the 

road and headin' on down 
This train is bound for glory, this train. 

This train, it don;t carry no gamblers, this 
train 

This train, it don;t carry no gamblers, this 
train 

This train, it don't carry no gamblers, lears, 
thieves or big shot ramblers 

This train, it's bound for glory, this train. 

This train, it don't carry no liars, well, 
this train 

This train, it don't carry no liars, well, 
this train 

This train, it don't carry no liars, well, 
she's streamlined and a midnight 
flyer, well 

This train is bound for glory , well, this 
train. 

Wel~ this train is bound for glory, well 
this train. 

Just saying so long, in honor of Woody Guthrie, but 
like he said, "I ain't dead yet!" 

So long, it's been good to know you 
So long, It's be~n good to know you 
So long, it 's been good to know you 
This dusty old dust is a-gettin' my home 
And I got to be driftin' along. 

So long, it's been good to know you 
So 10ng,¢lt's been good to know you. 
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