cHAPTER Xl—Continued.
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%I don't deny,” sald Armstrong

Ilcwb “that at first sight this is a
‘ueer

thing for me to do—to check up
yo- property, I mean—when you and
have had such an Intimate relation-
'tlp @as opponents. And I wouldn’t for
‘the world have agreed to it if it could
have had the slightest connection with
s % . with your own private affairs.
It ‘hasn’t—it can't have. I give you
my - word on that; it's been settled
writhout the slightest reference to any-
——ghing else.— But since it hasn’t, and
“since Rufus asked me as a favor—
and promised to tell you about it—
\lnd it's absolutely commercial—"
y “That’s enough. I'm glad you're
going to do it.” Hilliard's voice was
gruff; it was a tribute to his compan-
jon’s code of ethics. “Know anything
about mining?™
“Not a thipg. But I'm to go to a law
firm in Butte—and of course it's only
“a formality, anyway. I'll probably find
t's better than you ever claimed. But
Rufe asked me.”
*T see. Weu—now about this other
utter
Annstrong was watching the west-
bound express as it felt its cautious
way through Railroad avenue to the

“Yes?"

Hilliard was suddenly ashamed of
himself ; he was forced to concede that
his rival had the advantage of him in
poise and altruism. He shook himself
free of the savage resentment which
was stealing upon him. M :

*We're only human—both of us.
Perhaps—under the circumstances—
thebestt.hlnxwe can say is to say

—pothing . . except that T wish you
all the luck in the world. I don't pre-
‘tend it isn’t a hard thing to suy-—but
I'm trying to mean it. And you- .cer-
fainly deserve it.”

“And to you,” said Armstrong cheer-
fully. “And no bad feelings on either
side, And I hope youx‘ mine makes a
million dollars for you.”

“Thanks.” said Hilliard, grimly. “Tll
meed it. But don't be afraid to send
Rufus your honest opinion—will you?”

“No—and Il send it to you, too.
That’s only fair. . . . T'd better be
starting.”

They ‘shook hands again across the
wheel ;

“You're a good sport, Armstrong

. don’t think I've got any resent-
ment left . . . except a bit that I can't
quite swallow on short notice. . . A

«] know. But you don’'t need to

* worry, old man. Your future's bright
—enough—as 1 hope to wire Rufus about
Saturday.”

Too late,- Hilliard - perceived that
they were talking at cross-purposes—
_Armstrong was evidently thinking
about the mine. But there was time
only for a last gesture of farewell ;

and Armstrong had disappeared in the
depths of the trainshed. Armstrong

+ + . was on the road to Butte!
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—Y¥ork;-hard work, “the panacea and
the salvation of those who are sore
distressed, even this cheapest relief
was denied Hilliard. He was left alone
with his problem, wrestling  with it
once more in the black darkness of de-
spondency, and knowing neither a
means of simplifying it, nor a coun-
selor to whom he could turn for aid.
He conceded that there was only one
thing for him to do, and he intended to
‘do it, but he was harassed because he
" had so much time to think about it.
‘Not since the first sickening shock of
‘Harmon's revelation had he doubted
his own purpose; it was merely the
' machinery of it which perplexed him.
'His confidence in himself gradually
; ”“ﬁm'na he was abnormally calm and
Mermlned he had no more idea of
his impulses than he would
hw had, In Flanders, of disobeying
‘his orders. The thing was there to be
“ done, and he, regardless of his own fu-
;llll!. was there to do it.
. Overnight, he had occupied himself
" with some elementary accounting.
; - With Harmon's: check, his-outstand-
A gbc balance for expenses, and what
o ‘he could raise by selling his
tlmihont and a few personal posses-
sions, he had on hand a matter of
ninety-six hundred dollars; Syracuse
had entrnsted him with sixty-two thou-
‘sand. To compromise pro rata with
“his anﬂlton—-ﬂm was apparently his
m and yet how insufficient
.mnm: He knew that it
2 -his duty to lnvestlgnte the

+ . . the victor, and the inquisitioner
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there was always the refuge of flight,

but in Flanders, men learn not to de-
sert their posts, and Hilllard had
learned that lesson among the first.
Loyalty to the cause of fighting had
grown automatic; flight was simply in-
conceivable to him,

Yes, he could gather his resources
and place them, together with himself,
in the hands of his subscribers, and
their vengeance would be twofold;
once for their loss out of pocket, once
for the loss out of faith. He had de
served .no lenlency, and he expected
none. But as for those who, without
the financial entanglement, had re-
spected him, and honored him, as for
Carol Durant and Angela . . .

Well, as for Carol, he was at least
relieved of the terrific mental convul-
gion which. would surely have fallen
upon him if he had had reason to be-
lieve that she loveg him. As it-was,
her shock at his disaster would be
tempered by Armstrong’s sane philoso-
phy; at most, she would lose in Hil-
Hard a friend of only a few months—a
man she had wanted to retain as a
friend, but—by her own admission—as
that, and no more. This was a conso-
lation . . . trifling and fragile, to
be sure, but something saved out of
the wreck.

As-to-Armstrong—Hilliard;~marvel-
ing somewhat at his own tolerance,
wished him joy. Armstrong was fine
and clean and manly; he had well
merited his victory. As to Mr. Cullen
—Hilliard was torn with regret, but
after all, Cullen’s gullibility was what
had made the campaign so childishly
simple. As to Angela . { . who had
really loved him ’

_«Qh, the poor little kid!” sald HIil: | wpe vowrg come-tm-ahatf-minute-soon—

liard softly. “The poor little kid.

”

And perhaps he had never loved
Carol Durant so much as when, at ten
o'clock that sunny morning, he went
up the steps of Angela’s house to de-
stroy a little girl’s regard for him be-
fore it could be destroyed by others.

On the doorstep, he found strength
in the memory of poor Pierre Dutout.

In a way, Hilliard felt that he, too,
was giving up his life as-Dutout—had-

given his . .. with a smile for the
fate, and a blessing for the future. Be-
cause he was afraid, unnervedly afraid,
that Angela, after all, was in lo_i'é" with
him—and when he put a stop to that,
it was the beginning of the end.

CHAPTER XII.

As he crossed the threshold of the
long, overdecorated drawing-room, he
knew intuitively that he had blun-
dered upon a climax, This he sensed
from the attitude of the three who
turned toward him as he entered—
sensed it before he saw what was in
their eyes. The atmosphere
was vibrant, as though from sound
waves which had passed beyond, and
yet left traces of the swell behind

them. The room was silent; but.of a |

silence more confoundlng than a deaf-
enlnz turmodil.
Hilliard, standing on -the threchold

was himself the center of this atmos-

phere; he felt it partly because his
mood was sd flexible and partly be
cause the three who faced him had
simultaneously thrown their fixed at-
tention on him, thrown it directly and
challengingly, including him in the
finale of the climax, while they stood
motionless as statues. He looked at
Waring, whose expression was defen-
sively acute;” he looked at Angela,
flushed, palpitant, and excited; he
looked at Mr. Cullen, tight-lipped and
frowning; and Hilllard caught his
breath, as a swimmer who launches
himself to a high dive, and walked
composedly into the drawing-room.

“I hope,” he said gravely, “I'm not
intruding. Am S

The trio was galvanized into action;
Cullen fairly leaped at him, “Hilliard !"
he said, “thank the Lord! You're the
very man we want!”

Hilliard smiled straight into Cullen’s
eyes. g

“That's why I'm here,” he said.
- Waring laughed loudly—too loudly;
and the laugh stopped short, for Cul-
len was towering over him—Cullen
blazing with indignant wrath, and with
a hand resting on Hilliard's shoulder.,

“Now go on,” said Cullen command-
ingly. “We don't want any under-
handed work around here, Rufus. I've
told ‘you that once already. Go on!
say it to his face! You're conversa-
tional enough behind his back—say it
to his face! REither you tell him or I
£ 11 S Ll
. The boy w!ped his forehead. Beads
of sweat stood ont onit. -
Ataemt - L e

o had rlsen

bottom of this sooner or later—and
the sooner the better. I'm waiting for
you to repeat vlmt you Jjust told us,
Rufus.”

There were tears of anger Qn the
law student’'s eyes—of anger and of
impotence. He gave Angela a look of
superb disdain, shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, that settles that!” he, said,
and as Angela gave a gasp of under-
standing, and turned angrily white, he
laughed metallically.

‘Cullen moved nearer to him.

“Are you going to speak up or not?
Because if you aren’'t , ., .”

Waring folded his gms; but he
still _failed of the pose he planned, be-
eause his eyes and his muscles were
traitor to him.

“No, I'm not! Not until I'm ready
to! I'm not afraid of the whole crowd
of you! I'm not going to be bullied
and bulldozed into—" He attempted
to brush past Cullen; the older man
caught him by the arm. “Take your
hands off me!”

“You stay where you are!” stormed
Cullen. “Until you can—" .

“If you lay your hands on me once
more, Mr. Cullen, I'll don’t you
forget I know what this means! Tll
have you—"

“Oh; your law!” Cullen snorted it
contemptuously. “For God's sake,
don’t snivel about it . . stand up
and take it like a man, if you've got
any manhood in you! For a law stu-
_dent you're ., . . well, don’t try to |
run away from fit, then. . . . Are
you going to tell him, or am I?”

The answer was delayed; Cullen
swung around to Hilllard. “Then I'll
tell you myself. Know what this boy’s
been saying about you? Coming up to
us when you're not here, find trying to
knife you when you're not looking?”

Hilliard, who had been standing
paralyzed, found voice.

“Why, I can guess;” he said, curious-
ly calm.— “And don’t be harsh with"
him, Mr. Cullen. As .a matter of
fact—" -

Angela had sprung between them;
Hilliard saw that her cheeks were tear-
stained.

“It's nothing * but Jjealousy!” she
cried vehemently. “He’s said horrible
things—about you! _He's always—say~
ing things about you! He said—"

“Angela!” Cullen almost fairly
shouted it. “I tell you, this is my
house, and I won’t have any more of
this infernal nonsense in it! Hear
me? I've had all the nonsense I'm go-
ing to stand from anybody! Rufus,
vou stay right there! Angela, you
keep quiet!” He turned to Hilliard.

er, you'd have heard this young whip-
per-snapper trying to make you out-a
swindler! Trying to class you with
fake promoters and mining sharks!
look at him! Look at him! T want to,
Yed— that's what he did! You! And
tell you, Hilliard, it'll take more than
his say-so to start anything around
here! -Don't you open your mouth,
Rufus you had your chance
and you wouldn’t take it! And I want
to tell you right here and right now—"

“Wait —a minute.” Hilllard was
deadly quiet; the only quiet member
of the gquartette. - “There's-no use in
telling all the neighbors just yet.” He
regarded Waring kindly. “Do you mind
repeating precisely what you did say,
Rufus? Don’t you think I'm entitled
to that much?”

The boy flushed agonlzedly, he was
the accuser, and yet he couldn’t meet
Hilliard’s eyes. It wasn’t guilt; it was
mere intellectual inferiority; and yet
it gave exactly the opposite impres-
sion. '

“Well,” he said desperately, “I know
hearsay evidepce is no good, so I got it
first hand—in your own room in the
Onondaga, didn’t I? You won’t deny
that, will you? I didn’t just pick up
rumors—I got it from you. Didn’'t I

“It's Nothing ‘but Jealousy! He's Said
Horfrible Things About You!™

go there and ask you questions, and
didn’'t you give me the data? Show me
figures and everything? And I told
Mr. Cullen the very next day, it didn’t
look good to me.” His voice rose
stridently. “All right, I'll say to him,
and T'll say-it-to you, and I'll say it to
anybody thatll listen to me! It didn’t
look good to me then, and it doesn’t
now.. I told him you" acted darned
funny about it. And Just now I've been
telling him I don't bglleve it's straight. |

You're too blamed ‘sketchy N
andlt’sgotnntheeanna:ksot

promotion! There . Gn!lenx"
The ominlonotthepmﬂxtotheu-

rises best from a set of c‘fnumshneu
not thoroughly understood.

“What this is all about is~beyond
me! Only, if this law minnow has
gone as far.as this . . , We've got to
get at the bottom ‘of 1t . . . You know
that as well as I do, Hilliard, natural-
ly. The boy’s as wild as a hawk.
Heaven knows how far he’d go out-
side. This has got to be clgared up!
We've got to pound some sense into
him. We—"

Hilliard was smﬂlng vacuodsly, now
that the blow had actually fallen, and
the complaint officially lodged, he felt
deliciously relaxed, content. ‘Before
he could contrive a reply Wa.ring was
strident again

“Yes.” The student’s voice was thin
with acerbity. - “Yes, you think you're
pretty smart—all of you. Don’t you?
I come in here to do you a kindness
that anybody else, it seems to
would take as a favop, and you and
Angela jump all over me—why doesn’t
he deny it? That's what 1 want to
know! Why doesn’t he say some-
thing?” =Y

Cullen‘looked at Hilliard and made
a swift deduction; and spoke it.

_“He's waiting for the rest of it. Go
on—you're only half through ithe yarn
you told us.’

“Oh, very well.,”
|_courage.
—maybe more than you want. You'd
have had it sooner if you hadn’t start-
ed yelling at me. I know what I'm
talking about; you people don’t seem
to realize I'm in the law! I don’t go
off half-cocked. I wrote to a law firm
in Butte, Montana, that’s what I did. I
found out what was the biggest firm
there, and I wrote ’em a letter. They
answered it; too. I got my information

Waring gathered

ter that says—"

Cullen swayed forward, his hand
outstretched, palm-upward, in a direct
challenge of Waring’s truthfulness:

“Where is it?”

The boy withdrew a step and stam-
mered: “I left it home.”

“Oh, you did!” Cullen’s laugh was
_stinging. “That’s likely !I”

“Yes, that’s exactly what I did!
Think I'd bring an original letter out
of my office—let it out of my hands
until it's time“to make it of record?
Not on your life! I've got it all right.
It says the Silverbow Mining corpora-
tion owns some acreage, fast enough,
but there isn’t a mine on it—

Cullen vented his abandon of rage

“Well, who in the devil ever said
there was?”

“Why . . . didn’t you?” The appeal
was to Hilliard ; and it was made in a
tone of astonishnfent which would
have heen ludicrous if there hadn’t
been tragedy behind it.

“No.” Hilliard shook his head.
“You can’t accuse me of that, at least.

. The only mine we ever mentioned
was one. in prospect. T always said it
was a prospect, with an,old shaft on
it it, didn’t I? “And so it is! But an
old -shaft isn’t a producing mine, nec-
essarily. And—please let him finish,
Mr. Cullen!”

“Well..."” The boy had twin disks
of hectic flame in his cheeks. “That’s
only a detail, anyway . . . they said
it was . . . undeveloped . . . they
said the shaft had been abandoned
more than two years ago, because it
wasn’t worth much of anything—
——Cullen’s hands were closing and un-
closing apoplectically.

“For Heaven’s sake, who ever said
it- wasn't! two years ago! We all
know that! Give us some news§
young man, give us some news!”

Waring was breathing hard, and his
interest_had switched to Angela, who
stood adamant. Indeed, he was sud-
denly transformed to the status of a
[ suppliant rather than that of a prose
cuting witness.
= “Well . . . they sald it was offered
... two years ago . . . to anybody
who'd take it . . . for ten thousand
dollars . . . and“nobody’d take it as a
gt

“Oh, good Lord!” Cullen was near
to bursting. “Doesn’t the fool know
what a prospect is? Hasn't he seen
the rcports? And still he—

“And .. . and the land next to it
was . . . had a mine on it, the XLNC
mine, that's in pretty fair shape, but
that didn’t signify anything. . . .”
paused for a moment. “And there
hasn’t been any work done- on it, to
speak of, for two years.~ .. And the
corporation report I got shows that a
fellownamed -Martin Harmon's —the
president of it, and Harmon’s a cheap
Wall street. man in New York. The
Butte people don’t consider him re-
liable. 'And I've written to him four
times—and he won’t answer.”

“Ah't” said Hilliard, startled.

“Well?” Cullen repeated his chal-
lenge.

“That’s aIl." He gazed beseechingly
at Angela, who snmed and turned her
head away. e ‘

“All!” Cullen breathed- stertorous-
ly. “And with a flimsy lot of rot-like
that you've got the unmitigated gall to
start a slanderous story like this
about Henry Hilliard! You’ve got the
nerve to—"

posed Hilliard, with coolness which as-

single item of it is true! Don’t blame
him, Mr: Cullen: ~ It's true—every
word.” - =

Cullen shook mlmdt. 2
- “Of course it's true! ln‘tltwhat
you've told us yourself, in a different

counu,!"

to | ther . of his idol was the worst insuilt Deldre

he could

Onnon,fhnd was: -tnlummm'u

p-rucmu sort of muffied fury whih,
'uther Important ﬂmlgs

_“You can-have -all-you-want-{—

right from the grbund; I've got a let--

-on-the-emptF AIL—— e tion from beginning to end.

He .

“The astonishing part of it,” lnter- |

tonished even himself, “is that every

about it. But in view of this new at-

titude of Waring’s, ’'m going to act | |

differently. This won’t stop e, and
1 prefer to have somebody look Into it
before it's any worse. I'm going to put
myself in your hands. Rufus and An-.
gela, I want you both to witness this.
.+ « Mr. Culen, Pm going to give
you a check for eight thousand dol-
lars; it's my whole balance at the
Trust and Deposit company, less what

T'll need to live on for a few days. I'm |

going to turn over to you twenty thou-
sand shares In the Silverbow Mining
corporation to keep for me—it's ‘my
own personal hélding. I'm going to
turn over to you my contrdt with the
mining corporation, which calls for the
delivery of all the rest of the corporate
stock on payment of a-hundred and
twenty thousand dollars, of which
we've already paid sixty-two. I'll give
you the corporation’s receipt to me for
that amount. And I give you my word

“lt's True—Every Word.”

of honor not to step foot outside of the
city of Syracuse, nor to be for one
single hour out of your reach until,
youw've investigated the whole proposi-
I insist
that you . make that investigation.

_That’s on . condition that Rufus won’t

mention this again, either here or any-
‘where else, until he’s collected the
facts! And I'll tell you right now
Rufus has given you the truth!”

“My dear.man!” Cullen’s tone was
conciliating.  “We know all that!
We've gone into this with our eyes
open. We're not buying a productive
mine; we're buying a good prospect.”

“Since I saw you last,” Hilliard’s
voice broke, “I've reason to fear that
it isn’t as good as we hoped.”

— “There!” Waring ~ was jubilant.
“Listen to that, now! What did I tell
you?”

“We went iInto it with our eyes
open,” said Cullen, after a pause.
“You told us from the very first it
wasn’t an absolute certainty—good
Lord, what business proposition ever
1s? Besides—”  He sent a flash of
scorn to Waring. -“I don't care who
knows where I stand ‘on this deal or
any other. I den’t buy properﬁes 1
back men. I'm banking on you, Hil-
liard. Pm pufting my money back of
you. I'm counting on you to make
good—if that Montana -thing falls
down cold, I Rnow yeu’d make it right
with me—if I’d let you. But 1 wouldn’t.
When I'm sold, I'm sold for keeps, and
Pm-sold on you. Tm taking the rtsk
just as'vou are. So . . .”

“Thank you.” Hilllard’s apprecia-
tion was' in the ‘nature of a stiff bow.
“I'm afraid you're exaggerating a lt-
tle, though, .t .14

“Not one syllable!”

Hilliard was patently grateful.

At any rate, I'm going to do as I
said . . . you'll keep those things
as a favor to me, won’t you? As se-
curity, or evidence of good faith,'or
whatever you want to call it?”

“Nonsense! For a flare-up like this?
Ridiculous!” ' e

“But I insist,” said Hilliard. “And
I want you to make an investigation—
a thorough one.” He smiled grimly;
Dicky Morgan was safe forever.
know-in advance what you’ll-find.”

“So do I.- Oh, well, I know how you
feel. If you want to be whitewashed,
I suppose T’l1 have to act as a sort of
trustee for you—it's tommyrot, but if
you want it, I won’t refuse. Send me
the stuff and 'l put it away for: you |
whem""!t'n be safé And Rufus here

| Centennial, 2,237 ;

Give Beauty to Town and Will Be
~-Source of Revenue to Future
‘ Generations.

The women’s clubs ot the country
;havg organixed for state-wide tree
planting. In California each district
of the federated clubs has been sup-
plied with tree-planting data from tha
association. In Georgia the tree plant=
ing was done in the winter by the
Georgia federation, when thirty-one
mémorial $roves were planted under
the direction of .Julia.Lester Dillon.,
In Delaware ‘the- federation is co-op-
erating with ghe great road-building
program the,re in order to have the
highways of the state become one big
“road of remembrance.” “This is one:
of the biggest programs before any
state,” says Charles Lathrop Pack,
president of the American Forestry
association. ~ “Every  state slwuld
watch what General du Pont and the'
state of Delaware does. Samuel C.
Lancaster, the highway engineer who
built the Columbia river highway, has
submitted a comprehensive plan to
General du Ponf. This includes treq
planting on an" intelligent scale.

“The greatest educational campaign:
the country ever saw ig being worked"
out through the schools of the country..
The coming generation will know the
value of forestry: to the country in:
which it lives. - Our forests are llke,
a bank.  We must deposit in them if
we hope to draw “out. 'Through the
planting of trees and the study of
outdoor lite the "children will easily
take up the economic side of the sub-
ject and understand what must be
done toward saving our forests.”

MAKE WAR ON TREE. PESTS

Be of Great'Service to
the 'Community.
Public school: children of Trenton,
J., are setting a good example to
the country in their war on the tus-
sock. moth. The American Forestry
association at Washington wants to

are doing in this regard and would
like to find the city with the best rec-
ord in collections. ‘In the Trenton
Times this accoynt is found.

“Boys and girls ‘of the public schools
of the city are still continuing their.
activities in the tussock moth cam-
paign, and their  last report. shows
that during the month the boys and
girls have: collected 1,284,809 cocoons.
Last year the pupils collected 2,000,000
during the entire campaign, and their’
total this year will far exceed that.
—«A—gplendld record has been' made
by the McClellan school pupils, who
head the list with 1,186,795  cocoons.
The other schools reported as follows:
Cook, 15,049 ; -Ham-
46,000; Jeffer-
1,186,795 ; Me-’

ilton,. 13.050; Hewitt,
son, 2,867; McClellan,
Kinley, 5,093; Parker,:
ton, 2.610; Columbus,
1,285,809.” .

11,152; ‘total,

S

Poisoning Field Mice.
- Fleld mice .are very destructive to
fruit trees this year and do not over-
look  some ornamental trees. The
mice can be poisoned by cutting ap-
ples into pieces about an inch square

dered -stryehnine=in+each plece.

Bailey gives the following
formula: Scald ‘five quarts of clean
wheat and drain. Take two-thirds of
a cupful of white sugar, dissolve with
sufficient water to make a syrup, add
powdered strychnine, stir thoroughly
until a thin paste is: formed. Pour
this on the damp wheat, Stxr thorough-
ly for at least fifteen minutes. « Add
one pint of powdered sugar, stir; add
five to ten drops of rhodiumiand the
same quantity of oil of aniseed. Seat-
ter where the mice are troublesome.
Washing the. trunks of trees in
mild weather’ wlth lime wash in which
is placed. paris green, sulphur and
tobacco dust wfll usually keep rabbits
and mice away.

kill mice.

On Tearing Down Houses.
Property is the fruit of labor. prop-
erty is desirable; is a positive good in
the world. That some should be rlch
shows that others may
L and hence is ‘engou
‘industry an

— v'=~1‘hertmed together to the 'l“'?who is

student,” who - was defiantly abject.
“Rufus, we're going to give you every

~| chance in the world to back up

you've said, but if you can’t—"
paused significantly.
“Yon let me do the

said Waring deg;aedly;. gt ZLV :

foundation. for yeu.” .
“Do it, and welcome !" '11113 tront
Hilliard.. “I'll take Armstrong’s mpott
if you will—or you can go Jjust as
much further as you like.” .!'.\; i o
Cullen had detected Wa stas
of . astonishment and chagrin, diil“
interest quickened at the by-play.
“What's Jack Anunvnx got tzv

He

of another, but let him work dmgeﬂta
ly and- _build one:for himself, thus by
'éxample assuring that his own shall

safe N hnﬂ_t.—.

; Planh Along Walls.
80!13 near walls are usually too dry

’i&_ =

er and too poor. Before
Wﬂm&ke out the soil to a depth :
and - width ‘of three feet, adding ma-
n’ure,andleatm&dlfitutobehad.

mixing, return the soil and allow
ttle. Climbers and other plants

mees SERVE fWﬁ*PURPﬁses

receive reports on what other cities

953 ; Washing-"

and placing a small amount of pow-

Poisoned wheat can also be used to

Method by Which School Children May

.

&

_:ny.L_M_m: _of it that}
“Now lmen ‘to me a moment!” nn--




