
queer little ways at the.table, but al-

beit, there is not much room for im-

provement; on the whole, they con-

duct themselves not badly at the table.

Hut I'would like to ask, why do ladies

when out dining, merely sip their

wine, and nibble at their food? They
don’t eat ami drink, they only sip and

nibble; but at home they eat and

drink. What is the restraining influ-
ence over them when they go out

dining? Is it mock modesty?

THE WONDERFUL FOOD

BEVERAGE.

Do not use drugs, medicines, and so-

called curatives.
What! Is there any other means by

which tone and vigour can be promot-
ed, and the rosy cheeks natural to

health restored?
Certainly. There is a valuable dis-

covery that meets your case entirely.
But what if I have much and hard

work to do?
It is no matter whether physical or

mental labour is meant, or even if an

excess of either has to be accomplish-
ed, causing undue jadedness and tired-

ness, with disinclination for further
effort or exertion—in any case the dis-

covery referred to will be of inestim-

able service to you.
Ah! but I want something that is

pieasant and nice, not nasty or un-

pleasant, nor, on trie other hand,
sickly and insipid. Have you this?

Yes! Your needs can be satisfied to

the letter. The evidence of medical

men and the public is conclusive on

this point.
What does this evidence prove?
It proves that Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa

as a Food Beverage possesses nutrient,
restorative, and vitalising properties
which have hitherto been non-existent.

It aids the digestive powers, and is

invaluable to tired men and delicate
women and children.

It has the refreshing properties of

fine tea, the nourishment of the best

cocoas, and a tonic and recuperative
force possessed by neither, and can be
used in all cases where tea and coffee
are prohibited.

It is not a medicine, but a unique
and wonderful Food Beverage, pre-

pared from Kola, Cocoa, Malt and

Hops.
The wonderful African Kola-nut

which it contains has concentrated
powers of nutriment, and imparts
stamina and staying powers, adds to

powers of endurance, and enables
those who use it to undergo greater
physical exertion and fatigue.

Merit, and merit alone, is what is

claimed for Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa, and

the proprietors are prepared to send
to any reader who names the ‘N.Z.
Graphic’ (a postcard will do) a dainty
sample tin of Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa

free and post-paid.
Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa, in BJd packets

and 1/1 and 2/2 tins, can be obtained

from all Chemists, Grocers and Stores,
or from Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa, Limit-

ed, 269 George-street, Sydney.

JUST IN TIME.

Up and down her pretty drawing-
room, surrounded upon all sides by
the dainty, costly trifles that she lov-

ed, walked Lenore Railton, restless,
fretted, indignant. Her rieh silk
dinner dress fitted her to perfection ;

upon her neek, and in her pure gold
hair, diamonds shone and sparkled,
as she swept backwards and forwards
over the soft carpet. But the lovely
eyes were full of vexation ; the fair
face was pale ; the lines round the

sweet mouth were hard and angry.
‘lt is really too bad.’ She clenched

her fists as they swung by her side.

‘ Late again to-night. What will our

hostess say ? Guy grows more and

more strange and incomprehensible
every day. He, who loved me so. He,
who was so gay and bright, and happy
—seems to turn from me. To—Oh !

—No—I cannot—will not, believe it.’

The door opened, and a servant

brought in a telegram.
Lenore snatched it from the salver,

and read it eagerly.
‘Go on without me—detained by

business. Guy.’
Lenore crimsoned over throat and

brow, and a sob escaped her. But she

choked back the tears that rose to
her blue eyes, and catching up her

white satin cloak, threw it round her

shoulders.

* Is the carriage there ?’ she asked
the waiting servant.

‘ Yes, madam.’

When Mr. Railton returns, tell him

I have gone on to Mrs. Lilydale's.
The servant bowed, and taking her

gloves, handkerchief, and fan from a

table near, Mrs. Railton followed him

downstairs, her heart filled with min-
gled feelings of rage and disappoint-
ment, and stepping into her carriage
drove away.

Eighteen months before, Lenore, a

girl of twenty, had married a young
and wealthy stockbroker, Guy Railton

It was a love match. Fortune smiled

upon the light-hearted couple, and

great was the happiness they expected
That sorrow or trouble could ever

touch them the happy bride did not

imagine. There was misery in the

world ; poor people and unhappy peo-
ple she knew. But she and Guy were

different. They were strong and well

—rich and in love. What more did

they want ?

For some months their lives gave
them both complete satisfaction.
Then, gradually, almost impercept-
ibly, there came a change. Guy grew

erratic in his habits. One evening he

would come home early, and grumble
if Lenore was out. The next he would

not appear till her patience was well-

nigh exhausted, and then rushing in

would make some lame, and, to her,
insufficient excuse, and hurry up to

his dressing-room, from whence he

would emerge, half-an- hour late, for

the dinner-party to which they had

been invited. To his wife’s fretful

complaints he paid little, heed. He

seemed to have grown careless of her

feelings, and was moody and taciturn.

‘ He has ceased to love me,’ Lenore

eried in an agony of tears. ‘I can

feel that when he looks at me—hear

it in his voice when he speaks to me.’

And having thus decided, the poor
girl became restless and unhappy. Her

manner to her husband stiffened, and

she spoke to him coldly, or in a voice

full of irritation and annoyance.

Upon several occasions Guy looked
at her imploringly, and seemed about

to tell her something ; then turned

suddenly away, without speaking.
And the breach that separated them

grew wider than ever.

‘Decidedly, this cannot go on.’ re-

flected Lenore as she drove along.
‘Guy makes a fool of me. treating me

as he does. It must and shall be

stopped.’ And she entered Mrs. Lily-
dale’s drawing- room, a red and burn-

ing spot upon each cheek.

Twenty minutes later, when his host

and hostess had given him up. Guy
walked in, full of apologies ; and they
went down to dinner.

Beside Lenore sat Randolph Gordon.

He was a good- looking man, with

plenty of money and nothing to do

but kill time as easily and pleasantly
as possible. Before her marriage, he

had been madly in love with the girl,
and had never forgiven her for having
refused him and accepted Guy Railton.
And the sight of their happiness en-

raged and embittered him.
So when Lenore entered Mrs. Lily-

dale’s drawing-room nlone, her lovely

face showing evident signs of distress,
he smiled.

“‘The litle rift within the lute' at

last,” he-thought, well pleased. Good
friend Guy is not all she expected.
And he took his seat at the table, de-

termined to make the most of the

occasion. From where she sat, Lenore
could just see her husband and the

lady he had taken in to dinner, a

pretty widow with a laughing manner,
and a low. purring voice. Guy and

she seemed absorbed in each other.
He was bending towards her, talking
confidentially, whilst she listened with
earnest and marked attention.

‘ Not one glance for me,’ Lenore

thought bitterly. ‘Not a look in my
direction.’

1 suppose you sometimes go out
without your husband now, Mrs. Rail-
ton ?’ said Gordon suddenly. ‘ lie's
often seen in places alone, I hear.
So I trust you’ll follow his good ex-

ample and give your friends a chance.’
Lenore’s eye gleamed, and she bit

her lip.
* I‘m at a loss to know what you

mean, Mr. Gordon.’
‘ Oh, nothing—only, Mrs. Molyneux,

Freda, and a few pleasant fellows

whom you know are to be my guests
at the opera and a supper at the Savoy
to-morrow night. Will you honour
me by joining us ?’

‘ Yes, if Guy ’

‘ But,’ smiling, ‘ I don’t want Guy.
Husbands are tabooed. Besides, he

wouldn’t come. He doesn’t like either
Freda—or me ’

* Neither do I,’ almost slipped from

Lenore unawares. But she restrained

herself and said quietly, ‘ I don’t think
he eould come. He’s busy, and we may
have an engagement to dinner.’

‘ But you may not, and if he’s busy
you’ll be alone,’ he cried eagerly. So

say you’ll come. I’ll call for you
about eight. And if yon are not out—-

‘ But my husband may be at home
and want me. I’ll send you a note in
the morning.’

‘Don’t trouble, please I’ll call on

chance.’

‘Very well—if you will. But I don’t
think I’ll go.’

‘And I think you will,’ muttered

Gordon under his breath. Then turn-
ing to her he said gently—-

‘Do if you can. It will give us all
so much pleasure.’ And the. subject
was dismissed.

Next evening, Lenore, having told

Guy in the morning that she wished
to dine early, sat down to table alone.
No telegram or message of any kind
had come to plead business as an ex-

cuse for his delay, and she felt injured
and insulted.

‘He has been seen in places alone—-

is known to neglect me—already,’ she

cried. ‘Oh I what shall I do? How
shall I bear it?’

The visitors’ l>ell pealed through
the house, and a wave of crimson

swept over Lenore’s face, then faded,
leaving her white as marble.

‘Alone?’ said Randolph Gordon, step-
ping lightly into the room, his opera
hat under his arm. ‘ Just what I

thought and hoped. Mrs. Molyneux
is in her carriage at the door. Will

you come?'

‘Guy will not like it,’ Lenore told

herself. ‘He thinks these people fast.
Well, it will teach him a lesson If he
neglects me, I must look to others for

amusement. And yet. ’

‘Guy is having a lively evening,’
Gordon said, carelessly. ‘I saw him

in the club, surrounded by a. number

of choice spirits.’
Lenore flushed and pressed her

hands together convulsively.
1 need not be so particular,’ she

thought, bitterly. And turning to a

servant, she told him to fetch her
cloak and gloves.

When the opera was over, and Len-

ore and her friends stood in the crush-

room. waiting for their carriages to

take them on to the Savoy, a cry from

the newsvendors startled them.

‘Terrible failure in the city. Sui-

cide of a well-known stockbroker.’

‘How reckless these city men anl !'
remarked Mrs. Molyneux ‘ I hope
Guy is careful, Lenore.’

‘Don't frighten her,' eried Gordon.

' Lawrence. Railton and Stubbing
could weather any storm. Their cre-

dit is unlimited.’

Lenore believed what, he said was

true. Her husband’s firm was a

wealthy one. Nothing, she had been

told, could shake or injure it. Yet

certain though she was of this, she.

felt a pang at her heart, and a sense

of uneasiness and alnrm that she

could scarcely .account for. The

lights and laughter aud gaiety be-
came all at once unliearuble. Ami
she determined to give up the sup|»er
at. the Savoy and go home.

‘l—l am not uneasy.’ she cried, tln-
tone of her voice lielying her words,
as notwithstanding the regret, and

lemonstr;;nee of her friends she got
into her carriage and drove away.

‘ls your master in ?’ she asked

quickly, as she entered the hall.

‘Yes, madam. Master's in the lib-

rary. But he leaves town by the
12.30 train.’

‘Oh. God! lam just in time.' Le-

nore threw aside her long, satin

cloak, and sick and faint, overcome

by a feeling of approaching evil, en-

tered the library.
Guy sat in his. chair la-side the

writing table, his head in his hands,
his whole attitude one of dejection
and despair.

‘Guy,' eried Lenore, and at the
sound of her voice he l<a>ked up.

’ What is wrong? Oh, what is

wrong?' she asked, remembering no-

thing but her love, as she saw the
wild misery in his young face.

‘Everything for me,’ he answered.

Wearily, ‘if I live. Old Lawrence
eould not bear it —he is dead—and
1—- We're smashed, Lenore—ruined!
But you're all right. Your money is
settled. And your father will take

you home.’ Sobs choked him, and his
head fell forward upon his breast.

‘My father—take—me home?’ The

girl grew white as death; her breath
came in quick, short gasps.

‘And you—Guy—where will you go?'
‘God knows. It matters little.’

She went elose to him and laid het-
hand gently on his shoulder.

‘And our love, and our home, and
our happiness? Do they not matter?’

‘They are gone! You’ll get on with-

out me, Lenore. Why, all this time

you have been happy, have you never

noticed my misery, the trouble I was

in ?’

‘Never noticed'.” she moaned. ‘Oh,
yes, I noticed—too well. But—’ with
a long-drawn sob, ‘I feared—dreaded—-
worse than—’

He sat up and gazed at her. his
white lips quivering.

‘Worse? What could be worse than
the loss of every penny 1 possess !
What worse than the absolute ruin
that stares me in the face ?’

Her eyes fell before his, the colour

deepened in her eheek.
‘For me,’ she whispered, ‘there

would be one loss far above all that—-
the loss of your love.’

‘Lenore ! But you did not seem to
care. You—’

‘1 was miserable. You kept me in

the dark, and I fancied, dreaded, that

you had ceased to love me.'

‘My darling!’ He eaught her in bis

arms, and rained tender, passionate
kisses upon the little tremulous mouth

and tear-stained face. ‘ 1 wished to

spare you—’
‘And succeeded in making me tho-

roughly wretched. Believe me, dear-

est; a husband should tell his wife

everything. Ido not fear poverty, but

I dill, and do, fear the loss of your

love. Since that is mine I care little

about the money. Oh. Guy, be cour-

ageous. You can begin again. I'll be

wiser and better able to help you now.

Together we’ll la- strong and happy,
no matter how poor we are.’

‘My darling !’ He pressed her to
his heart, his eyes shining with love

and courage. ‘Your brave words have

saved me, given me fresh life. I feel

readv now to face any- storm. God

bless you!’
(The End.)

TO DARKEN GREY HAIR.

Lockyer’s Sulphur Hair Restorer,
quickest, safest, best; restores the "aturai

colour. Lockyer’s, the real English Hair
Restorer. Large Bottles, Is 6d, every-
where.—(Advt.)

Twilit!

Ml
No other treatmentis sopure, so safe, so speedy,

so economical, for preserving, purifying, and

beautifying baby’s skin, scalp, and hair, and eradi-

cating every form of itching, scaly, and pimply
humours, as warm baths with Cutiouba Soap,
and gentle anointings with Cutiouba (ointment),
purest of emollients and skin cures.

Bold throughout theworld. British depot: F. Nbwbbbt*Sows,
London.Pottbr I>. an n C. Corp.,Role Props., Boston, U. B. A;

MT
“AU About th* Bkin, Scalp, and Hair,” postfro*.

First Citizen: ‘Ain't, you supportin'
the candidate for the House?’

Second Citizen: ‘No; his wife is

supportin’ him.’

13ULBS

Finest Quality
Largest Stock

Most Reasonable Prices

Illustrated descriptive Catalogue on application.
Concine cultural dircctiona.

H.C. GIBBONS# CO.,
131, Lambton Quay, Wellington.

Saturday, April 8, 1899. THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC 437


