Tonights dessert —and tomortows
in just 3 few minutes fixin' 4ime!

Want to cafch 1 carioad of compliments .

Sl ;13-3’

. snd prepare
Jesserts wn record ume? Just whip up 4 doubie
cecipe Of real, genuine Minuce Tapioca. Prescol You're all
sez to serve two ditferent, nourishing, palate-pieasing treats.
For mnstance .

ORANGE TAPIOCA CREAM
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STRAWBERRY SUNDAE
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