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It was a whimsical moment. Never has a
beverage provoked my senses in such gway. It
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began With adook)As'§35n as I§aw it blushing
pleasantly in its Dixie cup, I(knewliﬁéﬁiﬁ?cm o .
‘/iqui'd’vv‘a's’{pla__y/fg]‘ Thclfruity scent flirted
o coaxingly with my Gstrils and captivated my
o« thoughts. As [¥ipped th ﬁg it caressed my
tongue as a Jover and,slid teasingly down 1ay
throat. Soo Qf&‘gf 2-;%%, %i}f‘g%“me with
nothing more than a memory and its taatalizig
after taste., Still ﬁ?‘rﬁ?‘é‘ ﬁl\g delectable, even c!uu'd’-L]

¥ / m of Welch’s/grape juice.
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