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YES! Crisco gives you 
LIGHTER CAKES than 
any other shortening! 

Only “Soro-llix” Crisco has this 
grand new “Lighter-Cakes" secret 

Have you always stuck to ex- 

pensive table shortening for 
your cakes? Then you’ll hardly 
believe your eyes when you 
change to Crisco and see 
how much lighter cakes you 
get!... 

•an the minute you start to 
mix your Crisco cake.. .Your 
ingredients come together in 
a smoother batter—the bat- 
ter holds together ... doesn’t 
have that “curdled” look! 
That’s what-we call “active” 
Mending. Only Crisco gives 
it, because only Crisco is made 

by the exclusive patented 
“Sure-Mix” process. 

preed yea’ll ba when 
you take your Crisoo cake 
layers from the oven—so 

amazingly high and fluffy, so 

tempting. Yes, Crisoo cakes 
are /litter than you can get 
with any other shortening we 
know of! 

There’ll be plenty of excite- 
ment when the family tastes 
your lighter, fine-textured, 
delicious Crisoo cake! What 
fun to hear them say—“Best 
cake you ever made!" Won’t 
you change to Crisoo today? 
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CR/SCO 
AMERICA'S LARGEST-SELLING 
ALL-VEGETABLE SHORTENING 

PAINT ION. I knew that domestic storm signals would 
be flying the very moment my wife and the boss painter 
went into conference. It was like a football game in 
which the signals get mixed. The painter fumbled on the 
first play. “The stylish colors this fall,” he said, "are 

lettuce green, deep cream and oyster white.” 
She gave him a look that would wilt lettuce, 

sour cream and make an oyster stew. 

“I keep fresh vegetables, dairy products and 
bivalves in the refrigerator," she said, “but they 
are not a color scheme 1 care to live with.” She 

gave him back his color card with an air of finality, 
as though she were handing him a summons for 

beating his wife. 
"What I have in mind,” she went on serenely, “is 

dusty rose in the living room, aquamarine in the bed- 
rooms. a buff kitchen with burnt-orange trim and a 

silvery-gray blue for the bathroom.” 
The boss painter changed pigment, and so did 

I. I knew what he was thinking: what a woman 

has in her mind is very hard to mix in a bucket. 
Life was simpler when we had paper hangers. You 

could unfurl a roll and hold it up against the wall and 
know what to expect. If a couple feet of roses looked 
terrible, you knew that a roomful would look worse. 

But paint ia perverse. It is Dr. Jekyll in the 
can and Mr. Hyde on the wall. It's one shade on 

plaster, another on woodwork. It drives you nuts. 

The job took a week, and probably a year off our 

lives. My wife had a red nose from breathing paint and 
a red temper from breathing imprecations on the 
painters. I had a touch of painter’s colic. What the men 

doing the job had I wouldn’t know — unless it was an 

allergy to the colors my wife had specified. 
But the painters did give the little woman the 

shades she wanted, which is remarkable because 
toward the end she wasn't speaking to them. 

“Tell them,’’ she would say to me, “that isn’t it.’’ 
So they would put in a little of this and a little of that 
and silently stir away. Finally she would say, “Tell 
them now they’ve got it.” 

We had to leave town to recuperate. The first 

night we stopped at a country inn, and my wife 
went in to engage the room while I looked to the 
baggage. She came running out as though pursued. 

“We can’t stay here,” she said with a sob. "All the 
rooms have just been painted.’’ 

She was pale, almost oyster white. 
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“iVoi* will you stay in bed?” 


