
JOHNLARSEN

BARKEEPER,
"Princeton,
'16"

Inventor of the Larsen
Cooler and Winner of
the Chicago Princeton
Club's Scholarship, Al-
ready in the FootbaP
Limelight. How He
Made His Way.
{{I ARSE N?John Larsen, Chi-

P * cago."

The registrar at Princeton University
looked up with a silent query in his
eye.

"Yea, sir," answered the husky
youngster about to be enrolled as a
member of the freshman class, "I'm
the man who has the undergraduate
scholarship from the Princeton Club In
Chicago."

There was a long line of other fresh-
men making their first appearance in
the college world and waiting to be
hazed later ?as was Larsen, '16. There
were sons of millionaires and sons of
poor country clergymen; boys who
came in their own automobiles, and
boys who expected to work their way
through tb»» long four years before they

could be turned out into the world with
a B. A. tacked onto their names, or
a C. E.

Larsen was registered and hustled
off to a room on the top floor of South
Middle Reunion, where freshmen be-
long. They always put freshmen, bar-
tenders or bibliophiles on the top floor
of this most ancient of Princeton's
classic piles.

And Larsen Is?or was?a bartender!
What's more, he's proud of it. Between
times, while he mixed fizzes and cock-
tails at sundry cafes in Chicago, he was
"boning up" on plane geometry and
English literature. He was going to
coUiige even ifha had to hand out high-

balls and ring up the price on a reg-
ister to do it?yes, slrree!

A bartender! And at a Presbyterian

college too!
It is really, really true. After all the

candidates for the honor*of having the
Princeton Club's scholarship from Chi-
cago had been gone over, Larsen took
the palm away. He will have $600 a
year for four years, drawing on the
lund as his needs may require and
signing notes for the various amounts,
payable at his convenience after com-
pletkig his course.

"I'll do that, all right," declared Lar-
sen, cheerily, when he found that he
had won out and was Chicago's candi-
date for university honors. "There's
more money in civil engineering than
there is In mixing whiskey sours!"

Which is quite true. So, Larsen,
Princeton, '16, Is going to be a civilen-

gineer.

. A night or two later, after |
this great day of days, a very!
important personage banged at,
the door ?of the room of Lar-

sen, '16.
"Some in!"
When Larsen noted his visi-

tor he gasped and stood up.

Likewise, he used "Sir!" in ad-|
dressing the gentleman. Hej
had noted that the man was a
senior and one of those who,

had the say about the football
team.

"You come out with the

scrubs," were the words the
senior uttered, portentously.
Larsen, the Chicago bartender,
had been asked to try himself

out against the flower of Prince-

ton?the football team. And by
a senior.

No freshman, under- college
rules, can play on the big team.

But he can play
against It. He
Is privileged to
tackle and block

kicks until his
shins are black

and blue and his heart worn out. But

he is giving the varsity material to

work against. So Larsen was taken

along to Harvard and to Yale when

the real Princeton team went to bat-

tle. Just to get an inside view of the

game.
Likewise, he was attending strictly |

to his higher algebra, his mechanics, j
his analytical geometry and his physics, j
And when he felt the need of some- j
thing to quench his thirst he was wont|
to adjourn with his chum, H. B. Hud- j
nut, to the little drug store Just across
Nassau street from the campus to re- j
gale himself on an ice cream soda.

Let it be mentioned here that Fresh-

man Larsen doesn't drink.
Larsen is twenty-two years old?

quite old for a freshman, but then he

never had the advantages of his class-

mates. Nobody ever sent him to a real
preparatory school at the right age to
get ready for college. He had to work

it out for himself.
His father and his mother were Scan-

dinavians ?Mr. Larsen is a Dane and
Mrs. Larsen a Swede. They came to
the United States and settled in Chi-
cago, where the boy was born. The

elder Larsen now keeps a saloon at No.
2771 Milwaukee avenue, Chicago.

The boy was all through the grade

school when he was fourteen yean

old. He was helping about the saloon
when other boys were out on the va-
cant lots playing baseball and shinny.

But the boy's chance came almost im-
mediately after he left grammar school.

The father moved to McHenry, a lit-

tletown about fiftyutiles from Chicago.

He set up a village hotel there on the
water's edge, and John, his boy, be-
came a youth of all work. He had to
tend boats as well as tend bar; but

there was an excellent high school in
McHenry, too, and the youngster got

a chance to start in the higher studies
between times. Lucky for Larsen!
His father stayed there for three years.
The boy had his share of worry over
Latin and Greek while he was helping

about the hotel. Three years later he
was graduated from high school and
he decided to shift for himself.

The youngster got a job in the Bank-
ers' National in Chicago, but when the
old folks needed him ne went back to
McHenry to help them out in the snm-

| mer time. When he returned to Chi-
cago in the autumn he had such good
references that he found a position in
the North Western State Bank. But
of the rest, let Freshman Larsen tCil
it himself, as he did when he sat in his
room on the top floor a few nights ago,
modestly disclaiming anything unusual
about his achievement.

"I just got tired of working in a
bank," he began. #

Larsen held a book in his hand as he
'spoke, his finger stuck between two
pages.

I "Algebra," he remarked, changing
tne subject for a moment and looking
at the volume.

"There wasn't a thing in sight but
tending bar all my life," he added,
quickly, "and I didn't want to do that
My father had trouble in business. He
was sick too and his illness crippled

| him. So I had to come back from the
bank to the Chicagr saloon and tend
bar for him. He hadn't much, either?
our little cafe just gave him a living.

"So I began my job as a real bar-
tender. I tapped kegs and drew beer
and I mixed cocktails. 1 "got up at 5
o'clock in the morning to clean up, and
I stayed on till my watch was done. I
joined a little club, the Association
House, where they had debating, and
I got interested. So, I'm here now."

Larsen gazed around his room and
pointed proudly at the bif Princeton
pennant which took up most of the side
of the wall.

'] "Yes, I got Interested. So I got to
'going into the Public Llbrar. In Chi-

' 1cago. There I ran into a couple of
Princeton men. We talked over things;
I got the bug?l was going to Prince-

' ton or know the reason why. And

c then I met D. F. McPherson, the Chi-

I cago lawyer, out of college about ten
| years. He rubbed Princeton into me,

good and plenty.

" 'Keep on going to school,' he said
to me.

" 'But I'm tending bar!' I said.
" 'What difference does it make?' he

asked me, and then I got wise.
Obeying a little friendly advice, Lar-

sen went to Evanston Academy, about
sixteen miles out of Chicago. This

jdidn't absolve him from tending bar.
I He was up and about the saloon as
i usual at 5 o'clock in the morning,
jcleaning up, spreading the sawdust and
jtending to those who had thirsts from
the night before. At 7.30 A. M. he

I could quit for breakfast and catch the
j8.14 car?that's pretty early, mmd?for 1
jEvanston, where he had to be in his
jclassroom at 9 o'clock. Home again at
14 o'clock, and then behind the bar
again, humming it *or Larsen:

I never drink behind the bar,
But I will take a mild cigar,
Or else a drink of 'Pdllinar?

I never drink behind the bar!
Just 1 o'clock in the morning was

the student-bartender's time for quit-
ting. If business was brisk he had to
sit up afterward to study for the next
day. If it wasn't he got a chance to

1 brush up on his mathematics between
drinks of thirsty customers. He re-
ceived $5 a week pay, however, and his
board and washing. Which is consid-
erable of a wage when you are saving
up to go to college.

On Saturday the boys at Evanston
had the day off. But young Larsen had

fto work fourteen hours at a stretch

\ mixing drinks for the bibulous who had
{their pay envelopes in their pockets.

jOn Sundays he worked all day long.
jThe closing law works about the same
!in Chicago as it does in New York.

\ Larsen, loyal to his father's saloorf,
won't tell much about that.

Evanston became too small for him,finally?this boy bartender. He had
jsaved up enough out of his $5 a week
ito pay a year's tuition at Notre Dame,
!-t South Bend. Ind. They will tell you

the record of Larsen there, if you drop
iiii and ask. He got more than 90 per
cent, in all his studies, was a crack
jhurdler, and could put the shot with
jthe best of them. And all the time
jMcPherson, Princeton graduate, was at
jhis heels.

"Keep it up, boy, and you'll get
jthere!" was the burden of his talk.
s When summer vacation came there
was Larsen tending bar again and put-
ting away the precious five-dollar notes

.he got every week. Last summer he
was still on the job; so was McPherson.
He saw a chance for Princeton to get
a good man.

"He's the real thing," said McPher-
son to his cronies at the Princeton
Club.

"But he'B only a bartender!" they

protested.
"What of it?" demanded McPherson,

getting busy.
Next, the formal application for the

scholarship, Larsen, bartender, com-
plied with all the rules. «He wrote a
letter setting down in three hundred
words his reasons for wanting to go to
Princeton.

There were supplementary letters
from all the schools where Larsen had
studied, commending the boy. The
banks where he had worked added kind
words. The trustees of the fund cogi-
tated. William B. Mcllvaine, the chair-
man, sent for his friends, Harold P.
McCormick, William Alton Jr., Thomas
Cloney and Robert C. McNamara, who
have the disposal of the fund, and put
it to them. Could they afford to send a
Chicago bartender to Princeton?

They could. They did.

Meanwhile. Larsen had invented a
new drink?they call it the 'Larsen !
cooler" in the littleMilwaukee avenue
saloon, out in Chicago. He just crowds
a tall glass with cracked Ice, pours in
a glass of claret and fills up with
lemon soda.

"It's great on a hot day!" declares
Larsen, proudly.

Some of this story Larsen told;
some was told by his classmates. Lar-
sen, like any well-conditioned fresh-
man, didn't want to talk too much.

"He's a real scout," said Shay, who
ran the freshman football team this
season, "even if he did have to mix
cocktails to get here. He's got a good
look-in for the Princeton football team
next year; he weighs 190 pounds, and
is as good as they make "em."

And Larsen blushed.
"I've got to beat it now," he blurted;

"I'm coaching a chap in algebra."

ALL
WOMEN

UNDER Bteady, accurate blows the nail sank into
the packing case. There was the parting thump
with which every hammer says goodby to the nail

it has driven, and the shipping clerk looked up, beaming.
"See," she said, "I told you I could drive a nail as

well as a man could. And I paint the addresses on all
the boxes, too."

"Not only that," interposed the out-of-town order
clerk, "she can pack the cases and push them on the
elevator, too." The out-of-town order clerk affectionately
put her arm around the waist of the city order clerk
]The only time men are needed around here," she said,
''is when there's particularly heavy work to do."

If| rather disconcerting for a man to visit the factory
of the Seckendorf Sisters, especially if he has become
imbued with the popular idea that women are all right
in their place but that their place isn't much to boast
about. The Seckendorf Sisters have made up their
minds that men have been getting more credit than they
have deserved and that the female of the species can
outwit the males at any occupation that is worth
while.

Always have they had this faith in women, and ever
since they started making hat frames eight years ago
they have never employed a man when they could get awoman to fill the place. When they started in business
they were practically penniless. Now they come to their
factory at No. 652 Broadway, New York, in motor
ears.

In the busy seasons there are sixty to seventy-five
names on the payroll and the Mays and Evas and
Angeiinee outnumber the Bills and Lukes and Adolphs
more than ten to one.

As you step off the elevator at the loft occupied by
the Seckendorf Sisters you are met by the bookkeeper,
a young woman. She passes you along to the forelady'
who speaks to the heads of the firm, Misses Selima and
Adele Seckendorf, who invite you into the office.

As far as the casual visitor to the factory knows
there are no men about. They are not necessary for
workof any importance. I was a favored guest, howeve
and I met Miss Seckendorf, Miss Adeie Seckendorf,
Miss Wolfensten, Miss Herbst, Miss Stern, Mas
Schaedlich, Miss Dorian AND?as the theatre pro-
grammes put it?

Ed Wildman, foreman and machinist, Miss Dorian's
first lieutenant.

Ed is thoroughly tame. Ifsomebody should nominate
a woman for President he would vote for her without

hesitation, for Ed announces
loudly and proudly that he has
found that women have more
brains than men, in most cases,
and that he'd rather work for
women than for men any day in
the week. The other men and
boys indorse the sentiments of
the leader of the factory's
minority party.

Most young women, itmight
be supposed, would be a bit un-
happy in a factory wbere*there
were only a half dossen or so
men with half a hundred or so
women. Women don't like to
work with women, some investi-
gator has said. It is rumored
about that they?well, no giri
wants to remain single all her
life.

These investigators and
rumor spreaders have overlooked
the Seckendorf factory, There
have been only three marriages
there in the last year; three girls
married men who did not work
in the factory. And yet?

"What In the world would
we do with any more men?" said

AND THIS
IS

THE
ONLY
MAN.

$ P $

Owners
Business Manager

Bookkeeper
Shipping Clerk

Factory Manager
Designer

Order Clerk

Any Men About the Place
at All? Oh, Yes, There's
Edward, but, Good as He
Is, He Knows He Doesn't
Count for So Very Much.

a pretty young woman as she brushed a stray lock o
hair out of her big brown eyes and felt of her belt in the
back. "They're only in the way The fewer men there
are in this factory the happier we become."

The story of the rise of the Seckendorf Sisters is a
story of hard work.

"My mother used to l*)k at me," Miss Selima
Seckendorf said, "and say, 'Selima, Lwonder "what in the
world you would do if you had to earn your own living.'
I guess mother thought I was utterly helpless."

Eight years ago the crash came. Financial reverses
and deaths threw 'the rwo women out into the world,
forced to begin earning a living at an age at which some
men retire.

Their father had been in the hat frame business
seventeen years before. The younger sister had done a
little designing for him, had sewed together a few hat
frames mostly for fun. Neither knew anything about
their father's work except that he had made hat frames
seventeen years before. How or why he made them or
to whom he sold them or for how much they knew
not.

They did know that there was such a business and
so they decided to try it. The choice of an occupation
meant nothing to them. Had their father been a steeple-
jack they might have attempted to follow the same
vocation. If they had found steeple jacking unprofitable
they probably would have taken a dictionary and would
have started in the front of the book to chooie the first
occupation they found.

Thus they might have been actresses or aviators.
But they decided that the hat frame business shoulcfl

be theirs. Being women, they knew something about
hat frames. They had that much of a flying start.

They knew that the first thing to do if you are going
to sell hat frames is to find some one who wants to buy
hat frames. Next is to get some hat frames to sell.

So with their small capital they rented a littleroom
on the top floor of No. 656 Broadway. They invested
ten dollars in a desk and Miss Selima Seckendorf has
used it ever since. She wouldn't part with it for fifty
now. There was a stepladder in the room when they
rented it. Miss Adele Seckendorf sat on this and built
hat frames while her sister sat at the desk and did the
same thing. The first ones weren't very good. The
second ones were much better, and with these sam-
ples, carried in two paper boxes, they went out to get
orders.

Through some stroke of fortune they got an order.
Itwas a small one, for only a few dollars' worth of frames.
They quickly completed and delivered the frames and
back came a big order?for several hundred dollars'
worth. They didn't have enough money to buy the
material.

Miss Selima Seckendorf knew that sometimes banks
loaned money, so she went to one, carrying her order.
She talked a long while and finally the bank let her have
$500.

"Three weeks later," Miss Selima Seckendorf said,
"we bad more orders then we could handle."

Quickly they put in machinery, rented an adjoining
room and employed women to help them.

"The first month's business looked mighty big then,
but now," said the elder Miss Seckendorf proudly!
"now we do as much business in a month as we did then
in a year."

She tossed over a business card bearing a knight's
head with the line "Toujours pret" beneath.

"'Always ready'," she said; "that ha.s been our
motto." She smiled. "That coat of arms we adopted
when we first went into business. We chose it before we
knew what occupation we were going to choose."

"Where did you get it?*' I asked.
"Off one of mother's spoons."
"Is it to that motto, then, that you attriDute your

success?" d
"Partly to that," she said, stroking a big black caj

that had leaped up on her desk, "partly to luck andmostly to hard work."
"And do you expect to retire soon?"
"Retire!" she said, amazed. "Why, we're just be-

ginning !"

Miss Selima Seckendorf, Business Manager,
at the $10 desk she bought when the sisters
started in business.

Miss Edna
Wolfensten,
bookkeeper.

Miss Lena Schaedlich,
out-of-town
orfVr clerk.

Miss Anna Stern, shipping clerk

Miss Emma
Dorian,
iorelady.
W-4

Miss Ray Herbst.
city order clerk.

Miss Adele Seckendorf, designer.Edward Wildman,
foreman-machinist

A Very Sensible Burglar Alarm.
A French inventor has just patented

a burglar alarm of such exquisite deli-
cacy that it is sure to go off if a
burglar does but flash a tiny hand elec-

tric light or strike a match. It is not
likely to come into general use, how-

ever, because it would go off with just

as much certainty if any member of
the household were to strike a light,
and it could not fail to ring at the first
peep of dawn.

This alarm is a mechanical eye

which, as the Scientific American de-
scribes it, is a cylindrical box about
four inches in diameter and about an
Inch thick, containing a band of selen-
ium wound up in a coil. Selenium is a
conductor of electricity, but its con-

ductivity varies with the amount of
light that falls upon it. This selenium
cell is connected by a delicate wire with
an apparatus that rings an electric bell.
In the dark there is no electric connec-
tion, but the instant the faintest ray of
light strikes the selenium eye a current
starts, closes a circuit and sets the bell
ringing. It willkeep on ringing until
somebody shuts it off.

Therefore, the instant a burglar
flashes his dark lantern the household
Is aroused by the ringing of the bell
But it i3equally evident that in the
event of the good lady of the hou*-
getting up in the night to seek the
cough medicine for baby the household
would be aroused. And the first glim-
mering of daylight would have the
same result.
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