Charming Katherine Jackson,
Queen of the “Rattler Grabbers,”
Who Ran Away Because She

Had the Wanderlust, Tells of Her
Thrills and Thirsts, and Why
Men Are Not

a Serious Risk

After All.

& have slept in hay lofts withont the
alightest fear.™

Whils her more thsoretical sisters were
agitating for equal ecgnomie rights and
freedom befors aociety and the law, Eath-
erine Jackssn of Hulson New York, and
the world, went out and settled over night
the feminist probiem., s0 far as It con-
enrned herself, Today she ia free and ins
dopendent, she wants for nothing, and she
ealls no man manster,

Katherine Jackson solvaed the woman's
problem by 1lterally taking to ihe road
Just a8 any hobo would do, 'True, she led
the vagabond's life sccording to a strietly
feminine interpretation; that ls, she some-
times traveled <o Juxe and often wWas
koown to leave one town dressed In
greasy overalls and show up in the next
weariag allk stocklngs and & nicely tallored
coat-pult. But she was a hobo and always
took a hobo's chances and ahared the
babn's luck,

This girlish vagabond Is known as "The
Queen of the Hoboesa an appeliation that
was applled to her by membera of har awn
profession and which was umd oificially
when she acted as the companion of Jeff
Davis, the “King of the Hoboea™ during
the latter's mctivities In behalf of the Vic-
tory loan.

Why 4id sha 40 11T you wonder. Wandar-
Iust (s her answer, What she 4id and how
she 4id it, s herewith told in bher own lan-
suage,

L]
BY EATHERINE JACKSON.

HY do they call me the queen
W of the hoboes? That's not a

hard question to snawer. In the
first place, because 1 am a haobo; Iin
the sccond place, bacause I am a
woman and never did less or more
than & true woman would, in all my
axperiences on 'the road. To ths sx-
tant that every tru¢ woman Is a
quesn so am I a quesn.

Of courss, I waa forced to endure
& few Indignlitles, but most of these
were in the blg citles, where any
woman, L regret to say, = likely to
be (nsulted when she is by herself.
Bot in all my experiences with hoboes
I have never known ona (o ba any-
thing but a good pal. 1 was never
cheated and never Insulted, even In
the many cases where 1 was a lone
Eirl among a mumber of maen—and
they knew |t.

My first real experience in traval-
ing on my own hook was when I was
183 years o0ld. T dldn't reallzs It then,
but I am Inclined to think now that
the real reason 1 mads that adventur-
ous wrip was because I had the
wanderluat. But at any rate, I had
s Eood reason for golng.

When 1 was a very little girl X
lived with my mother at Hudson,
N. Y. One day my father disappeared
without any explanation and we
heard nothing of him for five yesars.
Then a leiter came from a friend of
ours saying that my father had been
ecen In a little town In Austria. I
then quiatly made up my mind to go
and get him, arnd without consulting
my mother, started oul.

I had a littie money of my own and
I used this. How I ever got on
board the steame! without belng
stopped is A& myatery now. I sup-
pose the officials bdelleved me when
T sald T was 18, 1 was very large
for my age and had no trouble in
getting nccommodations

When we arrived at Trleste 1 was
etill far from my destination, which
was & little village called Eevasiziet
in the intsrior of Austria. In order
to make the Journey I was forced to
soll some of my extra clothing. and
when 1 arrived my father had disap-
peared again.

Developed Hunger for Travel

There I wans, 400v miles away from
homs—without friends and without
monsy. But 1 took my courage In
my hands and started back. I ac-
complished the trip with surprising

‘send for me.

Above—Sketech of Miss Jack-
son by a hobo artist pal.

Left—"Always walt until ths
freight is ready to pull out
before you jump mbhoard.™

Right—The view from the top
of a frelght v better than
fromm =a Pullman platfoerm,
provided your eye In cinder-
proot.

Katherine
the
“hoho queen.™

Jacknon,

There are timtea when even a hobo has
to prepare a mmenl, you know,

A daily foot bath adds much to the joy of hobo

life.

.

éase. 1 worked in various capacities
and traveled in all kiods of convey-
ances, But I finally got back to
Hudson, safe and sound and mnot very
much different except that I had de-
veloped an Incurabls hunger for go-
Iing places, seeing things and keep-
ing out in the open.

Al the time, though, I tried to per-
suade myself that I was golng to stay
at home and be like other girls, and
I was deing that wvery succesafully
until Tom left. I'1] have to explain
here that Tom was the man 1 after-
ward married. We were very much
In love and |t wrung my hesart to see
him go. But he had accepted a posi-
tlon in Atlanta, Ga., and had made
all his plans,

I walked down to the station with
him; we kissed a tearful good-bye,
and I vowed to wait until he could
A good many months
passed and I missed my Tom more
and mMmore avery day. Ons day I de-
cided to go to Atlania. T had mno
mponey, so there was nothing to do
but take to the road.

In my European trip I hadn't had
much experience with frelght cars
because I had pald my way along by
working, But as it happened this
time, I ran into & knight of the road,
almost as soon a8 I had left cur lit-
tle village behind. He gave me some
good advice.

“Go down near the water tank and
hide in the bushes, child' hes =aald
“When ths train stops for water you
look for en open door. Don’t jump
aboard until you ses tha stokar 1ift-
Ing the big hose pipe out of the en-
Eine's tank. Then you'll know that
the job Is finiahed and that they'll
start agaln soon.™

I followed his advice and was soon
speeding toward New York. Late that
afternoon we passed over the draw-
bridge that spans the Harlem river
and a mile farther on we stopped. I
climbed out and trudged (nto New
York. I waa in the big ¢lity saveral
days and picked up a few odd jobs.
But I was soon ready to press on.

Tom Had Left for the West.

My suctess In "grabbing s rattler”
at Hudson emboldened me Lo try my
luck agaln in Jersey City, But the
yards were too well guarded. I took
to the road sagaln, but when I got
well outside the ranges of Hacken-
sasnk meadows I locared a car that
was bound southward and climbed on.

Every conceivable sort of adven-
tyre happened to me beétween that
point and my destination—Atlanta In
Culpeppar county, Virginia., which
was my first stop after leaving Jg:-
sey, I got work on & farm. The fa
or's son proposed marriage to me afe

With the aid of a slight imagination, hobolng is

just like motoring 'cross country in ome’'s own

private ecar,

tar 1 had been there a week. I moved
on and thereafter during the trip
wore overalls and passed as a boy.
In North Carolina I jolned a gang of
hoboes and shared their “sium” for
two days and pleked up many a trick
of swinging into a car, lying uacross
the rods and straddling the bumpers.

I fimally reached Atlanta. With
beating heart I approached the ad-
dress Tom bhad sent me. But disap-
pointment was in stors for me. The
landlady told me he had left two
weeks before for Denver to try to re-
bulld his falliing health.

Greatly pertrubed, I started out
agaln, after a few days' rest,

When I left home 1 was dressed In
a substuntial ecloth suit and good,
stout, low-hesled shoes. I carried a
change of linen and underclothing in
& Ssmall pack. In Virginia I ex-
changed my suit for overdlis—bdbut in
Atienta, after working for a whils in

resteurants, I made enough to buy a
really smart-looking asult, which I
added to my bundle. In that way I
was abla to alternate s a boy and
A girl. On the road I was a boy much
of the time, but when I went into the
towns I was a girl. After starting
out I made a long jump from Marlet-
ta, Ga., to Little Rock, Ark., without
once s#eilng & rallroad hand. From
Littls. Rock to Wichita, Kan, how-
aver, my road was a rough one. I
wis twice thrown off trains The
greater part of that trip was mads
with the kindly ald of farmers who
gave me lifts from time to time,

At Wichita I ran into a college boy
who had been working in the wheat
flelds, With his assistance I made
a rapid jump stralght into Denver—
only to land in the arms of a pollce-
man. 1 certainly pleaded hard with
the cop and finally prevalled on bim
to let me loose. An hour later I was

Migs Jackson preferred anm outaide aleeper when weather was

faverable.

In another man's arms—but it was
the arms of my lover, Tom, this tima
We were married that fail

Right here 1 would like to say a
word of defeanse of hoboes generally.
Contrary to the general bellef, he is
not & man who s running away from
worlk. He works all the time and at
various odd jobs, In order to pay his
way as he goes. He performs these
odd Jobs conscientiously, too.

In many cases he {5 o man of sdu-
cation who has been disappointed in
love or business or who I8 simply
tired of staying in one place. In all
caséx he s o man who is uowllling to
cill any man master or to be slave to
any thumbnall task,

All tn .all, I have traveled more
than 24,000 miles on foot, by rall and
ih wvehicles of many different kinds.
My lovariable dodge when I am seek-
ing work mnlong the roadsids is to
tell the farmer or hisg wife or the

storekesper or wheever it happens to
be, that I am geing to visit an aunt
in the next town ahead. This s a little
white lie, but It satiafies lhr—ir curlos-
ity. Country folk are pot nearly
curlous as thoss In the city, anyhow,
And thejr food ls 30 much belter,

Has Never Regretted o Siagle Day.

Incdentally I soon learned to
the tramp's dlsh—which an
glomeration of everything
find. I also learned lo <¢ook
brushwood firées.and to heat a tin can
full of coffea with a couple of matches
while riding in a freight car. And I
have made many friends. I am
known all over America now by the
fraternity,

I hive never regretied a =ingle day
af my life on the road Thoasgh 1
would hardly advise other gilrls
take It up, It iz much easler on
woman thas a man. Everyt!
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THE CYCLONE =

BY

(Continusd From Page 5.)

its walls coversd with the cheapest
of  paper—a tralling wvine pattern,
with pink and blue fiowers. Soma-
how that had seemed to belong to
Edna, The bedsteand and the dresser
were of the shinieat—they bhad Egiven
up the wadding af homa to pay [or
that “suite.*

“Itil Yook scrumptious when she
gets her littia gim-cracks around,”
he told himself with a smile. As he
moved toward the back door he
spokes out loud:

“It's convenlent and comfortable—"
he glanced around once more, "and
she'll make {t beautiful!- And It's all
piid for—there ain't any mortgages,
or debt, thank God!™

His thanksgiving was so devout
that he took off his cap and pausad,
a somber light in hls Steady eyes,

“She shan't never work herself to
death the way mother did,” he was
thinking. *It's been hard—all-fired
hard for both of us, waiting so long—
five yveara! But I'm glad I stuek It
out. Now weé are begloning right,
snyway.” At this moment he was
surer thapm over of that,

The-fixity of tha frozen plains was
iIn the sturdy form and strongly
tlocked face of the man, as he jogged
a>ver the half-thawed road. Yot his
thoughts were leaping forward
tumulituously. Tomorroaw Edns would
step from the train to his arms! To-
morrow Edna would be his wife! To-
morrow she wogild come to the house
li+ had built for her! In this hour,
the past—that had so long and pain-
fully prepared—or hladered—ine way

for tomorrow, counted for mnothling.
Tomorrow, for the {first time, he
would begin to live.

It was 3 o'clock the nexi afternoon
bafore Lon and hils bride left the
Prawitts. and started home, her trunk,
sewing maching and big box In the
wagon behind tha seat. As tha scat-
vering housem of the village were left
behind, Lon put hizs arm about Edna
»nd searched her eyes.

“At last!™ His volce shook with
the marvel of It, “Oh. Edna!"

*“Yes. We are un the way homa, at
-ast,” she whispered, her eyellds
drooping, to hide tears of jJoy and of
sadness.

In this momeont the culmination of
#¢ many postponementa, of such
Acathing delays, they had not many
words to say. They rods on In silence,
while flocks of silver-flecked clouds
sent shadows chasing across the wids,
saked pralrie. To the westward a
tiack drift hung on the horizen, Cnoe
Lon remarked that it looked like rain.

~1f it walts till we get home we'll
not care—let it rain' BEdna‘s laugh
rippled with new happiness as he
Inughed with her. Suddenly she lifted
ter head from his shoulder to glance
ahout and ery: "“Why, Lon, I didn't
know thers was & rallroad near
baral™

“There isn't." Then he, too, caught
the roar and rumbling of a mighty
train. He turned quickly. From thé
west a dense black cloud was sweep-
ing toward them with the speed and
the soream of a demon train.

“Yes., it's a cyclone,” he answered
Edna's gasping word, while hs usesd

Loth hands to hold his plunging team.
He turned again toward the hurtling
mass whosa ravening breath was al-
ready brushing thelr faces.

‘et out and lis flat on
ground.,” he directed. Before
could obey the cloud weered
roared away to the northeast.

*“It's gone over.,” his volce
wavery.

*“Is It golng toward bLome?’
questioned anxlously.

“In that direction,” he admitted.
“But a vagrant twister like that never
¢oes any+harm. It'll hit the ground
somewhere or peter out (n thin afir™

Lon drove more rapidly after this
He pointed out the Prossers’ house as
they passed—a dim light within.

“I must go and sese Molly soon,”
Edna sald *I feel as If I knew her
aready—and the baby, Loo”

At last the team swung -into a
swifter trot of their own accord. “We
Are simost there,” Baxter spoke
vennely. He had felt all the time that
he should not be sure this was his
cwn Efna—the woman of his hopes
azd desire—until he had crosaed the
Loreshold of thair hoeme, until he had
Peard her first words of understand-
Ing &nd appreciation,

Edna, looking ahead eagerly through
velling twilight, made outl the bulk
of the barn. Then Lon drew up the
horges so sharply that she was al-
mogt pitched out of her seat. Drop-
ping the reins with an inarticulate
sound that made_her hesart stop beat-
iog, he leaped from the wagon and
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frightened moment she climbed down
and ran after him. She stumbled over
s board; her feet tripped on scattered
brici.

Sha stopped beside her husband, be-
tore a jumbled heap, above which a
wavering broken ocolumn was sil-
houstted against the sky.

“*Oh, Lon,” ahe breathed, “ithe
—where is 127"

“Thers!"
fist. *"“There! The cyclone—the
clone—the house & gone! Our home
is gone!" The words were Jerked out
machanically from an upheaval too
deep for expreesion

They stood together befors
ruins of theair house, stunned,
Ly the catastrophe. At last Lon spoke
again:

“It is the hand o' God. The hand
o' God has struck us, !Kke did my
foiks! Five yeéars—gone—il's
end!™ Despair, cold, blank
rad shut down upon_his soul.

Edna did not speak All the strain,
211 the dullness, all the suffering of
the years seamed
heart. In that moment the last trace
ef sweat glrllshness dled in her face.
But—ahe was here, beside her man.
His salvation was in her hands. The
rich womanhood of the plonser moth-
ers of our race blossomed into full-
neEs.

“No, Lon," mhe spoke
sha reached up and lald
arms about his stiffened shoulders
“No, dear, It is notthe end. It is only
the beginning—the right beginning—
Logsther.”
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