
A New Yohk newspaper man recently interviewed several promi-
nent citizens with the purpese in v.ew of securing material for
stories of adventures outside the domain of fiction. Among those
secured there were two that willbe particularly interesting to Free-
man's Journal readers, the narrators beirjg no less personagesthau
ex-Mayor and Mrs. William R. Grace.

"During one of the revolutions that", almos^ yearly ronvulse
some of the South American republics," said ex-Mayor William
B. Grace. "Iwas in Ien. This revolution terminated at the
battle of LaPalma ina victory for therevolutionary army over tha
Governmentforces."The country was infested inall directions by large bandsof
robbers. They wereprincipally escaoed convicts who took advantage
of the disturbed condition of the country and the lack of strong and
organised government to rob and plunder,and even murder, those
unfortunate travellers whom pursuitof business caused to cro9B their
path. In company with two friends, William Lapsley and William
Waterhouse,formingatriumvirate ofthree Williams, Istartedout from
Callao to try to get inside tbe Government line?, and,if possible, 6ee
somethingof the manoeuvresof therivalarmies, which were then face
to face in tbe vicinity of Chirrilos, each with one wing resting upon
the sea and the other protected from flank attack by the high hills,
which as spurs from the great range of the Andes, closely approach
the sea. We were wellmounted, and took acircuitous route|through
whatis knownasLa Morte,whichi9a thickly wordedcountry lying
contiguous to the valley of the Rimac. That night we camped on
thebanks of a silver stream. After an ideal forest meal composed
of savoury fish from thebrook at our feet, game that we had bagged
on our journey,and luscious fruit which flourished in profusion on
everyside, wedropped into slumber. Bright andearly nextmorning
webrokeup our camp andin good heart started on our way,know-
ing that wewouldsoonreach thepositionheldby the Governmentforces.
The country was so densely wooded that it seemed at times as if we
Bhould be unable to get ourhorses through, and whilepicking our way
carefully along we dropped upon a band of robbers at breakfast.
The surprise was mntual. It was too late for us to retreat, and
though we were armed to the teeth, it was futile tomake any resis-
tance against so superior a force, while to surrender passively would
be to invite spoliationand murder. Equal to the emergency,one of
my friends whispered in my ear.

" Grace, the best thing we can do
is to offer to join these fellows at breakfast. They probably have
something of the virtueof hospitality in theirsouls. Anyway it's our
only chance.' So putting on a bold face, simulating confidence we
byno means felt, we rode boldly into the camp. Leaping lightly
off his horse,my friend grasped thehandof themost villanous-looking
of the robbers, whom he supposedtobe the chief. We imitated his
example. Our geniality had such an effect on them that we were
Boon sworn friends, as thick as thieves,in fact. They invitedus to
breakfast, and we accepted the invitation with alacrity, anti to our
great suiprise when the meal was over they handed arouDd some
cigars, which were really prime,beingstolen, Isuppose, from some
cavalier or caravan, treatiDg us altogether with great courtesy and
consideration, wishing us a prosperous journey aad long life and
happiness. As soonas we were out of their view weput the spurs to
our horses, not btcause we were afraid, but because we wanted to.

—
Tne very best result we could have hopedfor was to get off with our
lives (and be left strandedin the wilderness far beyond the bounds
of civilisation). To ea.ve our hor&es, which were richly ciparisoned
and really valuable, and our jewel.cry andmoney, were really unex-
pectedstrokes of good fortune."Ab jut fourteenmiles off the coast of Peru, the Chincha Islands,
formerly the mamguano deposits of tbe world, jut out of the water.
They are very small andexposed to the lull sweep of the ocean,except
on the east side. The channelsbetween the islands and themainland
are studded with rocks and reefs, which incalm weather are covered
with water. If the weather is at all tempestuous the seas boil and
foam over these rocks, and make a heavy surf around the islands,
renderingnavigation dangerous, andat times totally impracticable.

"In the year 1853 Ifounded abusiness house on one of these
islands,and my business took me afloat a great deal ; in fact I
lived afloat on a store-ship connected withmy establishment. Iwas
constantly being rowed from one place to another, and was daily
obliged to pass around what was known in those parts as '

Cape
Horn.' The consequence was that Igot to know that passage
thoroughly, and wa3 not afraid to go through it in very stormy
weather. One day, during a heavy gale, it became necessary for
me to go around 'Cape Horn,' and 1put out ina Bmall boat with
two expert oarsmen as crew. Isteered. We were getting along
very well, and wereover a epot whereIhal Dever seena rock, when
the boat was lifted up and dashed down with fearful violence.
Many a time Iknew 1 had passed over that placein perfect safety,
and it was only the extra heavy wind that had laid it bare and
wrecked our boat. Several times Iwas in imminent danger of
being thrown upon the rocks, but, fortunately, beiDg lightly cad,
after a desperatebtruggle Imanaged to reach a pointknown as the
Large Buoy, where vessels were iv tnehabit of loading from shoots.
Being much exhausted, it was a long time before Icould make
myself heard above the noise of the rolling waters breaking against
the iron-bound coast, but finally Iattracted the attention of a
vessel's crew, and was soon afterwards rescued. The two men, my
crew, were never afterwards heard of. Although much stronger
swimmers than myself, the eeas that sparedme carried them to their
long account.

"In1880, with Mrs, Grace and twoof my daughters,Iwas on
board the steamer Seawanhaka, in the East River,bound for our
home at Great Nick, on Long Island. We were sitting en deck
together when ft loud explosion took place, and fire immediately
brokeout in the forward part cf the ship. At first the impulse was
to rush downstairs, but after hastily conferring with my wife wu
decidtd to get out on the alttr di.ck. Theie wesaw uiauy peieons
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ROMANCES OF REAL LIFE. trying topull the life-preserversout of the racks in which they were
fastened to the awningdeck. Mrs. Grace at once saw the folly of
atteraptiogto extract the life-preservers in that way,and, jumping
npo t oneof the settees, she pulled the slats down instead of trying
to g t each one out singly. Ifollowed her example,and others
folio ved mine, and in a moment the ship was covered with life-
pres rvers, which were put on with all speed. A moment later I
heai 1 my wife saving lv au old man, ' Why <lon't you put on a life-
pres rver?1 The old man was Abraham Duryea. the father of the
Dur.,cis who established tha search factory at Glencoe. He was
then eighty-three >ears old. He reppjnded, 'Icai't put ona life-
pre-irver becauseIhive got only one arm.' Mrs. Grace thensaid,'
I'll put a life-preserver on for you.' As soon as she had done this,
Itie t it on his back, and so tightly that when the old man turned
up en Sunken Meadow, be had his cane fastened in his life-
preserver.""My wife being sick at the time, we determined to stick to the
ship as long as possible. The vessel wasburning very rapidly,and
the smoke envelopedU9 and the flames surroundedus. Judge O'Gor-
mancame alongand gallantly offered to take charge of one of my
daughters, which he did, and landedher safely in New York. My
younger daughter remained in my care. She was very much
frightened, while her mother was so cool that, after emptying a
handbag of a valuable pair of earrings and 500:1ols., she threw it
away,saying that she didn't want to be encumb?red withany extra
weight. Istowedmy wife anddaughter behind the monkey rail. I
stoodon the outside soaB toassist peopleoverboard andtoprevent them
frominterferingwithmywifeanddanghter. Insomeincomprehensible
way,however,a verystout womancrowdedherself in thenarrow space
where they were,and they all got jammed together, in imminent
danger of beingheld there until, when the names came far enough,
they would be burned to death. By the exertion of superhuman
power, Mrs. Grace lifted herover the side and into the water. We
remained by the boat until her nose stuck in the mud of Sunken
Meadow, when the flames drov* my wife overboard. My daughter
was so frightened that she refused to follow, and1had to throw her
over,whenIfollowed tosupport her, telliDg her that a girl withgood
strong Christian faith ought to die, if necessary,gladly andcalmly."

Mrs. Grace had been carried away by the tide, which runs very
swiftly near Hell's Gate. Icalled out to her, " Don't attempt to
swim,' buther plunge had slightly dazed her (she toldme afterwards
that she had not expected to go under water witha life-preserveron),
and she did'nt bear me. Just then a boat came alongand picked
her up. She told them to wait for me and her daughter. They said
there wasno room, andindeed there wasnone,twelveor fourteenper-
sons being crowded into a small boat, which was,in addition, almost
half full of water,and withready resourceshepromptlyunshipped the
oar with which the occupants were propelling theboat, giving us a
chance tocomeup. Ihanded in my daughter and climbed in my-
self. Iimmediately began to bail out the boat

—
Ithink with my

hat, was itnot?
'

said Mr. Grace, turning to hia wife, who hadin the
meantime entered the room." No," responded Mrs. Grace;"it was with a tin vessel you
found in the bottom of the boat. You had lost your hat.

Mr. Grace continued:
—

" One woman whoBtoodalongsideof my wife on the sternof that
vessel was too thoroughly dazed to leave it, and wesaw her burned
to death. We were tbeonly family having any number on board that
escaped without the loss of at least one member. Sixty-seven lives
were lost. From our little placeof Great Neck aloae eleven persons
lest their lives."

Mr. Duryea advertised, expressing a desire toreward the lady
who had fastened the life-preserver on him. He got twenty-four
answers. Happening to tell the incident to some friends, itreached
the ears of Mr. Duryea, wbo hastened to our house, and burst into
tears at the sight of my wife." Mrs.Grace can tell you amuch better story of adventure than
anyIhaverelated, if she will," continued Mr. Grace, turning to his
wife. Mrs. Grace thought sh.3 wouldn't— didn't care to

— bat finally
related the following thrilling story :"

When we were living in Peru, South America, about twenty
five yearsago,Iwas ill with fever, the only remedy for which was
change of air. The aoctors accordingly ordered me to the Chincha
Islands, where Iwent on board a store-ship. Ihad been there only
twodays when the Spaniards arrived and tock possessionof the
islandsand the shipping, without the formality,Ibelieve, of a declara-
tion of war. Of course we were very much surprised,buthad to
submit. They found on the islands 300 convicts, allmurderers, who
were working in the guano mines. They did not propose to taka
charge of all these rascals, and so they sent them to thenearest sea-
port town, Pisco All communication was cut cS between the
islands and the mainland. Iwasmost anxious to get back to Callao
to rejoin my family, andin the morning a gentleman toldme that if
Icould dress and pack my luggage ia half an hour he could get a
passage for me on a steamer. We went in a little rowboat some
distacce out on tbe Pacific Ocean to an EDglish steamer, whose
captain had not heard of this trouble. Then we went to this port
called Pisco, and the authorities there wanted the captain to take
these 300 convicts to Callao, the seaport ofLima, the capital, as they
had no place toktep them. The captain beirg ?n Englishman, and
knowing Mr. Grace, although he was unknown to me, consulted me
as to whetherhe should take them, saying that hewould be well paid.
Iunhesitatingly condemned theproject, saying that Iknew some-
thing of the character and the record of th°ae men, and that they
were thoroughly bad. Thenhe said that he wouldnot take them.
However, when we were ready to leave Pisco, IGS of these convicts
were brought on board, with a guard of only fifteen soldiers, and the
convicts werenotin irons. The captain gave them hot soup and
joked with them tokeep themin a good hutnour. The soldiers sent
their prisoners aft,and madethem comeoutone by one to be counted.
In themean time Ihad gone down staiia to prepare for luncheon,
wheuIheard tho rush ofmeu across the deck. A tremendous tumult
ensued. 1heard the clashing of bayonets and the firing of gune,
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