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THE BOY POETS HOME. 
BRISTOL PEOPLE HATE THE NAME 

OF CHATTERTON. 

Edgar Wakeman Visits the Scenes of the 

struggles of the Ambitious Lad who 

Startled the World Where He Lived and 

Died and Got His Inspiration. 

The name, the birth-spot and the shrine 

that wili ordinarily 

to turn 

of Chatterton are all 

impel the traveller aside from 

pleasanter English sights and scenes to 

loiter the city of 

Bristol, England. 

Above its hard, dank streets, its grimy 

at the 

its 

in matter-of-fact old 

smoke-stacks and harbor 

whim of the Severn tides overtopping 

tallest warchouses or again disappearing 

spars, 

below its 

one name, more sad and clear and lumin- 

mossy, crumbling quays, the 

ous than all other acts or facts in its his- 

tory, seems to conjure all else of civie, 

commercial, ecclesiastic or literary inter- | 

est in the ancient seaport’s moldy past. 

And what a marvelous proof is here of 

the overshadowing quality of literary fame. 
to furnish one of the | It seems to me 

most impressive illustrations known to 

men. 
Chatterton died August 24, 1770, before 

he was eighteen years of age. Yet this 
stripling, starved in Bristol and hounded to 
death by indifference and desperation mn | 
London, in what had been done by his pen | 
fror the time he was ten years old, to the | 
morning they found him dead in the Lon- | 
don garret and pitched his poor body into | 
the Shoe Lane workhouse potter's field, cut | 
higher and deeper niches in the adaman- 
tine walls of fame than all others of the 
millions who have lived and died in Bristol. | 
More has been felt, said and written about | 
this one delicate lad, his misfortunes and 
achievements, than altogether has ever 
been produced or compiled by or concern- 
ing Bristol or Bristol folk. 

I'his Bristol and these Bristol folk, save 
in a few shining exceptions, have never 
been pleased with this. The old town 
has always seemed to wish the glamor of | 
immortality on its own account; for its | 
wigged pudges of rulers, its wicked old | 
slave traders, its old-time pedantic and 
hypocritical merchant princes, its churches, 
docks and warehouses; and resent to this 
day the pilgrim’s coming to the one shrine 
which the whole world has forced upon the 
place in spite of itself, as if to retrieve it 
from infamy and contempt. 

Something hike the canny 
brutal suspicion and watchfulness of Chat- 
terton’s attorney master of infamous mem- | 

and almost 

ory, John Lambert, has always pervaded 
the town. in its attitude to the memory ot | 
Chatterton, and to those strangers who | 
came to Bristol with sad and tender 
thoughts of the boy poet. From the first 
vindictive efforts to uphold the currish 
Walpole's Cefamation of the dead boy, in 

his own defense, to almost the latest Bristol 
publications on Chatterton, the effort has 
been ceaseless to befoul his character and 
disparage his achievements. 

I.eclesiastical consistories, animated bv 
inconceivable venom, hunted the very 

memory of the lad to perditionary finality, 
as far as their little power could go, fight- | 
ing bitterly to the last the ercetion of a | 
monument to his name in the churchyard 
of Redchiffe church, until nearly 100 years 
had elapsed from the time of the poet's 
death before this paltry requit was forced 
apon Bristol ; while ten thousand travellers 
every vear come here, and especially to the 

beautiful church of St. Mary of Redcliffe, 
because ot Chatterton’s association with the | 
latter, to one who comes to see Bristol or 
Redcliffe on their own account; and still 
the hard old civie and ecclesiastic heads are 
blind to the world’s judgment of themselves 
and Chatterton. 

Mournfully ludicrous does this 
lisplay itself to strangers, even to this day. 
If yon are in charge ot guide or friend, he 

will insist on your visiting the potteries ; 
the Downs; the docks; the Avon bridge; 
the place where Sir Humphrey Davey had 
charge of the Pneumatie Institution in 
Dowry Square ; the Council house, rich in 

ancient parchment lore, unique old chart- | 
ers and somber pictures by Knelier and | 
Vandyc ; the museum and a peep at the 
famous miniature likeness on ivory of 
Oliver Cromwell ; the ancient stone images 
afd Brennus and Belinus, Bristol's tutelar 
leities removed from an ancient church to | 
their present place in the old city gateway 
arch in the 14th century ; to that wonderful 
old Norman archway in the gateway lead- | 
ing into the lower College Green; and to | 
scores more places and objects of modern 
and antiquarian interest. Jut he will | 
never have a word or a moment to devote | 
to your longings regarding the personality 
ot and objects associative with Chatterton. 

Jt wt last you humbly beg to know of | 
these. his interest in vour interest is at an | 

end. Even your landlord will regard you 

with contempt if you mention the name of 

Chatterton. If you attempt ‘to penetrate | 

the dust-mounds of the local antiquarians, 

everything is at your disposal until that un- | 

fortunate name 1s heard. They are then | 

all as instantly dead, voiceless and mum- | 

mied as the moldy old stuff upon which | 

their lives are passed. Happening into 

several old bookstores with the hope of 

finding odds and ends regarding the poet 

and his birth-spot, after the inevitably un- | 
successful search was made, timid inquiry | 
after what I wished invariably put to flight | 
the weazened habitues of the place, as 
though pestilence came with the breath 
that formed the name. 

But most curious of all was the conduct 

| 

feeling | 

of the verger of the Redcliffe church, 
which owes its chief notoriety and its 

richest offerings to its hateful hostility to 
Chatterton, his trifling association with 

its old muniment room and the miserly 
Chatterton cenotaph within its churchyard 
close. He labored three mortal hours to 

impress the wonders of Redcliffe church 

upon me. Inconceivable eloquence flowed 
from his fervent lips. 1 would occasion- 
ally pleasantly intimate that I believed it 
all ; was willing to credit more; but most 
wished to visit the old muniment-room; 
whereupon the storms of descriptive elo- 
quence would break forth anew. Some- 
thing in the hushed quiet of the place, the 
hopelessness of ever coming to see what 1 
longed for most, and the sustained notes 
of his chant about the worthies whose dust 
was beneath us and their wondrous deeds 
and gifts to St. Mary's, furnished an un- 
controllable somnolence. 1 finally sank 
into a pew in an attitude of deferential 

| 40 narrow, unglazed windows. 

| poet was born, in Pile street near its con- 

| opposite the north side of Redcliffe church. 

{ an “*infidel”—stands the monument to 

memory. 

| the north porch, soon gave an excuse for | 

human endurance, and with this wonderful 
human talking machine in regular pulsa- 
tions growing to giant's size and dimin- 

| ishing to the statute of a pigmy declaim- 
| ing before me, refreshing slumber came. 

i awoke with a start as the verger shook 
| m: and upbraided me with the charge that 
he could not interest me in this “prince of 
English churches.” 1 pressed a half crown 

‘upon him and again timorously hinted 
something about **the Chatterton muniment 
room.” As if in a frenzy of despair at the 
perversity of all humankind, he flung me a 
key, motioned tragically toward the inner 

| stairway leading to above the north porch, 
covered his heated face with his hands and 
actvally burst into tears. 

Poor old man! thought I, as I groped 
my way over brasses, beneath efligies, and 
in and through gleaming chantries to the 
winding stone stairway, on his weak and 
burdened shoulders also rests the same old 
mountain pretense and lie of a century's 
belittlement of that one little lad who 
alone has given them all something of 

| the radiated effulgence of his deathless 
| name. 

But at last I stood alone within what 
seems to me to be the most tenderly inter- 
esting relic in Bristol. It is entered through 
two massive narrow doors from the stair- 
way. The room is hexagonal in form,low, 
perhaps 25 feet in diameter and lighted by 

The stone 
floor rests on the groined arehes of the ex- 
qquisite porch below ; and huge beams of 
well preserved oak form and support the 
ceiling. 

It did not seem a dismal spot to me. On 
the contrary, one could imagine a no more 
reposeful and retired place for his own day- 
dreams or those of such a genius as Chat- 
terton. Pleasantly came the sounds of the 
street through the open windows ; sweeter 
still were now and then walted the organ 
notes and voices of the singers engaged be- 
low in vesper service. The open, rotting 
and discarded muniment coffers, or cofres, 

are still here. No one knows their age. It 
must be very great. But these veritable 
ancient chests were the ones whose con- 
tents, first largely piltered and scattered by 
the parish authorities themselves, furnished 
Chatterton with the impulse and means of 
attracting public attention to his own com- 
positions, to appear in the guise of antique 
manuscripts from the pen ot the fictitious 
monk Rowley, the whole the creation of 
his own fertile brain. 
One must confess to a strange sense of 

nearness to this poor ambitious boy when 
standing among these empty old coffers. 
The picture ot his pale, eager face half 
hidden among the musty parchments, | 
flashes upon one almost as it with certain 
recognition. Here he came times without 
number, and delved and toiled and dream- 
ed. 

There are few other Chatterton memo- 
rials in Bristol. The Colston Hospital or 
school, where he had secured nomination | 
as a charity scholar, was removed to the | 
old episcopal place at Stapleton over a 
quarter of a century ago. The building | 
in which were located the offices of John 
Lambert, attorney, to whom Chatterton | 
was articled as apprentice, is still standing 
on Corn street. The place where the boy- 

junction with Thomas street, is immediately 

It a dreary, mildewed spot to-day, 
though the old buildings are supplanted by 
others. A free school is still conducted at 
the place by a weazened spinster. The 
yard is narrow, damp and dank ; the struc- | 
ture is damp, and dank and narrow; and | 
the little tots whom I saw leaving the place 
are ragged, pinched and squalid. 

Between this place and the church op- 
posite, upon the hill, within the church- 
yard, though not within *‘‘consecrated” 
ground —for though churches sing the boy- 
poet's hymns, and this church received the 
Colston boy into its saving embrace 
through confirmation, ecclesiastic intoler- 
ance insists upon his damnation on the 
ground that he died by his own hand and 

his 
Redcliffe church, more dishonor 

to it, forbade its erection within the edifice, 
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| where lie in pompous state the remains of | 
libertines and traders in their tellow men. 

After the bitrerest of struggles on the | 
part of the poet's friends, this cenotaph | 
was finally put in place, outside the church, | 
between the tower and the muniment room, | 

so intimately associated with his vouthful 
dreams and struggles. But repairs upon 

its removal, for it was discovered that the | 
monument impinged on ‘‘consecrated” | 
ground. Then it was taken to pieces and 
bundled away 

After vears of further struggles with big- 
oted consistories it was finally reerected 
where it now stands, near the northeast en- 
trance, just within the churchyard green. | 
But even then these fine folk of the cloth | 
turned the face ot the statue surmounting 

"the cenotaph away from Redcliffe church. 
And that was well. Chatterton, with his 
back to Redcliffe church, his tiny face halt 
in smiles, gazing aflectionately down upon 
the birthplace across the way, is fitting | 
enough satire, while stone may last, upon | 
the intolerance and vindictiveness thus so 
aptly recalled and emphasized. 
The figure is represented in the habila- | 

ments of a Colston schoolboy ; a muflin cap 
with band and ball ; a coat with long plait- | 

"ed skirt; a leathern belt, corduroy knee- | 
breeches, and rough ribbed stockings. The 
left hand holds an open scroll upon which 
is written, ‘*. Ella, a Tragedy.” In one of | 
the monument’s niches is a torn or severed | 
scroll, with the legend, ‘The Poems of | 
Rowlie.” While the chief panel bears the | 
words from the poet's own pen, written 
half in jest half in earnest but incomparable 
in their aptitude; “To the Memory of 
Thomas Chatterton. Reader, judge not, 
if thou art a Christian. Believe that he 
shall be judged by a superior Power. 
To that Power alone is he now answer- 
able.” 

It something like a resentfulness and 
heartache did not come at every turn when 
seeking for kindly Chatterton shrines, one 
would be deeply charmed and interested in 
the antiquarian, historic and literary 
reminescences of this fine old Bristol 
town. 

Cabot, who should be equally honored 
with Columbus, sailed on his voyage of 
American discovery from this port. The 
({reat Western, the first steam craft to 
successfully demonstrate the racticability 
of steam navigation between the two conti- 
nents, was built and manned at bristol. 
The Great Burke, ‘‘friend of America,” 
represented the city in parliament; and 
the unhappy ex-Empress l.ugenie was once 
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THINGS OF VALUE. 

A gentleman makes no noise; a lady is 
serene.— Emerson. 

Some people never find out that an op- 
— is an opportunity until it bas 
turned the next corner. 

K. D. C. builds up the system by restor- 
ing the stomach to healthy action. Free 
sample to any address. K. D.C. Co, New 
Glasgow, N. S. 

Don't forget that your children will pay 
more attention to your tracks than they 
will to your precepts. 

K. D. C. acts like magic on an over- 
loaded stomach. Free sample, testimon- 
ials and guarantee mailed to any address. 
K. D. C. Company, New Glasgow, N. 8. 

he gets from 
religion, the 

If it were not for the oe 
weak-kneed professors o 
devil would now be limping. 

Do you feel the first muttering of Indi- 
gestion? Don’t wait for it to become 
chronic. Use K. D. C. A free sample 
package mailed to any address. K. D.C. 
Company, New Glasgow, Nova Scotia. 

It vou lose your soul it will not be be- 
cause there are hypocrites in the church, 
but because there is sin in your own 
heart. 

Suffers from Indigestion in search of 
health should try the King of Dyspepsia | 
Cures, K. D. C. 

A horse will eat in a year nine times his 
own weight, a cow nine times, an ox six 
times, and a sheep six times. 

Edward Linlef, of St. Peters, C. B., 
says—**That his horse was badly torn by a 
pitchfork. One bottle of MINARD'S 
LINIMENT cured him.” 

Livery Stable men all over the Dominion 
tell our agents that they would not be 
without MINARD'S LINIMENT for twice 
the cost. 

It conquers every time. 

There are so many people who want to 
revolutionize the world who never have time 
to fix up their own fences. 

Prree Ispanp Co.'s Grape Juice is in- 
valuable for sickness and as a tonic 1s un- 
equalled. Itisrecommended by Physicians, 
being pure and unadulterated juice of the | 
grape. Our agent, E. G. Scovil, Tea im- 
porter and liquor merchant, No. 62 Union | 
street, can supply our Brands of Grape 
Juice by the case of one dozen, or on 
draught. 

Every day is a little life : and our whole 
life is but a day repeated. Those therefore, 
that dare lose a day, are dangerously pro- 
digal ; those that dare misspend it, desper- 
ate.— Bishop Hall. 

Assimilable Phosphorus is the brain and 
nerve food, par excellence. One bottle of 
Puttner's Emulsion contains more of this 
invaluable element than a gallon of the 
much vaunted stimulants, Liquid Beefs, 
etc., of the day. 

Every man feels instinctively that all the 
beautiful sentiments in the world weigh less 
than a single lovely action.— Lowell. 

“*Mother, what shall I do for this dread- 
ful cough?” “Take Puttner's Emulsion, 
my dear, it always helps our family. 

Woman's tongue is her weapon, her 
sword, which she never permits to rest or 

| rust.— Mme. Necker. 

A prominent man of Ingersoll, Ontario, 
writes :—**Ilaving given your K. D. C. a 
thorough trial, and under the most unfavor- 
able circumstances for it, I am now pre- 
pared to testify to its merits. The first 
dose stopped all discomfort from the sour 
stomach I was suffering from and have not 
had but a slight sympton of the same on 
two or three occasions since. [ divided 
the portion you gave me as a trial with two 
other sufferers who were afllicted in a 
different way from myself. In their case 
they were afllicted with pains in their 
stomach after eating. The first dose or 
two worked wonders in their case so that 
the fame of your prepartion is spreading 
abroad here, and I am receiving inquiries 
from afilicted ones.” 

Although it may not be generally known 
the woods of northerly British America 
are still infested by hundreds of a queer 
species of bison known as the ‘wood 
buffalo.” He is much larger than the bison 
of the plains, which formerly abounded in 

such numbers. 
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EA WiLL 5 more 
towards making a man 

appear well than any- 

thing in his dress. A 

CEI BE BB 

shirt front may make or 

LINEN WASHED 

IN THE 2 UNHQ 
= pop Ww 

WILL BE AS 

mar a man. 

White as Snow without Hard Rubbing 
Without Washing Powders 
Without Mot Steam and Smell, and 
Without Injury to the Clothes or Hands. 

Millions of Women are now using the 

“SUNLIGHT” 

For every Purpose of the Household, and find it a 
comfort and a pleasure to do so, on account 

of its perfect purity and sweetness, 

If you have not yet tried the “SUNLIGHT,” 
do so at once, It never disappoints. 

Don't take substitutes or imitations, 

LEVER BROS., LTD, 

TORONTO. 

PT. SUNLIGHT 

BIRKENHEAD 

WORKS: 

NEAR 

uebec and Eastern a school girl here. 
interest, bulged my eyes to the limit of EpGgar L. WAKEMAN. 

Suniight Soap Depot for 
Provinces : FRANK Macor & Co., Montreal. 

A woman with a wart on her nose always 
hates a looking-glass. 

When vou get tired of so-called Dys- 
pepsia Cures try K. D. C., the King of 
Cures. It conquers every time. 

It always does a mean man good to 
swear at a mule or kick a dog. 

Are You Biuious? 
P THEN USE \ 

ARSON 
PILLS. 

all Liver and Bowel Complaints, Put up in Glass Vials. 
Thirty in a bottle, one a dose. They expel all impurities 
from the blood. Delicate women find great benefit from 
using them. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail for 
stamps ; 25 cts; five bottles 81.00. Full Jorgioulars free, 
I. 8. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House St., Boston, Mass, | 

JOHNSON’S 

Anodyne Liniment. 

Uy ANY OTHER 
For INTERNAL as much as EXTERNAL use. 

ORIGINATED 

By an Old Family Physician. 
Dropped on Sugar, Children Love 

to take it for Croup, Colds, Sore Throat, Cramps, Pains. 
Stops Inflammation in body or limb, like magic. Cures 
Coughs, Asthma, Catarrh, Colic, Cholera Morbus, Rheu- 
matic Pains, Neuralgia, Lame- Back, Stiff Joints, Strains, 
lustrated Book free. Price, 35 co nts; six 8200, Sold by 
ruggists, 1. 8. JOUNSOUN & (0, Boston, Mass, 

INTENSE SUFFERING! 
Mr. William Buchanan, 24 years engineer in the Cunard 
Fr Company's service, 8 St. John’s Road, Kirkdale, 
Liverpool, Eng., writes: ““Isuffered two years of agony from an 
affection in the head which six physicians pronounced incurable. 

They were divided in opinion as to 
whether it was acute neuralgia of the 
head or rheumatic affection of the brain, 
but all agreed that I could never recover. 
In my paroxysms of pain it needed two 
and sometimes three men to hold me 
down in bed. When at death’s door, 

ST. JACOBS OIL 
was applied to my head. It acted like magic. It saved my life. 
I am well and hearty, and have had no return of the trouble.” 

‘““ALL RICHT! ST. JACOBS OIL DID IT.” 

Chicago Beef. 
Pressed Tongue and Bologna, 

Boneless and Pressed Ham. 

JOHN HOPKINS, 8 6 UNION ST. 133 Telephone, 

Write me a Letter 
AND RECEIVE A 

and consider the 
lifetime, 
illustrations of the doctrine of 
worthy of the adjective “new.” 
other. 
and all things are become new. 

[t has a new mode of printing 

costly, and cumbrous ink ribbon, and inks from 

work is clean-cut, clear, and beautiful. 
And it stays so, because the wonderful and infallible centre-guide 

This is true of no other typewriter. 
as a matter of fact. 

the least deviation. 

letter and character in open sight. : 

handsome and durable construction. tion. The finest materials ; 

You cannot argue from other 

Write, therefore, 

Address 
stands alone. 

which it describes. 

IRA CORNWALL, 
t7 Second-hand Remington’s, Caligraph’s, Hammond’s and 

REASON WHY YOU NEED NEVER WRITE ANOTHER, 
the long epoch of penmanship is closing with the 

For century. Aching wrists and cramped fingers are 

to inherit a legacy of rest. The slaves of the inkstand are to 
go free, and that bespattered and bespattering nuisance to be- 

come a volcano forever extinct. And it is high time, Heaven 

knows. The most desired of all inventions comes late, very 

Jate ; but we bless our sinful souls with the thought that it is 

And when you read the brilliant story of the 

ICRU; 

New Yost Writing Machine, 

come at last. 

Hlimitable field of its future usefulness, you will be glad it arrived in your 

There are other so-called typewriters mosses that cling to the mouldering past, 

arrested development. But the New Yost has excellences 

They are sui generis, born with it, common factors with none 
nh THIS MIRACLE OF MECHANISM old things are done away 

direct from concave steel type. It discards the foul, 
a pad that will outlast twenty ribbons. Its 

not for advertising purposes, but 
permits not 

‘I'he key-board contains every needed 

No shift keys ; soft touch ; high speed, and ease of opera- 

Its alignment is perfect 

machines to the NEw Yost. The latter is of today and 

and afterwards write with the instrument 

St. John, N. B. 

for the catalogue, 

General Agent for the Maritime 

Provinces, Chubb’s Corner. 

other machines for sale cheap. 

“Don’t Put off Until Tomorrow what You can Do Today.” 
Get a Dictionary and Look it up. 

ROGRESS 
That is the aim of the publisher, and 

It is quite a contract, but when people get hold of a good paper it doe 

quire much exertion to get them to become subscribers. 

Here is an Opportunity. 
Some time ago arrangements were made to give subscribers a large 

so low as to make it ONE OF THE GREATEST OFFERS 
EVER 

Dictionary, at a low cost, 

MADE in the Maritime Provinees. 

Hundreds Have Taken Advantage of it. 
Every week Dictionaries are being sent 

This is a big dictionary, containing 1615 pages, fA 

10,000 words. The subscription price of PROGRESS is $2.00 a year, but you can get it 15 

$3.9¢ | 
| 

as a large subscription list, but it does not include 

the families in the three provinces. 

it is being accomplished siowly but surely. 

8 not re- 

Webster 

out to different parts of the Provinces. J 

1500 illustrations and an appendix of § 

and the book for $3.95. Note well the 

This is an offer that cannot remain 

open for ever. The sole idea is to get new 

subscribers for Progress. We want the 

largest subscription list that a provincial 

paper ever had, and are bound to get it. 

price. 

ProGress has now a circulation much larger than any other Maritime Province paper, but it is sold largel
y by agents and newsboys 

Subseribers are wanted also, and genuine bargains are offered as i
nducements, . 

A BIG BOOK. A BIG PAPER. A BIG COMBINATION. 

Something Everybody Needs. 

BIG DICTIONARY " 
your possession does not necessarily mean that you will astonish your 
friends with big words, but there are hundreds of things you should 

know and want to know, but cannot find 

out without asking. When the 

Language is concerned you are never at a 

And when did 

you ever get a better chance to get one? You have 

probably seen this offer before, but it cannot remain 

TAKE ADVANTAGE OF IT NOW. 

you have children they could not have a better picture 

Freres Tnousanp IuLustraTions! They 

all mean something ; and it is no trouble to find out 

loss if you have a good Webster. 

open for ever. 

book. 

what they mean. 
The book for the Home, the School and the Office. 

English 

If 

The paper for the multitude. Don’t forget the price. 

E. S. CARTER, Publisher “Progress,” St. John, N. B, 


