"MR, MOLONY’S ACIQOUI%T OF THE CRYSTAL

(From Punch.)

Wlth ganial foire
Thronsfuse mo loyr
Yo rnored nymplha oi "Pndus,
The whoilo I
The wnndzhrous thng,
The Palace made o' windowa |

Say, Paxton, truth,
Thou wondthrous youth,
What sthroke of art cellstint,
¥ hah power was lint
outo
This comblneetlon oristial.

0 would bofore .
That Thomas Moore,
Likewolse the late Lord Boyron,
glt:lm n]. lea nthrong
Caat ol on nhac cabsv ofron |

And mw thlm walls
And
'I‘hlm [ielng slendbher columns,
hich 0r pote,
Onuld nn denote,
No, not in twinty vollums .

My Munee‘worda
Iollko tho birds
That roosts beneath the panes
078 3

MHer wings sho spolls
'Gainst them bright tiles,
And cracks her sllly brains there.

This Palaco ta.ll,
This Cristial H
Which Imperors mfghe covet,
Stands | ng
Like Noal
A mlubaw blm nbcno 16,

The towers and fanes,

Salut Paul's big doom,|
Saint Payther’s Room,
And Dublin’s proud Rotundo,

'Tis hore that roams,
As well becomes

And houlds in stat:
Tho cnngreaa of the Nat.lons.

Her subjects pours
From distant shoros
Her {injluns and Can:\f ians 3

Hor kip, doma threo,
Attiad with our allagianca

Hero como likewlse
er hould aliles,

Both Asian and Kuropean ;3
From East and West
They send their best

To fill hor Coornuocopean,

I seen (thank Gracel)
This wondthrous place
(His Noble Honour Misther
H. Qolo it was
That gave the pas:
And let mo see whnb is there),

With eonsolous profdo
I stud ins
And Ionked mo World’s Great

Fafr
Until me’ sight
Was dazzled quite,
And couldn’t see for staring.

There’s holy salnts,
And window palats,
By Maydiayval ugln H

Alham] oorough Jones

Did paint the tones
of yollow and gr\mhouso in,

There's {ounta!ns thore
And orosses fair
Thero's wator- gods with urrns
There's organs mrcc,
To ploy, d’ye 8
“God savo the Queon,” by turrne.

'(r)l’mre'n sltntues bright
Of ailyer and of eopper.
An s:m

l
That lm c over proper.

There’s staym I
That stands 1n ﬁ%ﬂ.&’

Theres carls and gign,
And pins for
'X‘hem‘s mbbxexs s therels hare

Aud lo 1
For P uﬂ,a lko toys
Andolegant winoebburowa.

For them genteels
Who ride on wheels,
'I'hure'a plenty to mdu'lxe'em H
'here '8 Droekys g1

FN Paytors
And vuyhycles from Blﬂglum.

Therg’s Cabs on Stzmds
And 8bendthry dapns
The;o s Waggona from " NewXork

ore ;
Thore's Lapland Slelah!
Huve crossed the s
Andh Jauntiog Omrs trom Corlg

Amnzed I pass
From glnss to glnss,
De\olghted I survey 'em
sh wondthors grows
Berore 06 Nose
In this sublime Musayum !

Louk here's a fan
From far Japan,
A sabre from Damasco;
There’s shawls yo get
From far Thibet,
And cotton prints from Glasgows

'flhere’a Gorman flutes,

And anlaa Macaroniue,
Bohaymina
HM sanz Bohay;
Polonia her polonies.

There's granito flints
That's quited mmlnse.
Thore's siacks of con'sand fuels,
There’s sworda und guns,
And 0ap
And Guagox breml and Jewels,

There’s taypots there,
And cannons rare;
There's cotling filled with rosess
There's canvass tiats,)
Teoth fnsthrumints,
And shuits of clothes by Moece,’
Thero's lashina mom
Of things in sto
But thim don‘t remlmber,
Nor could d(scl 030
Did I composi
From May umu to Novimber !

Ah, udy thru!
With oyes 80 blue,
’.[‘hat. ou were hero to viewit t
And coutd I screw
But tu pound ¢
Tis X woum meh you toit!

8o let us m(so
Victorin’s

And Albon (] mud condition,
'I‘lmh

Thls Or[sclul Exhlblﬂon.




