










2IO THE IRISH THEOSOPHIST. 

THE CHIEFS OF THE AIR. 

THEIR wise little he:lds with sconting 
They bid the covers between: 

"Do they think we stay here till 1lI0rning?" 
Said Rory and Aileen. 

'-'\Then out their bright eyes came peeping 
The room was no longer there, 

And they fled from the dark world creeping 
Up a twilight cave of air. 

They wore each one a gay dress, 
In sleep, if you understand, 

When earth puts off its grey dress 
To robe it ill faeryland. 

Then loud o'erhead was a humming 
As clear as the wood wind ri ngs ; 

Anel here were the air-boats coming 
And here the airy kings. 






























