










230 THE IRISH THEOSOPHIST. 

THE PALACES OF THE SIDHE. 

Two sl11all sweet lives together 
From dawn till the dew falls down, 

They danced over rock alld heather 
Away frol11 the dllsty tOWll . 

Dark eyes like stars set ill pallsies, 
Blue eyes like a hero's bold-

Their thoughts were a ll pearl-light fancie ::;, 
Their hearts iu the age of gold . 

They crooned o'er l11any a fable 
And longed for the bright-capped elves, 

The faery folk who are able 
To l11ake liS faery Oll rsel yes . 

A hush on the childrell stealing 
They stood there halld in h:1I1c1. 

For the elfin chimes were pealing 
Alolld in the lll1clerlancl. 






























