
SAL GROGAN'S FACE
Tain on the right'* Sal Grogui, kaoiu

againit the bar

;

Wait m ahe tariu her head round—now yoa
can iee the tear.

Iw't It aomething ktathaome, that hoiriUj
weird grimace?—

The barn* that hare blurred her feature* give
her a demon'* hce.

She'* worte than the wandering leper, for
wheacfer abe goc* about

Folk* *hudd«-, and a*k in anger, "Who leu
wch momtei* out?"

And yet if they knew her nory, and how those
wound* were got,

I fancy the hardest-hearted would ptj her
awfiil lob

You wouldn't believe Sal Grogan, that poor,
diatotted wretch,

Wa* ever a fine young woman, and reckoned
a decent catch,
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