
For many years, as immigrants made their way into New York 
Harbor, the first thing they beheld was the Statue of Liberty 
holding her torch up high. At the base of the statue is a poem, 
“The New Colossus” By Emma Lazarus. The final stanza, above, 
is particularly meaningful. Do you think this sentiment is still 
held today? Was it ever? Please explain in a paragraph or 
more.


