
A mighty woman with a torch whose flame 
1 the imprisoned lightning, and h r name 
Mother offuiks, From her b ac n-hand 
Glows '. welcome.... 
"Keep, ancient Ian s, your storied pomp!" cries she 
With ilent lips. 
'Give me your tired, your pOOT, 

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe fr e, 
The_Wf tc ed refuse of your t eming shore. 
~ these, he homeless, temp st tossed, to me. 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door." 
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