
The New Colossus�

by Emma Lazarus (1883)�

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,�
With conquering limbs astride from land to land;�
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand�

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame�
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name�
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand�

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command�
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.�

“Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she�
With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor,�
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,�

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.�
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,�

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!”�

 The unanimous Declaration of the thirteen united States of America,�
When in the Course of human events, it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands which�
have connected them with another, and to assume among the powers of the earth, the separate and equal station�
to which the Laws of Nature and of Nature's God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind re-�
quires that they should declare the causes which impel them to the separation.�
We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are endowed by their�
Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, Liberty, and the pursuit of Happi-�
ness. That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted among Men, deriving their just powers from�
the consent of the governed. That whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends,�
it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its foundation�
on such principles and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their�
Safety and Happiness.�

Unquenchable Faith�
by Catherine Drinker Bowen�

On the Fourth of July, 1826, America�
celebrated its Jubilee the Fiftieth Anniversary�

of Independence. John Adams, second�
President of the United States, died that day,�

aged ninety, while from Maine to Georgia bells�
rang and cannon boomed. And on that sameday,�
Thomas Jefferson died before sunset inVirginia.�

In their dying, in that swift, so aptly�
celebrated double departure, is something�
which shakes an American to the heart. It�

was not their great fame, their long lives or�
even the record of their work that made�

these two seem indestructible. It was their�
faith, their bounding, unquenchable faith in�
the future, their sure, immortal belief that�
mankind, if it so desired, could be free.�


