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Colossus: Mother of Exiles 
 
 
!e idea of this work began many years ago, and in recent months and years has continued to 
increase in relevancy and importance. Portions of Emma Lazarus’ !e New Colossus, inscribed at 
the base of the Statue of Liberty, once resonated loudly among the American people. Sadly, in 2024, 
this is longer the case for many as immigrants are vili"ed in the media and by political pundits. 
 
!is work is an amalgam of the original poem, !e New Colossus, as well as contemporary 
contributions to the American Jewish Historical Society’s Emma Lazarus Project and Poetry 
Contest. !e "rst additional poem, Liberty Enlightening, speaks from the voice of Emma Lazarus as 
if she were alive today to see the current state of a#airs for immigrants seeking refuge in our 
borders. !e second poem, Star Colossus, brings to life the voice of Lady Liberty. She acknowledges 
the struggles that face liberty and freedom today, and also o#ers up the invitation: “If you are not 
welcome in the new world, you are still welcome in the sky with me.” 
 
 
1. A Mighty Woman (Chorus) 
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 "ame 
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 
Mother of Exiles.  
 
2. Liberty Enlightening(Baritone) 
Mother of Exiles—conceived in abolitionist dream 

but still barely rid of the shackle and chain at your feet—  
you struggle to stand erect; this vision you’ve yet to meet. 
Your torch, raised as welcome beacon, is now dim in its gleam. 
I inscribed your legacy: Pledge cover, o#er refuge! 
Today you are a lightning rod against their fueled terrors. 
!e engineers of your future fear more than their error; 
they are steeled in defense, bracing against the deluge 
of the world’s yearning, turning you from guardian to guard of the wretched.  
!ese days the battered come through other ways 
no longer at Ellis but at Rio Grande or Otay. 
In your stead, uniformed CBP at borders have barred 
the paths to hope, blocked o# these passages stained with tears, 
leaving only mirage and the verdigris of your years. 
 
3. From her beacon-hand (Chorus) 
From her beacon-hand 
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 
!e 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, 
!e wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 
I li# my lamp beside the golden door!” 



 
 
4. Star Colossus (Soprano) 
I was born a giant. I held "re 
in one hand, the book of justice 
in the other. I was born to metal  
and $ame, the rain and sea 
cooled me, I greened as a forest 
as the water rose. It is not enough 
to pull into my harbor. Now 
I stand at a locked door 
without gold. !e waters will rise 
and rise and my "re cannot burn 
underwater. Instead 
each joint and joist of me 
will rise in a constellation. 
I will burn among the stars, visible 
from any ocean. If you are not welcome 
in the new world, you are still 
welcome in the sky with me. 
 
5. Give me your tired (Chorus, Baritone, Soprano) 
If you are not welcome in the new world, 
you are still welcome in the sky with me. 
Give me your tired, give me your poor. 
 
 Baritone: 
 A mighty woman with a torch, 
 whose "ame is the'imprisoned lightning. Soprano: 
  I li# my lamp be-side the golden door. 
 From her beacon-hand 
 Glows the world-wide welcome. 
  Give me your tired, your poor, 
 And her name Mother of Exiles. the wretched refuse. 
  Send these, the tempest-tost to me. 
  
  Give me...  
 Send these, 
  the homeless, 
 the huddled masses, 
  yearning. 
 yearning. 
 

Breathe free. 


































































